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The head office of the world famous Divya Yog Mandir Trust is locate 
in Kripalu Bagh Ashram in Kankhal. Kripalu Bagh Ashram was founded 
by Kripalu Dev Maharaj in 1932, who originally belonged to the brave 
land of Mewar (Rajasthan). His name prior to his initiation to Sannyas 
was Yati Kishore Chandra. During the Freedom Movement, Yati Kishore 
Chandra played a successful role of a constructive revolutionary. He 
had intimate and affectionate relations with Swami Shraddhanandaji, 
founder of the Gurukul Kangri University. Later, he came in close con- 
tact with Bal Gangadhar Tilak, Madan Mohan Malviya, Motilal Nehru, 
Mahatma Gandhi, Chittaranjan Das, Ganesh Shankar Vidyarthi, V J Patel, 
Hakim Azmal Khan among others. 


Yati Kishore Chandra associated himself with the Bengal Revolutionar- 
ies and undertook the hazardous task of publishing their newspapers 
"Yugantar' and ‘Lokantar’ in North India. The Bengal Revolutionary 
Party was responsible for the Delhi Bomb blasts, master-minded by Ras 
Behari Bose. The British Government had announced a reward of three 
lakh rupees for any clues about Ras Behari Bose. Yati Kishore Chandra 
sheltered him in his ashram in the jungle. Having led the life of a freedom 
fighter and a revolutionary, Yati Kishore Chandra developed an intense 
interest in spirituality and became an accomplished Yogi. In 1968, he bid 
farewell to the world. 

His disciples have undertaken the management of Kripalu Dev Ashram 
Bagh the holy place of revolution, yog and spirituality with devotion and 
dedication. Shri Swami Shankar Dev is one link in the same chain whose 
disciple is Swami Ramdevji Maharaj who has illuminated the ashram 
with the divine light of Yog, Ayurveda and Vedic culture and spread its 
glory in the whole world. 

The life sketch of such an austere saint will definitely prove to be a great 
help in inspiring the common Indians towards spirituality and awakening 
a new consciousness in them. 


Acharya Balkrishna 
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of this ashram are reflective of the multi-dimensional personality of Swami 
Kripalu Devji. He was a detached ascetic and a spiritualist. However, 
he had great love for the country, religion and culture. He was deeply 
devoted to the Ganga river, and the Geeta (the religious book of Hindus) 
and the cow. His life had been devoted to God from the time of his birth. 
He delved deep into the spirit to discover the mysteries of life. He was 
a very bold and daring person who enjoyed playing with dangers. His 
life was full of miracles. His life was elevated from the desires for son, 
wealth and fame. He never tried to propagate himself. He was devoted 
to yog practice and at the same time worked actively to open schools, a 
library and reading room. He published a journal ‘Vishwa Gyan Patrika' 
as well. He wrote poetry and prose. He fought for the protection of the 
cow and against communalism. His contributions to the freedom strug- 
gle are valuable. His life is not only excitingly adventurous but also very 
inspiring. 

About 65 years ago, his devoted disciple Pt Shyamji Parashar 
wrote his biography in Hindi on his illustrious life (in majestic year 1996) 
as the 8th flower to Mother Shiv Devi Smarak and published it on behalf 
of Rashtriya Nirman Granth Mala, Karol Bagh, New Delhi in March 
1940. The first edition of two thousand copies was distributed on the 
spot. Evidently, his followers were in thousands. Only one copy of this 
rare and valuable book was available with Swamiji's disciple and the 
current manager of the ashram, Swami Shankar Devji. However, when 
Divya Yog Trust wanted to get it published it had disappeared mysteri- 
ously. They searched for this book in various libraries in Hardwar in 
vain. Dr Surendra Singh Kadiyan, the Managing Editor of “Yog Sandesh’ 
who was pursuing the matter actively, looked for a copy of the book in 
many libraries of Hardwar but could not find one. Then one day in the 
ashram he accidentally met an old disciple of Swami Kripalu Devji - 
Lehrilal Paliwal, Mahavir Colony, Badh Village, Bedla Road, Udaipur 
who possessed a copy of the book. He lent the book and Diamond Pocket 
Books began working on it by getting the matter typed on the computer. 
When the proofs of the book were being seen the manuscript got mis- 
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tion. Finally, with the help of Satyanandji Naishtik the book reached the 
stage of publication. Therefore, he deserves our special gratitude. Shri 


With the grace of God, we are happy to present the English edition 
of this book to the readers despite the various obstacles. We are grateful 
to Divya Yog Mandir Trust for their cooperation. Divya Yog Mandir 
Trust is carrying on the work started by Swami Kripalu Devji not only in 
India but the whole world. By making the Ayurvedic stream of medicine 
popular, Divya Yog Mandiris teaching the importance of indigenous treas- 
ures to the Indians. While Swami Kripalu Devji fought for the freedom 
of the country, Divya Yog Mandir Trust is fighting with the multi-na- 
tional companies for the cultural and economic freedom of India. There 
is no doubt that we will be successful in this holy war because our strug- 
gle has begun from the holy land of Saint Kripalu Devji Maharaj from 
which we derive constant inspiration and spiritual strength. 


This book has changed the perspectives of thousands of people, 
of which the disciple tradition of Swami Kripalu Devji Maharaj is a living 
testimony. Swami Shyamji Parashar was a prolific writer, and he wrote 
this biography with devotion in the presence of Swami Kripalu Devji. 
The readers will find a pleasant mix of prayer, devotion, yog, sadhna, 
spirituality, patriotism, social service, religion, culture and humanity in it. 


On behalf of Divya Yog Mandir Trust I am deeply grateful to all 
the people who have made it possible to bring out this English edition of 
the book and hope that it will once again touch the heights of its popular- 


ity and inspire readers. 
With these best wishes, 


Acharya Balkrishna 
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Preface 


Ask the prisoners bound in chains 
what is the meaning of freedom? 


Saints are the glory of the nation and the lives of saints are the immortal 
treasures of the nation. The lives of saints are like light houses that show 
the way to wayward travelers. Whenever life has become miserable for 
the multitudes, whenever atrocities have crossed all limits of tolerance, 
saints appear to find solutions, to provide the healing touch and to allay 
their suffering. For as long as the sun and moon illuminate the universe 
the holy Ganga will adorn the neck of this our motherland, India. For as 
long as the great guardian Himalaya unfurls the glorious flag on the 
highest peaks of Kanchanjunga and so long as Varuna Dev (the god of 
waters) washes the feet of Mother India who can forget the great sages 
of Indian history — Vishwamitra, Parshuram, Buddha, Shankar, Mahavir, 
Gyaneshwar, Guru Ramdas, Guru Tegh Bahadur, Guru Gobind Singh, 
Rishi Dayanand and Mahatma Gandhi? 


Saints are the foundation of Vedic culture. When, in the last millennium, 
India was reeling under the consecutive invasions of Ghazni, Nadir Shah 
and Gauri Shah, it tolerated everything with the belief that the promise 
made by the Lord will be fulfilled: 


Yada yadaa hi dharmasya glaanirbhavati bharata! 
Abhyrtthaanamadharmasya tadaatmaanam srijaamyaham!! 


A handful of saints have come and changed the picture from time 
to time. If we are desirous of awakening the spirit of the nation, if we 
want to eradicate poverty, slavery, and ignorance from the world and if 
we want our future and the future of our children to be bright, we must 
study the lives of these saints and learn from them. 


I am presenting the eighth flower in the series of national recon- 
struction. I hope that it will be received as warmly as my previous books, 
Bharat Sandesh, Jawahar Digvijay Bharat mein Swarg etc. (all in 
Hindi). 

In this book I have written the life sketch of a mahatma, a great 
man. I met him for the first time two years ago in the Kumbha Mela. He 
had organized the Hindu-Navjeevan Conference presided by Shree 
Khushal Chand Khursand (Mahatma Anand Swami), which was the 


CC-0.Panini Kanya Maha Vidyalaya Collection. 


Digitized by Arya Samaj Foundation TERI nd eGangotri a 
result of this great man’s untiring efforts. Í had heard a lot about him 


from my dear friends and got an opportunity to spend some days with 
him. That was when I got the idea to present his life story in the Rashtra 
Nirman Granth Mala to inspire the youth of the country, which will do a 
lot of good to the country and the community. It was with this hope that 
I got the courage to get this book published. 


Readers will find an image of selfless service in every action of 
the hero of this book. Readers will find the life force that he longed to 
attain spread all over Sant Darshan and will feel blessed. It is an at- 
tempt to catch the spirit of detached action and pure devotion of Swami 
Kripalu Devji. He combined in himself the devotion of Prahlad, the de- 
termination of Dhruva, the fearlessness of Balbir Shakuntal, the cour- 
age of Rama, the ethics of Krishna, the renunciation of Buddha, the 
austerities of Mahavir, the wisdom of Shankar, the tolerance of Guru 
Nanak Dev, the bravery of Samrath Guru Ramdas, the self confidence 
of Vairagi, the celibacy of Rishi Dayanand, the patriotism of Rana Pratap, 
the spirit of sacrifice of Guru Gobind Singh, the popularity of Jawahar 
and the innocence of a rustic saint in his multi-dimensional personality. 
Readers will find hope and courage to deal with erstwhile hopeless situ- 
ations in life. ; 

Iam grateful to the publishers for bringing out this book in spite of 
the economic crisis after the Second World War. I have not left any 
stone unturned in doing my duty. However, if there is any shortcoming in 
the book, I hope the readers will pardon me for it. 


Karol Bagh, New Delhi Parashar 
1.3.1940 
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The Brave Child 


Saadhoonaam darsanam punyam teertha bhootaa hi Saadhavaah 
1 


Teertha phalati kaalen sadyah saadaa gamah !! 


Meaning— The sight of saints is blissful. Saints are living pilgrimages. 
The fruit of other pilgrimages comes when the time is right, while the 
very presence of the saints is immediately rewarding. 


Saints! 

They are the inherited property of the nations. 
Especially of Bharat Varsha- the land of saints, rishis and munis. 
Follow their footsteps Young India! 

If you want to achieve the goal of your life, 

Purna Swarajya. (Complete Freedom) 


CC-0.Panini Kanya Maha Vidyalaya Collection. 


Digitized by Arya Samaj Foundation Chennai and eGangotri 


CC-0.Panini Kanya Maha Vidyalaya Collection. 


Digitized by Arya Samaj Foundation Chennai and eGangotri 


68. The Brave Soldier 332 
69. A Strange Scene at Sultanpur 343 
70. Inthe Guise of a Mulla 353 
71. Author of Many Books 361 
72. Inthe Storm of Gandhi 366 
73. Inthe Burning Holi 372 
74. The Ideal Patriot 375 
75. Incarnation of Self-Respect 378 
76. Gifting the Library to Mahatma Hansraj 384 
Part VI : Traveller on the Blissful Path 387 
TI. Yatiji’s Nag Kutiya 389 
78. A Yogi’s Strange Play 393 
79. Sant Darshan 403 
80. Spiritual Current 409 
81. Profound Secrets of Yoga 415 
82. The Form of Death 423 
83. Outcome of Pure Thought 433 
84. Two Child-Rishis in the Sound of Aum 437 
85. Sant Literature 440 
86. Lion in Moni River 459 
87. Yogic Miracle 464 
88. The Singer 470 
89. The Wheel of Purity 415 
90. The Bugle for Organization 47] 
91. Yatiji and Sanyas 480 
92. Swami Kripalu Dev 482 
Part VII : Sant Kripalu Dev 483 
93. To Kashmir with the Guru 485 
94. AllIndiaPilgrimage 490 
95. Kailash Darshan 499 
96. From Mansarovar to Nepal 503 
97. The Liberating Gita 506 
98. Vedanta Sudha 515 
99. Vishwa-Gyan Mandir 523 
100. Hindu Rejuvenation Conference 530 
Epilogue: Rashtra Dharma Mahamandal 533 
Appendix: Towards Life's Evening 538 


CC-0.Panini Kanya Maha Vidyalaya Collection. 


y Arya Samaj Foundation Chennai and eGangotri 


iic 


Phe anal? 
pn yu 


Apis? 


[Part - One Digitized by Arya Samaj Foundation Chennai and eGangotri 7 


Mewar— Land of the Brave 


Mewar is the land of the brave, the birthplace of the Great, 
of flamboyant leaders like Sanga and Pratap! 
They did not leave the battle field even when they were cut to pieces 
And bore all hardships for the sake of mother India. 
They stood for chivalry and made Mewar synonymous with glory. 
Such is the land of Mewar; its very dust is blessed! 


ewar is the land of the brave! The very word ‘Mewar’ fills the 

heart of every Indian with valour and patriotism. The thought of 
Mewar instills devotion and the head bows down to touch the dust of 
this land. At the same time, it makes you hold your head high in sheer 
pride remembering the great heroes. Who knows what power the grains 
of sand of this great desert hold that can inspire any Indian to perform 
acts of untold courage and heroism. It seems every grain of sand of 
Mewar is rejuvenating and instills infinite courage in the hearts of patriots. 


Bring the thought of Mewar to your mind just once! Each grain of sand 
will present a moving picture of bravery before your eyes. You will see 
the sixteen-year-old Ranbankura Fatta along with his newly-wed wife by 
his side swaying his sword and tearing the enemy to pieces like a falcon 
pouncing upon a flock of birds; or you will get the picture of hundreds of 
Rajputs adorned in saffron robes piercing the hundreds of Muslim enemies 
and shouting the war cry of ‘Har Har Mahadev’ making the skies tremble 
with their resounding echoes. While you will see the brilliant image of 
Maharana Sangram Singh with eighty scars on his body and having 
sacrificed an eye, a leg, and an arm in the battlefield still fighting with 
determination to finish the enemy, in the battlefield of Sikri killing the 
monstrous enemy and crushing them underfoot; you will see the 
renunciation of Veerangana Panna who gave her own son to satiate the 
monster in order to save her husband. While you will see the golden 
countenances of some ten to twelve thousand Rajput women on one 
hand, you will also see Maharana Pratap,the Lion of Rajasthan whose 
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name should be remembered every morning, hungry and thirsty in a 
beggar's attire going towards thethorny mountains with his queen and his 
flower-like princes in search of freedom. He had taken a vow: "I will not 
to sleep on a bed nor eat out of golden plates or cut my hair or enter Delhi 
till I get back the lost freedom of my beloved Mewar." These words are 
magic; they cannot leave any Indian's heart untouched. 


How can anyone forget the brave men who lost everything to sound the 
bugles of victory for Mewar? How can anyone lose sight of the great 
heroes who fed on grass to uphold the glory of their religion and their 
lineage? Who can forget the brave soldiers who made their mothers 
proud for having borne them and nursed them on their breasts? 


When the whole of Rajputana with the exception of Udaipur had 
succumbed to the pressure of the Mughal Empire and the princes of the 
entire region had lost sight of their heritage and were playing to the 
tunes of the Mughal rulers, it was Maharana Pratap who had shown 
exemplary courage and deep-rooted devotion to his heritage and 
presented a unique ideal to the world that cannot be easily forgotten. 


Truly, the history of Rajputana is a unique lesson for human society. It 
stands for chivalry, generosity and war strategy. It is an example in 
itself. This land has given birth to such heroes that are difficult to find 
elsewhere in the world. The kind of sacrifices made by the offspring of 
Mewar cannot be seen anywhere else in the history of the world. Where 
else do you find examples of people giving up their lives with a smile on 
their face? Such tales of heroism are capable of instilling life in dead 


bodies even today; they can teach lessons of patriotism to traitors of the 
worst order. 


The fame of Chittor in Indian history will resound in the atmosphere for 
as long as there is the world, there is India and there is Rajputana in the 
bosom of India. It will go on inspiring human beings to scale lofty heights 
and improve the quality of human life on this planet. In the royal family 
of Chittor there is the pious purity of Padmavati, the undaunted bravery 
of Sangram Singh, the unshakable determination of Pratap and the 
shrewd diplomacy of Raj Singh whose tales make you rise from the 
level of the ordinary human being to the extraordinary levels of the Gods 
and Goddesses in terms of compassion, courage, patriotism and sacrifice. 
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In this pious land of Mewar there is a village called Semtal, which is 
often referred to as Brahmpuri by its inhabitants. Some years ago, when 
the Western influences had not yet reached this place, Semtal was the 
abode of many priests, teachers, scholars and godly men. This is the 
reason why this village was named Brahmpuri. It is situated on top of a 
high mountain in the desert of Rajasthan. It is an oasis in the desert. It 
has sweet water springs and verdurous hills in a land where you can see 
nothing but sand dunes for miles at a stretch. It is truly a miracle. 


The centre of Mewar's scenic beauty is this Brahmpuri. The people of 
Rajasthan consider Brahmpuri to be their best pilgrimage. It is located 
on the road that connects Udaipur to Haldighati. Maharana Pratap had 
halted here for a few days on his way to Haldighati to expose the intrigue 
of Mansingh who had recently joined the enemy camp. He had camped 
in the adjoining hill when he had taken the vow to regain the glory of 
Mewar. He was accompanied by his wife and sons. Brahmpuri enjoys 
the same status in the story of Maharana Pratap as Panchvati does in 
the life of Ram in Ramayana. 


This place is unique for many reasons. It is extremely picturesque as it is 
surrounded by smaller hills on all sides. It looks like the moon in the 
midst of stars. Semtal is encircled by seven pilgrimages that include 
Kesariyanath, Nathdwara and others. One of the idols of Mewar's 
famous Charbhujanath is in Brahmpuri as well. Apart from this great 
temple there is the temple of Khera Devi, Ramji, Amba Devi and many 
more deities. The devotees come to these pilgrimages all through the 
year making the place acquire the character of a perpetual fair. 


Not far away from this famous Charbhuja temple there was the home 
of a renowned Brahman. His name was Pundit Chaturbhuj. He was a 
devoted saint and a liberated man. In the times of the maharanas his 
ancestors had protected the freedom of Rajasthan like determined 
Brahmins. Pundit Chaturbhuj followed the traditions of his ancestors in 
his life. 


TOOK 
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A Unique Flower 


Twadéeyam vastu Govinda tubhyameva samarpaye 


he world is dynamic. Not an atom is stationary in this world. Another 
namefor revolution is the world. 


Sansaarayatyaa tmaanam yasa Sansaarah 
That which is always changing is the world. 
Gachhateeti Jagatah 


That which keeps moving is the world. Revolution is the law of nature. 
There will always be some disturbance. The tyrant rule of the Russian 
Czar and the unjust reign of the barbaric Aurangzeb have fallen before 
revolution. The destructive cycle of death spares no one. It devours 
everyone, one after the other. It does not distinguish between friends or 
foes, between Hindus or Muslims or between kings or subjects. One 
after another, all of them acquired the form of destroyers, slaughterers, 
murderers and spread all over. 


Where is the Maratha dynasty that was once ruling from Kanya Kumari 
to Kanchanjunga? Where are the victory flags of the brave Khalsas 
flying all over the northern region? Where are the bugles of Shahjahan 
who declared from the top of the Qutab Minar— 


‘I am the master of all I survey! 
My right there is none to dispute.’ 


Where is the reign of the cruel Aurangzeb who had established his power 
on the entire land, whose invasions made the Gods and demons tremble 
in fear, whose mighty radiance had illuminated all corners of the world? 


Time is the great leveler. Everyone falls prey to the cycle of time. No 
one can withstand the onslaught of time. He who is affluent today may 
be standing at the door of a stranger begging for alms tomorrow. Such is 
the cycle of the world. 
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Kasyaastyantam sukhamupanato dudhamedaanta tonaa 
Neechairgachhatijupari cha da$aa chakranemi kramana 
Joys and sorrows, profits and losses, ups and downs, tides and ebbs, 
heat and cold are the two ends of the same rope. That is why the poet 

says — 


Maa kuru dhana jana yauvan garvah 
Harati nimesaat kaalah sarvah 
Maayamayamidamakhilam hirwaa 
Brahmapadam nirvaanam viditwaa 
Bhaja govindam, bhaja govindam, 
Govindam bhaja moodamate 


The Creator's law is very strange. The mystery of the universe is difficult 
to fathom. Somewhere there is sand and only sand for hundreds of 
miles, and somewhere there are daunting mountains for miles on end. 
Somewhere there is water and only water for as far as you can see. To 
some extent He has given so much that if they were to consume for 
centuries it would not finish, and to some He has given so little that they 
crave for a grain of food and die of starvation. Some are the land owners 
who have so much wealth that they have to employ secretaries to take 
care of it, and to others He has not given enough to take shelter under a 
roof or cover their bodies with a rag. 


But how shrewd is the Creator! He has kept the brake of this gigantic 
vehicle in His hands. He has maintained a perfect balance. With one 
hand he has given the kingdom and with the other, great anxiety. 


Uneasy lies the head that wears the crown! 


He has provided thorns with flowers, anxiety with abundance. He has 

created Rahu Ketu to shatter the pride of Aditya Bhagwan. He has 

created a scar in the full moon lest it becomes proud of its beauty. In a. 
moment's earthquake was shattered Quetta, now in Pakistan, which 

was once the capital city of the demons who were planning an attack on 

Inderpuri. Where is the fantastic beauty of the legendary Mithilapuri of 

Bihar! The earthquake of 1934 and the deluge that followed destroyed 

everything. What is permanent in the world? Everything is fickle, short- 

lived and temporary. If there is anything permanent, it is God's name. 


Brahmpuri was the reflection of paradise on earth. As though, He had 
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created Braj in Mewar. It seemed all worldly and other-worldly pleasures 
had come to Brahmpuri. There was opulence, joy, contentment, 
meditation, devotion all together. But, the cycle of death was waiting for 
the opportune moment to strike. Death's eyes rested on Brahmpuri and 
his heart burned with jealousy and he blurted out: 


"Today I will make this delightful place the stage on which I will perform 
my frantic dance.’ Having taken the decision he brought the epidemic of 
plague along and struck Brahmpuri at once. The epidemic claimed the 
entire city, affecting every house and putting to eternal sleep the unwary 
inhabitants. The entire place resounded with shrieks of pain, and joy 
was at once replaced by misery. This was once the place that made the 
gods and goddesses look down with joy. Now it looked like the abode of 
death and destruction. Gone were the days of thrilling excitement. Now 
the place was covered in a shroud of gloom. The place that once 
reverberated with happy songs was now the stage for Yamaraj's death 
dance. 


There were loud lamentations and mourning in Brahmpuri. How to handle 
this epidemic? The citizens thought of all conventional remedies. They 
cleaned the houses, the streets, the markets thoroughly. They held prayers 
and yagnas in every colony. They brought all sorts of herbs and plants to 
purify the atmosphere, but, all in vain. 


Disappointed with everything, man takes the shelter of the Almighty 
God. Then that omnipotent power is the one and only ray of hope. Only a 
rare person remembers God in good times, but in difficult times even the 
atheists become devout believers. Selfishness is an important part of human 
nature. Man passes on to God whatever he cannot do himself. He leaves 
onto God what is beyond his understanding; he associates the disease he 
cannot diagnose or find a cure for with the name of a God or Goddess. He 
hopes to hide himself behind a line of gods and Goddesses when he cannot 
cope with his failure. Selfishness has gone deep into human nature, and 
this selfishness is another name for cowardice. All the men and women of 


Brahmpuri appeared before the God, Char Bhujanath and prayed for their 
protection. 


It was early morning in the month of Jyeshtha, the third month of the 
, Hindu year. Diwakar Prabhu or the sun was busy getting ready to mount 
his seven-horse carriage to set out on his journey to conquer the eastern 
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skies. Summer was at its peak. It seemed as if the winds had changed 
their direction for fear of the epidemic and had suspended their sojourns 
to Brahmpuri. 


Now the epidemic held the whole village in its tentacles. Screams of 
pain and moaning rent the skies. All the people of Brahmpuri appeared 
in the court of Bhagwan Charbhujanath. 


“O God! You are the preserver of life. Whenever your devotees have 
been in trouble you have come to their rescue. Now, this charming town 
is facing a crisis; please protect it!" 


All the people stood there with folded hands in front of Bhagwan 
Charbhujanath. All of a sudden the priest entered the temple. He looked 
depressed. He addressed the congregation, *Dear friends! Today, we 
have gathered here to pray to our god, but you will be sad to know that 
no flowers have bloomed today. I looked everywhere, but could not find 
asingle flower. In this terrible heat there is not even a single leaf anywhere. 
Do we have to conduct the worship without flowers, today?" 


A wave of shock spread among the devotees. The priest said, “If anyone 
of you can get a few flowers...” He had hardly said these words when 
an exquisite looking Godlike person got up and said, “I will get a flower.” 
Everyone was relieved and filled with hope. Whispers of gratefulness 
and ‘Saint, saint? could be heard. Shubham... Bhuyat... Shubhaste... 
Panthan... 


But, not to talk of flowers there was not even a single leaf on the trees. 
The Brahmin God sat on a pile of mud in his garden, lost in his thoughts. 
He wondered how the ceremony would be completed without the offering 
of flowers. And what would he say to those whom he had given hope? 


Soon, like a flash of lightning, his countenance lit up with joy. 
Disappointment took wings and left hope in its place. Joy spread all 
across. He got up from the mound of mud at once and walked towards 
his house. 

In the temple, the devotees waited anxiously. They wondered why the 
brahmin god had not returned. They sat waiting, their eyes fixed on the 
road leading to the temple. Lo and behold! They saw the Brahmin 
coming towards the temple from a distance with what seemed to be a 
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huge bundle of flowers. So many flowers! Which garden has been 
visited by spring in this season!! What garden had burst into flowers? 


The Brahmin Pundit Chaturbhuj cut through the crowds and offered the 
treasure at the feet of Bhagwan Charbhujanath. 


Twadeeyam vastu Govinda tubhyameva samarpaye 


They saw an infant only three days old lying at the feet of the deity. He 
had an enigmatic smile on his face. 


The ceremony of the worship was completed. The congregation could 
not take their eyes away from this unique flower. 


The ceremony of worship was completed. The prayers began and the 
people stood before their deity with folded hands lost in prayer. 


Srimatpayonidhi niketana chakrapaane 
Yogindra yogamanee ranjeta punya moorte. 
Yogeesa Saa$wala $aranya bhavaabdhi pota 
Laksmi nrisingh mama dehi karaavalambam 

Brahmendra rudramarudarka kiréeta koti 
Sanghhatti taanghri klamalaa mala kaanti kaanta 

Lakgmi lasatkuchasaroruha raajahansa 
Lak$mi nrisingh mama dehi karaavalambam 
Sansaar kopamatighoramagaadhamoolam 

Sampraapya dukha Sata sarpa samaakulasya 
Deenasya déva kripanaapadamaagatasya 
Lakámi nrisingh kaka dehi karaavalambam 

Lakgmi pate kamalanaabha sure$a visnu 

Baikuntha kri$na madhusudana puskaraak§a 

Brahmanya ke$ana janaardana vaa sudeva 


- =g 


Devasa dehi kripanasya karaavalambam 


Just then an old man with curly long jet black locks, entered wearing a 
black blanket. He bent down before Bhagwan Charbhujanath and 
caressed the baby. He picked the baby in his arms, and said, *O Brahmin! 
Your offering has been accepted. Bhagwan is pleased with your unique 
gift. By giving this child you have saved the lives of all other children in 
Brahmpuri. Your prayers have been heard. From now on this child will 


be known as Phool Kunwar, the flower prince. He belongs to God. 
Bring him up as God's gift." 
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A soft breeze started blowing. The sun was rising. The sky became 
overcast with clouds. Soon the rain poured heavily and washed away 
the pain and misery of the people of Brahmpuri. 


Y Bs 
OOK 
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An Unusual Child 


Whoever has read history with care 
Would know one thing for sure e 
That the hopes of a nation rest on its children; 
Children can alleviate the sorrows of a country. 
If they wish, they can make it paradise 


Or ruin it beyond repair, if they go astray. 


Hs birth is not an accident; it is based on a long line of influences 
or sanskaras of the previous births. These one thousand six hundred 
and fifty million lines are connected to a great powerhouse. Each human 
being carries the influences of his past lives and enters the world as a 
soldier to fight in this battlefield of the world. 


The glory of positive influences was visible on every fibre of Phool 
Kunwar's being as though the gold of previous birth had come again to 
get purified and refined. The events of that day had become an oft- 
repeated story in the entire region. People did not tire of repeating how 
the three-day old baby smiled, how the breeze blew, the sun shone and it 
rained so heavily that the wrath of the epidemic was washed away. 
Whoever heard of the incident, wanted to see this baby. People started 
flocking to Brahmpuri to have a look at this unusual child. Pundit 
Chaturbhuja's house became a happy abode. Hundreds of men and 
women came from far and wide to steal a glance at the child. They 
talked endlessly of the way the saint with the black blanket had come 
and blessed the child and named him Phool Kunwar. 


Situated on a high hill, Brahmpuri had always enjoyed an elevated position. 
Having hosted Maharana Pratap it had already acquired the status of a 
pilgrimage. Now this divine incident had given ita new glory. Thousands 
of devotees thronged to Brahmpuri to seek the blessings of this unusual 
child and felt blessed when the tiny infant smiled blissfully at one and all. 
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Whoever came to see Phool Kunwar would be left looking at him, and 
many of them would come again and again for that utterly beautiful 
countenance, his red lips and an ethereal smaile dancing on his lips. 
They would be enchanted by the blissful experience of watching his 
charming smile and listening to his childish babble. All maids and servants, 
all slaves and workers, all old and young relatives would be equally 
enthralled by his charming smile. They would take him in their arms and 
play with him for hours. He hardly ever got the chance to lie in his cot, 
and he never felt the need to cry. Anger, mischief and stubbornness did 
not touch him at all. No one saw anything other than peace, beauty and 
an enchanting smile on his face. Most importantly, even as a child he 
made no distinction between ‘mine and thine’. He would laugh like the 
flowers, sing with the birds, clap to the beat of the conch and never 
coveted ordinary things. He had only one quest—to find out who was 
his Maker. 


Thus, the child grew showered by the love of his devout parents and 
devoted people of Brahmpuri. Pundit Chaturbhuja was a devoutly 
religious person. He had great qualities but was untouched by pride and 
arrogance. He was like the palm tree that bends when heavy with fruit; 
he was like the monsoon clouds that shower rain. He considered every 
penny he had, to be the gift of god, so there was nothing to be proud of. 


This innocent babe always looked in the direction of the Char Bhujanath 
temple whenever people took him in their arms. Barely one year old, he 
had a definite desire to go in that direction. Sometimes, some naughty 
kids would trick him to go in a different direction, but he would understand 
their tricks and express his wish to go towards the temple. 


Gradually, he became independent when he began to walk. He would 
get up early in the morning, drink his cup of milk and head straight 
towards the temple, and sit before the deity for hours and sing along 
with other devotees. 

One day, when he came back from the temple, he said to his mother, 
“Amma, get me a flute.” 

His mother kissed his brow as she took him on her lap and said, “I will 
get my Madan Gopal, my Krishna a beautiful flute.” 


“When, Amma?” 
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“Now,” she said, “Today.” 
“From where will you get it?” 
“From Gogunda, my love,” she said. 
“Buy one exactly like the flute the lord, Thakurji, has,” he implored. 
“Yes, I will get you one exactly like that,” she said, kissing him again. 


Then she gave him a cup of milk, and said, “Drink this and I will get you 
a flute today.” 


Not.aware of the fact that Gogunda was more than four miles away, he 
said, ^I will drink milk after I get a flute.” His mother laughed but:the 
boy asked seriously, “Amma, who gave the flute to Thakurji?” She «vas 
taken aback by the question. She said, “My child, Thakurji is the lord of 
the whole universe. He is the giver himself who gives to all. Who can 
give him anything?” 


“Ma, if He gives to all, then why doesn’t He give to me?” 


“He will give you... He will give you a beautiful flute. Here, drink your 
milk,” she said. ; 


He drank some milk and then put the cup down. Then he got up and 
went out. 


“Where are you going, Phool?” 


"I am going to the giver of flutes,” he said. His mother laughed. He did 
not even turn to look back. He sang Meera's famous devotional song, 
"Mere toh Giridhar Gopal, doosro na koi." (I have only the Lord as 
my master, and no one else.) 


*** eee oe 


In the temple, this divine child stood in front of the deity and prayed in his 
childish babble, lisping the words, pronouncing ‘I’ for the ‘r’ sound, “My 
Lord! My mother tells me you give flutes to everyone. Please give me a 
flute also." He resembled the Bal Gopal (Lord Krishna, the child) as he 
prayed again and again, “Please give me a flute.” 


A long time went by. The sun went westward, the birds returned to their 
nest. But this divine child kept repeating his appeal to get a flute. At dusk 
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when it was past seven o'clock and the child did not return home, the 
mother got worried and went running towards the temple. Her heart 
missed a beat when she saw the gates of the temple closed. She went 
on and saw that the gate was not only closed but also locked. However, 
she was confident that her son would go nowhere other than the temple. 
She took the keys from the priest and opened the gate. She saw her son 
sitting before the deity with folded hands and asking for a flute. She was 
overjoyed to see her son in this divine light. She lifted him in her arms 
and said, "Come, son, let's go home." 


“T will not go home without the flute, Amma. You only told me that God 
gives flutes to his devotees, then why doesn't He give me a flute?" 


*He will give... Let's go home." 


Phool would not listen to her. So she took him in her arms and walked 
back home. 


The child grew to be more and more devoted as the days went by. He 
would see the divine in everything. He heard the divine in all sounds. 
And when he sang devotional songs he touched the cords in the hearts 
of the audience. They would be transported to another world besides 
which this mundane world looked pale and futile. 


At times he would be so imbued in love that he would sit for hours in 
silence. Sometimes, tears flowed down his cheeks, unchecked as he 
sang from his heart. 


Even as a child, Phool Kunwar had the qualities of compassion, 
truthfulness, chastity and creativity. Now, he sang in praise of the Lord 
as he played. He remembered Him in sleep and wakefulness. At dawn, 
he would go out into the green pastures where the cattle grazed and he 
played his flute sitting with the shepherds. He often spent the whole day 
sitting on a hill or by the side of a pond playing his flute. Those who 
heard him from a distance felt blessed. 


Though he saw the divine in everything, he made Char Bhujanath his 
deity. He would sit for hours before him lost to the rest of the world. He 
attained that divine knowledge in his innocence what others take years 
or even lives to achieve through grave austerities and deep meditation. 
He spent every moment of his life in singing, chanting and remembering 
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God. There was no trace of childish mischievousness in him; he was like 
the sun— solemn and serene. At a tender age his heart became the 


abode of simplicity, saintliness, purity and piety. 


SOOO 
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Phool Kunwar 


Children are the treasures of a nation’s honour 
Children define the shape of a country’s strength 


rahmpuri is dressed in all its finery celebrating a grand occasion. 

There is no sign of pain, sorrow or misery. There is a wave of 
excitement in every house, as though the whole village is busy preparing 
for the happy ceremony of a popular person. 


The house of Pundit Chaturbhuja is the centre of activity. The whole 
place is reverberating with happy congratulatory greetings. The birds 
are singing cheerful songs. There is much activity in Brahmpuri. 


It is the *Yagnopavit Sanskara’ of Phool Kunwar, the initiation or the 
sacred thread ceremony. According to the Vedas boys of upper caste 
Hindus, particularly Brahmins must wear the sacred thread at the age of 
eight. Phool Kunwar is eight years old now. 


All the ingredients for the religious ceremony have been collected. The 
family’s guru is sitting in his place. The fire has been lit. Phool Kunwar 
entered the pious place wearing a sandalwood tilak on his forehead and 
yellow coloured robes on his body holding an earthen spout in one hand 
and a mat in the other. He bowed and touched the feet of the guru and 
the elders. Then he took his place. 


` The ceremony started. The Brahmins chanted the mantras. The guru 


gave one strand of the sacred thread in Phool Kunwar’s hand. He chanted 
the mantra ‘Yagyapavitam Paramam Pavitram’ and wore one strand 
of the sacred thread on his body. Then he wore the second strand and 
then the third. After wearing all the three strands of the sacred thread, 
he asked the guru, “Bhagwan, for how long do I have to wear the three 
strands of this thread?” 


` “For as long as you stay in the world doing your duty like a true soldier. 


Before this you were a Shudra, an ignorant child. Now you have become 


CC-0.Panini Kanya Maha Vidyalaya Collection. 


YA b | 
MEN emen SEME SIA 


a true Brahmin. This sacred thread is your belt: itis your national guard. 
It is like the one a soldier on duty wears. This belt is many times more 
important than the soldier's belt because the soldier removes his belt 


with his uniform, but you will wear it all the time. The entire Vedic 
religion is condensed in these three strands." 


An Indian child is under the debt of his ancestors. His first debt is towards 
his mother who has given him birth, nursed him on her breast and brought 
him up; his second debt is towards his ancient gurus, rishis who have 
given him the ancient scriptures of Ramayana, Mahabharata, Upanishads 
and Vedas; his third debt is towards his father, and his fourth debt is 
towards his country, India. (This was the time when his motherland was 
shackled in subordination under the rule of imperial powers.) Our country 
is our mother who has fed us, given us shelter and helped us and our 
ancestors grow. We are indebted to her. 


The three layers of the sacred thread represent these three debts. This 
sacred thread will remain with you always reminding you of your debts.” 


He continued to explain, “Child, yagnyopavit is made of two words: 
yagna + upavit. Yagna means kindness, charity benevolence, and upavit 
means to come close. Thus, it means that from now on you will act like 


a soldier on duty in the battlefield. This sacred thread will remind you of 
your duties at all times. 


“There is no religion above the religion of doing good to others. Always 
remember, compassion is the best religion. Compassion is the ornament 
of life. Benevolence is the garment of humanity. Each and every grain in 
nature gives us the message of kindness. The sun burns to give us light 
and heat; the sun shines for others; the moon brightens up our lives; the 
clouds shower blessings on us; the earth renders all its treasures to US; 
the trees give us fruit and shade. They live for us. So, my child, from 
today, you will live for others, and make compassion your motto in life. 


“Tn order to follow the tenets of the religion of compassion, you will need 
to make the instrument through which it can be implemented very strong. 
A weak bodied person cannot help others. Therefore, make your body 
strong. The Vedas call this body Ayodhya, an invincible fort. This body 
of yours in fact should be an invincible fort, and the only mantra to make 
your body invincible is “Brahmacharya’ celibacy. 
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Brahmacharyena tapasaa mrityumupaaghnat ! 


“With the power of celibacy, gods have conquered death. Always keep 
control over your senses. This body of yours is a carriage, the senses 
are the horses, and wisdom is the driver, the mind is the whip and you 
are the rider. Be aware that while journeying in the world of desires you 
must never lose control over the carriage. 


“Your body belongs to your nation. You have no right to destroy it. If you 
misuse your body you deceive your soul and your god. If not more, at 
least remain celibate till the age of 25, and go to the Rishikul on the 
banks of Bhagirathi in Kashi and serve the learned master with devotion 
and learn from him. Then spread the light to dispel darkness in India.” 
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A Promising Lad 


The saint made a profound prophecy 

Your child is a promising lad 

He will be respected in the world 
This is not difficult to predict. 

It is the unshakable truth 
He will bring glory to his parents. 
The parents fell at the saint's feet 
Their hearts filled with joy and gratitude. 


(us is the essence of life. My child! Go to Kashi and learn 
from the great master. Get strong in body and mind and come back 
to pay the debts of your mother, father and the nation." 


These words of the guru echoed in the mind of the small child. All the 
time, while doing other activities, he would listen to these words resounding 
in his mind. They went deep into his consciousness and he felt inspired 
by them. His mind was a clean slate on which the guru had written the 
summary of life. 

He insisted on going to Kashi just as he had insisted on getting a flute. 
*Amma, when will you send me to Kashi?" 

“What will you do in Kashi?” his mother asked lightheartedly. 

*Guru ji told me to go to Kashi in your presence." 

“Yes, he did. But these things are said as a ritual. How can I send my 
small child to Kashi?" 

“Then where will I be educated?" 


“There is enough education in our Brahmpuri, Phool. If you want to go 
to school, you can go to Udaipur and stay with Jiji, your elder sister, and 
study. Give up the thought of going to Kashi; it is very far away. You are 
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not yet old enough to go that far." 


For the time being he was silent. But this silence was unpredictable. It 
could burst like a volcano any time. Only a layer of dust had settled on 
the burning embers; the fire had not died. 


Phool Kunwar's elder sister was married in Udaipur. Phool Kunwar's 
brother-in-law was the priest in the court of the king of Udaipur. His 
sister had been married for many years, but, unfortunately, she had no 
children. She loved her younger brother very much and had requested 
her parents to let her take him with her to Udaipur when she was leaving 
Semtal. 


His mother did not have the heart to send him away. She could not bear 
the thought of not seeing him for some time. But, love and affection 
cannot be given primacy over a sense of duty. She decided to send 
Phool Kunwar to Udaipur not wanting to hurt her daughter's sentiments. 
She consoled herself by saying that she had two other sons to make her 
happy. 


His sister treated him like her own son and looked after him with utmost 
care. She did not have children of her own so she treated Phool Kunwar 
as her child. Whenever she chanced to hear of an enlightened saint she 
would question him about her brother's future. One day a renowned 
scholar appeared in the royal court. Pundit Gangaram requested him to 
come over to his place. Phool's sister served the man with devotion and 
then presenting her brother asked, “Bhagwan, he is my brother. I want 
to ask you about his future." The astrologer took Phool's hand in his 
hand and looked at him closely. His sister watched the changing 
expressions on the face of the astrologer. As soon as he touched him he 
had become serious, then he felt happy. He realised the good fortune of 
the world at the birth of this child and felt deeply grateful in loving 
affection. Then he spoke happly. 


He said, “Devi, your brother has unique signs. The lines on his hand 
resemble the lines of great rishis. Rishis have a place of honour in the 
royal courts. Your brother will be greatly respected by the kings. But he 
will not be tempted by anything. He will merely touch and renounce all 
the precious gifts presented to him in the royal courts. Just as your 
shadow follows you when you move in the direction of the sun, your 
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brother will always be moving towards Shankar Bhagwan and worldly 
pleasures will follow him like a shadow. He will be respected by the 
saints and will go on various pilgrimages and finally reside in Uttarakhand 
on the banks of Bhagirathi.” 


His sister got perturbed at the mention of Uttarakhand. This was the 
place where the Pandavas were destroyed. This place could be very 
difficult to live in, she thought. 


Punditji said, “Don’t worry. It’s only the very fortunate who having earned 
their good fortune through good deeds get to live in Uttarakhand. Your 
brother will live in the cottage of renowned ancient rishis and meditate 
to attain salvation. The tracks to the divine are strewn with thorns. 
Whoever walks on this path will face a few difficulties, but they will only 
make him stronger. Your brother will have to suffer many hardships but 
he will overcome them. All the great men like Rama, Krishna, Buddha, 
Thakur, Pratap and others have gone through difficult times to come out 
victorious. So, your brother will come out pure as gold from the fire. He 
will face many dangers and difficulties as he sojourns through forests 
and moutains and many times God will come himself to help him and 
save him from the clutches of dangers. Just wait and see, many times 
God will come to his rescue.” 


The old astrologer made his predictions and then bent forward to take 
the dust from under the feet of the small child. He touched his forehead 
with it and took some of it with him. Before going he said, “You are very 
fortunate indeed. This child is an ancient yogi. You are blessed in his 
presence. Your mother is blessed who has given birth to him.” 
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Inside the Belly of a Crocodile 


Arak$itam ti$thati daiva rak$itam 
Surak$itam daiva hatam vina§yati 
Jeevatyanaatho5pi vane visarjitah 
krita prayatne5pi grihe na jéevati 


he words uttered by saints never go waste. The saints attain some 

spiritual powers through austerities, meditation and knowledge. Thus, 
the boundaries of time and space dissolve and they can see the past, 
present and future clear as day. As the poets say: 


Likhitamapi lalaate metitum ko samarthah 


This means that whatever has been written in the fate of a person is 
bound to happen. Ordinary men with limited vision cannot read it, but 
sages with divine vision can read it quite clearly. 


There was no exaggeration in the astrologer's predictions. Phool Kunwar 
had the first experience just three days later to validate the truth in the 
scholar's words. 


Phool Kunwar's exceptional quality was that he would listen to the words 
of saints intently and then contemplate on them for hours. This way he 
would absorb them and mould his character in accordance with the 
essence of it. He prayed to his god — “Oh God! Give me the strength to 
walk on the path shown by the great saint, and spend my entire life in the 
service of humanity." 

Phool Kunwar was ten years old. Public memory is very short and the 


story of what happened in Brahmpuri was almost forgotten. Another 
strange event took place to revive the memory of those days. 


It was a holiday. Musk melons were in season. Four friends — Hari, 
Gopal, Ikling and Phool Kunwar made a plan to take the musk melons 
and go to the pond to enjoy them after a swim. They wore their swimming 
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trunks and took the fruit and reached the pond. A soft breeze was blowing. 
They took off their clothes and got ready to cut the musk melons. 


Just as Gopal took the knife in his hand, Hari said, ^Wait a minute, Gopal. 
Let us put some pandanus, the fragrant flowers in the melons. They will 
taste even better. See, there are so many of these flowers all around.” 
He told Gopal to come along with him to pick the flowers, and Phool 
Kunwar and Ikling would keep an eye on their clothes. All of them liked 
the thought of savouring the delicious musk melons. Ikling said that he 
too would accompany them and bring lots of flowers. Phool could stay 
with the clothes. 


After the friends left, Phool Kunwar jumped into the water for a swim. 
He came out to see the clothes and then jumped again. As he moved 
further up he saw a crocodile rushing towards him. Phool Kunwar 
reversed and swam as fast as he could. But the crocodile caught up 
with him. Phool Kunwar prayed, “Bhagwan, help me!” And, the crocodile 
swallowed him. 


There was a washerman washing clothes in the same pond. He heard 
Phool Kunwar’s scream and remembered having seen a small boy 
swimming in the pond. He could not see him any more. He realized that 
the crocodile must have swallowed him. He ran to inform the others. All 
the friends heard him and came running. They asked the washer man 
what happened to their friend. Ikling heard this and screamed.; he felt 
disheartened. Then he folded his hands and prayed — 


“O Compassionate Lord! What have you done! My father does not tell 
lies. I have heard about Bhagat ji that he is a very true human being. 
What to talk of a lakh of rupees, he would not tell lies even if his life was 
at stake. Oh, Compassionate Lord, such a truthful person once told me 
a story. He told me the story about the fight between an elephant and a 
whale. The elephant was being defeated when he called out to his god 
and screamed for help. You had saved him then. Now, please save my 
friend. He had a prayer on his lips when he disappeared. You can't let 
him down. My father told me that you always come to help your devotees, 
then why didn't you help Phool Kunwar? My father does not tell lies, 
then why don't you come to save Phool Kunwar?" 


The words coming from the bottom of the child's innocent heart rent the 
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skies and echoed in the universe. Just then the washer man saw something 
floating on the water. He said, “Look, the water has brought up something. 
It looks like the boy’s corpse.” 


“Yes! Yes!! That is our friend.” They started to jump into the water. But 
the washer man stopped them and went in himself. He brought Phool 
Kunwar to the shore and lay him down on the steps. He read his pulse. 
The boy was alive. 


The hands of the saviour are stronger than the hands of the destroyer. 
The boys stopped crying and thanked god with folded hands. Ikling shouted 
in ecstasy, “It’s true! It’s true! My father’s story is true.” He took Phool 
Kunwar’s clothes and ran towards him. 


“We should take him home immediately so that he can be treated,” said 
the washer man. They agreed and requested him to carry him home. 
After all, he had saved the life of Phool Kunwar and he deserved a 
prize. 


The washer man had a lot of work to do but he put it off and took Phool 
Kunwar to his house.The other two boys, Hari and Gopal, disappeared 
on the way. Only Ikling followed the washer man with Phool Kunwar’s 
clothes. 


The event shook the entire household from its roots. Pundit Gangaram 
rushed to get the Vaid, the local doctor. Ikling described the whole scene 
to Jiji. Jiji gave Ten rupees to the washer man. 


The news spread like wild fire and Pundit Gangaram’s house became a 
centre of activity. People flocked to see Phool Kunwar. But in view of 
the child’s condition the Vaid did not allow them to go near him. People 
would come and enquire about his health from outside and go back. There 
was no less activity in the house of Nathu dhobi, the washer man. They 
were keen to know how Phool Kunwar had come out alive from the 
crocodile’s belly. 


The next day when Nath dhobi went to the ghat for washing clothes he 
realized what had transpired the previous day. He saw the crocodile on 
the shore. Scared, he threw stones at him and tried to shoo him away, 
but the crocodile refused to budge. By then a crowd had gathered to see 
the spectacle. Many others also threw stones and sticks at him. But 
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nothing could move the gigantic crocodile. Finally all of them went 
towards him together. From close quarters they saw he was dead and 
his belly had been torn apart. 


When the crocodile swallowed Phool Kunwar he descended deeper 
into the water. He fell on a pointed stone at the bottom of the pond and 
his belly was torn apart. It happened immediately after he had swallowed 
Phool Kunwar so that he was still alive. At once he floated up to the 
surface of the water and was spotted by the washer man. The invisible 
power that protected Phool Kunwar in the belly of the crocodile helped 
him recover from the trauma and soon he was hale and hearty again. 
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Parting with a Friend 


Asmin mahaamohamaye kataahé ! 
Suryaa gninaa raatri divaandhanen ! 
Maa sartidarvee porighhattanene ! 
Bhootaani kaalah pachateeti vaartaa !! 


hool Kunwar was growing up beautifully adding to his storehouse of 

knowledge to the delight of all his near and dear ones. His friend, 
Ikling, was the one who had prayed for him when he was in the 
crocodile's belly, and who had stayed by his side when the others had 
left him.Ikling was the only son of his parents. He was very young and 
had barely learnt to walk on his two feet when his mother died. His 
father spent most of his time in prayers. Ikling was living with his father's 
brother and his wife. 


His uncle and aunt did not treat him well. Leave alone love and affection, 
they treated him like a servant. They scolded him at the slightest pretext. 
When Ikling's father got to know of it, he was deeply disturbed. He 
knew that Phool Kunwar and Ikling were good friends and almost like 
brothers. So he decided to send Ikling to live with Phool Kunwar. 


He took Ikling to Phool Kunwar's sister's house and said, "Devi! Take 
this child as your second Phool Kunwar and take care of him." Phool 
Kunwar's sister accepted him happily. She took him on her lap and 
kissed his brow. She told Jkling's father not to worry about him because 
she would treat him just like Phool Kunwar. 


Ikling lived in Jiji’s house with Phool Kunwar. Both of them got admission 
in Maharana High School. After a few days Pundit Gangaram received 
an invitation from Semtal. Phool Kunwar's elder brother was getting 
married. Phool Kunwar was very happy to take his friend to Semtal. 
The marriage ceremonies Were completed gracefully. Pundit Gangaram 
returned to Udaipur, but Phool Kunwar and his sister stayed on for a 
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few days more. While they were in Semtal a man came from Ikling's 
grandfather's house to take him with him. Ikling was not willing to go 
but Phool Kunwar's father persuaded him and he went. 


Phool Kunwar returned to Udaipur after some days. He missed his 
friend but knew nothing of his whereabouts. Many days later they got 
the news that Ikling was still in his grandfather's house and was not 
well. 


Phool Kunwar was perturbed to hear this news. He decided to go to 
Dungarpur with a servant the very next day. He was in the middle of his 
preparations for the journey when a messenger brought a letter for him 
from Ikling. Jiji welcomed the messenger and served him refreshments 
all the time asking after Ikling. She read his letter. 


Dungarpur 10 June, 1875 
My dear brother, 


I miss you very much. Ever since I parted with you in Brahmpuri 
I have been waiting to meet you. I went to Brahmpuri to attend my 
cousin's marriage and returned to my grandfather's house, and ot fever. 
I have taken many medicines but my condition seems to get worse by 
the day. I did not want to bother you with my ailments, but I am helpless. 
I am stuck with this disease and cannot even move about. 


I keep thinking of you. I am not hopeful of getting well. May be your 
blessings would cure me. Please come and bless me as soon as you get 
this message. 


Convey my regards to Jiji and Jijaji. 
Yours truly, 
Ikling 


Phool Kunwar's eyes welled up as he read his friend's letter. His sister 
consoled him, "Phool, don't get dejected. If you lose heart, how will you 
give him courage? Remember one must never look depressed in front of 
a patient; always show him the bright side." 


It was quite late that day, so Phool Kunwar left Udaipur early the next 
morning and was at his friend's bedside by four in the afternoon. Ikling 
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tried to get up to meet his dear friend, but could not. He brought his 
hands together in greeting. “You have come. I am so grateful. You have 
given me life." He held Phool Kunwar's hand in his feeble hand and 
said, "Please sit by my side. I wanted to come to Udaipur to meet you. 
Instead you had to take all the trouble to come here for me. I am sorry." 
He said this and started crying. 


Phool Kunwar wiped his tears and said, “Ikling, don't lose heart. You 
will be well again, and then we will both go to Udaipur together." 


The Vaid came and told Ikling to take his medicine. But Ikling refused. 
He said, “I will not take any more medicines. Give me the holy water of 
Ganga instead." He started calling Phool Kunwar again. Phool Kunwar 
reassured him, saying, “I am here, Ikling, take your medicine and you 
will get well." 


“No,” said Ikling, “I have had enough of medicines." 


*What do you mean by enough?" Phool Kunwar said. *You have given 
up so soon. Here, take the medicine from my hands." Ikling took the 
medicine. 


Phool Kunwar had been in their house for quite some time. Ever since 
he had come he had been sitting by the side of his friend, holding his 
hand. Ikling's grandmother prepared a meal. 


She told Phool Kunwar to eat. Phool Kunwar saw his friend's condition 
and had no hope of his recovery. He had no desire to eat, but he knew if 
he didn't eat the other members of the family had not eaten anything 
since the morning, and in order to serve him they would eat something, 
too. He had barely begun to eat when he heard his friend's voice calling 
him. He left the food and went to Ikling. 


“What’s the matter, Ikling?" 

“Where did you go?" 

“T was here, Ikling." 

“Ganga jal!” 

Ikling opened his mouth and Phool Kunwar asked, “How do you feel 
now?” 


“I am feeling better after seeing you, but my time is up." 
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Phool Kunwar could not check his tears any more. He turned his head 
away from Ikling and hid his face behind his letter. Then he picked up 
courage to say, “You will get well, Ikling.” 


“Don’t forget me, brother. See, I managed to call you here; I may call 
you somewhere else also.” He said this and closed his eyes for ever. 
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CC Chapter Eight D 


A Wandering Traveller 


Baleeyasee kevalamee $varee chhaa 


he demise of Ikling left an indelible mark on Phool Kunwar's tender 

heart. Death is the end of life! It was the first time he had witnessed 
this in his life. Right before his eyes his bosom pal left him on an unknown 
journey. He could not get Ikling out of his mind. Ikling’s apparition moved 
in front of his eyes like a film. He tried his best to compose himself but 
he couldn't control the flood of tears every time he saw his friend's 
innocent face and felt his selfless love in his heart. 


He left Dungarpur the next day but he found no peace in Udaipur either. 
Now the whole house was full of memories of his friend and he felt 
extremely restless. He wanted to go somewhere where he would find 
some peace. 


he was disillusioned by this world." Our real home is somewhere else. I 
will seek that permanent abode." Now, he felt restless confined in the 
walls of Udaipur. He wanted to go away. When he was in this state of 
mind, Nature presented an occasion to fulfill his desire. 


It was the month of April. The results of the exams had been declared. 
Students had been promoted to the next class. But regular studies had 
not yet begun. Phool Kunwar had passed his sixth class and had gone 
into the seventh class. e 

April in this part of the country is very pleasant. Nature seems to be 
going around inviting its lovers to play and enjoy. 

The teacher was on leave. His period was free. The boys thought of 
playing a game. 

Phool Kunwar and some of his friends went into the school compound 


to play a game called Jand-palangda. It is a typical Indian game. One 
boy throws a stick on the ground and the other runs to pick it up. All the 
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others climb on to the trees. The boy who picked the stick puts it in a 
circle. His effort is to touch a boy with the stick before putting it down, 
which decides who will play the next round. 


While the boys were busy playing, the Headmaster came. He was angry 
and summoned the entire Class Seven to his office. He beat them with 
a cane for jumping from the trees. 


Phool Kunwar thought the Headmaster’s act was unjust. He heard his 
inner voice say, 


Yaanteemanyaaya pravrittamya trinanchopi Sahaayataam 
Apanthaanaantu gacehhantam sahdaro5pi vimunchavatu 


Fear even a child who treads the path of justice, but bother not about the 
unjust person even though he is a king. 


The Headmaster beat one boy and was going towards the next when 
Phool Kunwar held the cane and said, “Sir, you are punishing us for no 
crime. Tell us, what crime have we committed. The teacher was absent 
and we were playing. Is playing a crime? We have to games period in 
school. You should be pleased that we are taking some physical exercise." 


The Headmaster took offence. “You have come to teach me?" He said 
and slapped Phool Kunwar. 


Phool Kunwar replied with a slap. At once all the other boys fell on the 
Headmaster. 


Phool Kunwar stopped going to school. After a couple of days, the 
Headmaster came to Pundit Gangaram's house accompanied by a few 
teachers. Pundit Gangaram called Phool Kunwar and told him to 
apologise, but the self-respecting boy refused to do so. 


“Why should I apologise? If I have committed a crime, I will apologise.” 
He said this and went out. Pundit Gangaram did not like it. 


After the Headmaster and teachers left, Gangaram complained to Phool 
Kunwar's sister, “Look at this boy! He is so conceited that he refused to 
apologise to the Headmaster.” Just then Phool Kunwar returned and his 
brother-in-law turned to him and said, “What would you have lost if you 
had apologized?” He gave the same reply, “If I had committed a crime, 


I would have apologized.” 
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The incident was over. Some time passed. But Phool Kunwar had 
decided the same night that he would leave Udaipur. It was ten at night 
and pitch dark. Phool Kunwar left his sister's house and took the road to 
Brahmpuri. He was unfamiliar with the route. When he had traversed 
on it on earlier occasions he had been accompanied by others, now he 
was alone. Moreover, he had traveled during the day in broad daylight, 
now it was dark. Earlier he rode on horseback, now he was on foot. He 
reached a crossing from where one path led to Bedla and the other to 
Brahmpuri. He had no idea which was the right path. He took the path 
to Bedla. 


The night was dark and the journey hazardous. He could not see the 
road. Just then there was lightning and a soft drizzle, as though Nature 
had come to show him the way. 


His clothes were wet, but he continued to walk. If he had not lost his 
way, he would have reached Brahmpuri. Now it was raining heavily and 
he was totally drenched. In the flash of lightning he saw a tree. He took 
shelter under it and wrung his clothes. Within minutes he was standing in 
a pool of water. Then he saw another tree on an elevation. He ran and 
went there. 


He had barely taken shelter under this tree when he heard a loud thud 
and saw that tree fall to the ground. It had been struck by lightning. 


The boy thanked God for saving his life. “O Lord, you are the creator, 
sustainer and preserver of this world. Nothing in this world happens without 
your will. O merciful Lord, take càre of the wayfarers who have lost their 
way." 


He rested under this tree for some time and resumed his journey. The 
rain had subsided and the clouds were dispersing. The sky looked pure 
and clean. The rainwater was flowing like a stream on his path. 


He did not stop. He did not waver. He waded through the water and 
was drenched again. As he stood under the tree he saw some smoke 
arising from the cluster of trees on the other hill. ‘Smoke means there 
must be someone there,” he thought, ‘I will ask him the way to Brahmpuri." 
He started walking towards the hill. 


The night was over. It was early dawn, the time of Brahm-mahurat. 
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Phool Kunwar saw a sage by the fire and wished him. The sage blessed 
him and asked, “Child, where are you coming from at this time? Why 
are your clothes wet?” 


: “Bhagwan, you know everything,” said Phool Kunwar. 


“O you are very wise!” said the sage, “Here, take this and remove your 
wet clothes.” He handed him something to wear which was made of the 
skin of a tree trunk. 


On day break, the sage gave Phool Kunwar some fruit and said, “Child, 
I will be going now. You are hungry since yesterday. Eat this.” 


Phool Kunwar asked him, “Sire, where are you going?” 

“Tklingnath.” 

The mention of Iklingnath made a wave of excitement run down Phool 
Kunwar's spine. “Where is Iklingnath?" 

“Right there from where the sun is rising. This road goes straight to 
Iklingnath.” The sage went away and was soon lost to view. 


Phool Kunwar ate the fruit given by the sage and took the path shown 
by the sage. He reached Iklingnath and looked around for the sage. But 
he was nowhere to be found. He asked the priest about the sage on the 
hill. The priest told him that there is no such sage who lives in a hut on 
the hill. He had not heard of any such sage in all his life. 


So who was the sage? He was the God, Ikling Nath himself who had 
come as a human being to show him the path. 
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«C Chapter Nine > 


The Unique Pair 


Vayakis$ora susamaa sadana, $yaama gaura sukhadhaam 
Anga anga para vaariye, koti koti $ata kaama 
n hearing the words of the priest Phool Kunwar's heart overflowed 
with joy and gratitude. “I am so lucky that Bhagwan Iklingnath 
himself came to help me on the hills talking the from of a human being". 
He burst into a song in front of the idol of Iklingnath. 


Sadaa tmaroopam sakataahibheetam amaayinam 
sohamachintya bodhm 
Anaadi madhyaanta viheenamekam tamékalingam 
Saranam vrajaamah 
Vi$waadi dhootam hridi yoginaam ndi pratyakéa 
roopena vibhraantamekam 
Sadaa niraalamba samaadhi gamyam tame 
kalingam $aranam vrajaamah 
Yam yoginee yogabalena saadhyam kuruanti tam 
kimastavanena stauti 
Atah pranaamena susidhido5stu 
tamekalingam $aranam vrajaamah 


He offered his prayers and came out of the temple to resume his journey. 


**9 *99 *99 


It was eleven o'clock in the morning. A holy man sitting in the courtyard 
of the temple asked, “Child, where are you going?" 


*Brahmpuri." 


"But there is a straight road from Udaipur to Brahmpuri. Anyway, after 
taking Prasad, I will put you on the road to Brahmpuri. Come, let us eat 
something first." 


Phool Kunwar thanked him and went on his way alone. 
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He had walked quite a distance when he saw a boy of his own age 
riding a horse coming from the opposite direction. 


“Whom are you paying your respects to with folded hands?” the rider 
asked Phool Kunwar. “I see no one here.” 


“People riding on a high horse usually can’t see anything,” Phool said 
enigmatically. 


“Oh, you talk like a grown up! What is it that riders can’t see?” 
“That is the omnipresent God who is present everywhere. I salute to Him.” 


Hearing this, the rider jumped off the horseback and said, “Tell me, 
friend, what are you doing here alone?” 


Phool Kunwar gave a brief description of how he had lost his way, and 
asked, “How far is Gogunda from here?” 


"It is close by, but I won't let you go today. You stay the night with me, 
and go there tomorrow. It is already five o'clock. You will not be able to 
cover the eight-mile distance before nightfall.” : 


“Where do you live?” 
"In Bedla. About a mile and a half away from here." 


Phool Kunwar did not want to stay in Bedla but could not refuse the 
loving invitation. Both of them walked all the way to Bedla. 


The rider was Prince Vikram Singh of Bedla. He had followed the wind 
and chanced to meet Phool Kunwar. He felt attracted towards Phool 
Kunwar as if he was his brother. Vikram asked him about his birthplace. 


"My birthplace is Brahmpuri, about three miles from Gogunda. My 
father's name is Pundit Chaturbhuj.” 


“Brahmpuri!” the prince asked excitedly. 


*Yes, but what is so strange about it. Everyone is born somewhere or 
the other." 


“But, I have heard strange tales about that place. Many people, including 
my mother have told me that there is a wonderful child-saint in Brahmpuri 


who saved the village from the epidemic.” 
Thus, talking animatedly, they covered the distance in no time. Soon, 
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they approached the palace, and Vikram took his new friend inside and 
presented him before his mother. 


"He is my friend. Mother, give him a bath and new clothes and feed him 
well. He is very tired. Then he will tell you who he is. He lives in the 


same village of which you talk so much. He belongs to the village where 
a strange child lives." 


His mother called her maid, Shanta and instructed her to give the child a 
bath and new clothes. She asked, *What is your name?" But Vikram 
answered, "He is Bhaiyaji." 


"Everyone is called Bhaiyaji. People call you Bhaiyaji, also." 


Phool Kunwar had a bath and wore new clothes. The royal meal was 
served. Phool Kunwar closed his eyes and prayed before eating. The 
queen mother was pleased to see such devotion in the small child. He 
appeared to belong to a noble family. A friend of the queen entered the 
room and exclaimed, “There seems to be the unique pair of Krishna and 
Baldev in your house, today." She said and sat by the queen mother's 
side and watched the two boys eat. 


After the meal they rested for a while, and then the queen mother asked, 
"Son, you belong to Brahmpuri so you must have heard of the boy who 
was offered to Bhagwan Char Bhujanath? What is your father's name? 


“Pundit Chaturbhuj ya 
“And what is your name?” 
“Phool Kunwar.” 


“Yes, yes. Bhagatji is also called Chaturbhuj. He had named the child 
Phool Kunwar. I remember clearly.” 

She remembered everything. At once her heart filled with love and respect 
for the child. “You are blessed,” she said, “Your parents are blessed. We 
had come to your house to see you when you were an infant. Today, you 
have come to our house. How fortunate we are!" 


Vikram said, “Ma, he did not want to come here. I persuaded him to come.” 
“You did well, my child,” she said. 
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Education in Bedla 


Mitram preetirasaayanam nayan, yoraanandanam chétasaa 


he next day Phool Kunwar asked the queen mother and Vikram 
leave to go. “My parents must be worried about me. Please allow 


me to go to Brahmpuri." 


Vikram's eyes filled with tears, and in a broken voice, he said, “Bhaiyaji, 
stay here for a few days.” Even the queen mother insisted that he stay 
with them. Phool Kunwar found it difficult to reject their loving appeal. 
He stayed in Bedla for two days. 


Bedla is nine miles from Brahmpuri. The queen mother sent a rider to 
Brahmpuri to give the message that Phool Kunwar was with them. 


The news of Phool Kunwar leaving Udaipur alone had already reached 
Brahmpuri. Pundit Gangaram had come the very next day. Everyone 
was worried about Phool Kunwar. Just then the messenger came from 
Bedla with the news “Phool Kunwar is in the royal palace and well. He 
has stayed there to comply with the queen mother’s request to spend a 
couple of days with them. Do not worry on his account.” 


They were relieved to hear this but all of them longed to see him again. 
Two men were sent from Brahmpuri to Bedla to escort him to Brahmpuri. 
The queen mother, however, prevailed upon them to let Phool Kunwar 
stay with he a few days more. 


Phool Kunwar had been in Bedla for four days. Vikram and Phool 
Kunwar became inseparable friends. But for how long? Finally, Phool 
Kunwar had to go back to his parents. He set out on his journey to 
Brahmpuri on the sixth day, and Vikram decided to accompany him. 


They rode on their horses and the family was overjoyed to see them. 
The news of Phool Kunwar’s arrival spread and people came to set 
eyes on their favourite child. Once again, there was the atmosphere of a 
fair in the house of Pundit Chaturbhuj. Phool Kunwar’s parents extended 
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warm hospitality to Vikram. 


While parting with his dear friend, Vikram said, “Bhaiya ji, I have grown 
very fond of you. I will not be able to stay without you for long. Now 
that you are like a brother to me, please honour this relationship. I would 
appreciate if you spend a few days with your family and then come to 
Bedla. Both of us will continue our education. We will learn Sanskrit 
together." Phool Kunwar did not make any commitment. 


Many days passed. Vikram's father heard about Phool Kunwar on his 
return. He said, “Vikram, you said your friend had promised to come. 
Why has he not come? You said he wanted to learn Sanskrit. It is the 
duty of every Hindu to learn Sanskrit. All our literature is in Sanskrit. I 
will make the best arrangements for the both of you to study Sanskrit. 
Go.and get your friend.” 


Vikram happily obeyed his father's command. He set out on the journey 
to Brahmpuri at once.Both the friends met again. Vikram told Phool 
Kunwar what his father had said. And, then he repeated his father's 
wish to Pundit Chaturbhuj. 


“Bedla is close by. There is a very good arrangement made by the king 
for teaching Sanskrit, and you live there,” said Pundit Chaturbhuj. 
Although he did not want to part with his son he saw the boys' love for 
each other and the opportunity for Phool Kunwar to get good education, 
he agreed to send Phool Kunwar to Bedla. Both the friends returned to 
Bedla the next day. 


The king saw the two boys riding their horses and was pleased. He 
came to the gate of the palace to welcome them. The boys got down 
and touched the king’s feet. The king blessed them. 


«I am fortunate to welcome the child-saint in my house. So far, I had 
only heard tales of him. It is with his blessings we were blessed with our 
son Vikram. Today, I have the good fortune of having him in my house!” 


yyy eee eee 


The king made excellent arrangements for the education of the boys. 
The friendship grew stronger and the king and queen also made no 
distinction between them. They treated Phool Kunwar as their own son. 
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After a few days, Pundit Ganagram came to Bedla and asked Phool 
Kunwar to come back to Udaipur. “Jiji keeps crying. She misses you 
very much. Come back to her, Phool,” he implored. But Phool Kunwar 
did not agree to go to Udaipur. 


“| will come in the holidays, Jijaji. Please take care of Jiji.” 


Gangaram tried his best to persuade him to return to Udaipur, but Phool 
Kunwar did not agree. This incident left a deep impact on the mind of 
Jiji. She had no children and considered Phool Kunwar as her child. His 
flat refusal to come to her broke her heart. She went to Brahmpuri the 
next day and sent a man to Bedla to bring Phool Kunwar to Brahmpuri. 


Phool Kunwar did not want to go there either. But Vikram persuaded 
him and even accompanied him to Brahmpuri. Jiji was overjoyed to 
meet her brother. She begged him to return to Udaipur but Phool Kunwar 
refused. Jiji started crying. Phool Kunwar had hardened himself but 
Vikram was touched by his sister’s pain. He said, *What is the harm of 
going to Udaipur? We have a house there. I will also stay there. We can 
study Sanskrit in Udaipur. Bhaiyaji, we should do what gives pleasure to 
Jiji. It’s not right to hurt elders.” Vikram’s appeal was heard and Phool 
Kunwar agreed to go to Udaipur. 


Phool Kunwar wanted to seek the queen mother’s permission. So, they 
left for Bedla the next day. The queen mother did not mind because the 
decision was taken in consideration of Phool Kunwar’s sister’s feelings. 
She understood how his sister must be missing him when she too had 
grown so fond of him. However, she did not permit Vikram to go to 
Udaipur. She said, “Vikram, when your father goes to serve the maharaja 
for three months, I will send you to Udaipur with him.” 
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The Kashi Obsession 


Enthusiasm is the basis of joy in the world. 
Enthusiasm is the basis of respect in government. 
Enthusiasm helps to lift the weight of sorrows. 


Enthusiasm makes you cross the mighty river. 


Nè why this fascination for Kashi?” said Vikram. “Bhai Sahib, you 
are great! You come up with fantastic ideas every now and then. 
Kashi is not nearby, It is thousands of miles from here. My grandfather 
used to say, ‘Whoever goes to Kashi never returns.” 


Phool Kunwar lifted his shirt to show his belt to Vikram. “Vikram! See 
this? This is my belt of being a Karam-yogi soldier, a soldier who has to 
do his duty. This is my yagnyopavit. I have been wearing it for seven 
years now. When I had worn it in the presence of hundreds of men and 
women, my guruji had instructed me to go to Kashi for my education. I 
was prepared to go to Kashi then, but all the near and dear ones told me 
to wait a while. I can still hear my guru's words in my mind." 


99 Cx eee 


The matter was stalled for the time being, though Vikram was not sure 
for how long. But he couldn’t find out how far he had succeeded in his 
efforts.After a few days Vikram went to his granfather’s house. Phool 
Kunwar felt lonely and resolved to take the train to Kashi the next day. 
He had no idea how to get there, but he had heard people say “You find 
your way to Kashi somehow.’ He knew he had to reach Ajmer first. 
What happens after Ajmer will be seen in Ajmer. 


He got up early and headed towards the railway station. The train for 
Ajmer was ready to leave. He bought the ticket to Ajmer and boarded 
the train. He hoped the train would start immediately. He feared someone 
might come from his home and disrupt his plans. He was going on a train 
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journey for the first time. He wanted to look out of the window but 
resisted the temptation to do so lest a familiar person recognizes him. 


The train started moving. His fear of being caught was gone. Now he 
was excited to reach Kashi. 


This detached child had overcome the bonds of attachment already. The 
religious people find the entire world to be their family. Vasudhaiva 
Kutimbhakum. The whole world is a family. This truth dawns upon great 
men with much difficulty, but it had already become a reality for this 
child-saint. He not only understood it but had made it a part of his life 
proactively. 


He had not even a trace of pain at the separation from all his friends and 
relatives in Brahmpuri, Udaipur and Bedla. Today, he considered himself 
fortunate to be able to follow his guru’s instructions and head towards 
Varanasi in order to make his life better. 


The excitement of a train journey for a small child is well known. When 
he sees the things moving outside he wonders whether he is moving or 
the trees. The breathtaking sight of meandering rail tracks and the train 
moving through hills and mountains, fields and green pastures is 
captivating. He kept looking at the engine, the serpentine rail tracks and 
the scenes outside the window excitedly. 


The train was moving through mountainous terrain. The engine slowed 
a bit on the elevation. The train seemed to be going round and round the 
hill. Phool Kunwar looked out of the window at the beautiful sights. At 
the railway crossing he saw crowds of people waiting to cross the road. 
Suddenly, a young boy on horseback waved his handkerchief to him and 
started riding along the railway tracks. 


Phool Kunwar got worried. He did not look out again. His expression 
changed from excitement to seriousness. The boy’s horse was galloping 
to keep pace with the train. He was saying something, which Phool 
Kunwar could not hear because of the din of the engine. But he seemed 
to be in a hurry to reach the next station before the train. 


The rider was Prince Vikram Singh. He was on his way to Udaipur to 
do an errand for his grandfather. He had no idea that Phool Kunwar 
was going to Ajmer in the train. He wanted to make Phool Kunwar get 
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down at the next station of Dewari. He loved his friend very much and 


his strong desire helped him to reach Dewari five minutes before the 
train arrived. 


The credit goes to his horse, of course. The soil of Rajputana is so 
imbued with tales of bravery that even the animals are accustomed to 
come up to the occasion when required. Who has not heard of the bravery 
of Chetak, the horse who defeated Salim's elephant in the battle of 
Haldighati? Who has not admired the horse of Maharana Pratap who 
crossed the river in a single gallop? You can see the pictures of the 
brave horse of AmarSingh who scaled the high walls of the fort to rescue 
his master from the traitors. 


Vikram left his horse outside and went in to the platform 


The rain stopped. Phool Kunwar was hiding in a corner. The young boy 
entered the compartment and took Phool Kunwar's hand in his, and 
said, “Get up Bhai sahib. Quick! The train is about to start." 
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Towards Kashi Again 


Zeal can make a widow fight a warrior 
Zeal can make an ox lock horns with a lion 
Zeal in a fox can scare an elephant away 
Zeal in a maggot would make him fight a Bhima. 


e had hardly taken off when he was arrested. Vikram stopped 

Phool Kunwar on his way to Kashi. But how long can a mud wall 
stop the flow of the Ganga? Great souls take a path on the basis of their 
previous karmas, and once they decide to do something, they will not 
rest till it is done. 


The Prince of Kapilvastu, Sidhartha saw an old man, a sick man and a 
dead man, and he was transformed. He left in search of the Creator the 
same night. 


Rishi Dayanand saw his sister on the funeral pyre and that changed the 
course of his life. 


Prince Vikram stayed in Udaipur for some time and then went back to 
Bedla. After a few days he got the terrible news of the death of Prince 
Vikram Singh. This was a terrible blow to the king and the queen. Phool 
Kunwar was shocked. The futility of this world hit him hard. He decided 
to leave Udaipur and go to Puri and meditate. 


He woke up early the next morning and bought a ticket for Ajmer and 
boarded the train. The train started moving. All this while, Phool Kunwar 
had shown no emotion, as though his heart had been turned to stone 
being hit by one tragedy after another. But, as soon as the train passed 
the railway crossing where his dear friend Vikram had tried to draw his 
attention by waving a handkerchief to him, his heart filled with sorrow. 
He could see his friend riding his horse along the train and trying to 
overtake it so that he could meet him. 


Soon, the train stopped at Dewari, the station where Vikram had caught 
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up with the train and had taken him with him. He felt as if Vikram has 
come in again and he heard his voice saying, “You are running away to 
Kashi like a thief. Don't you want to see me alive for a few days? Come 
on, get up, the train is about to start moving." 


The train had left the station but Phool Kunwar looked back at the platform 
again and again. 


“Where are you going?” he heard someone ask him. He turned around 
to look at the speaker. He saw a handsome young man of about 35 
years talking to him. He repeated his question, “Where are you headed?” 


“Kashi.” 
“What will you do there?" 


Kashi is a holy pilgrimage. It is the abode of Vishwanath Baba. It is 
situated on the banks of Bhagirathi. The inhabitants of Kashi are gods 
and goddesses. Only those who have earned their right to live in Kashi 
through good deeds get the chance to live here. Besides, Kashi is a 
centre of education. Phool Kunwar wondered why the man asked the 
question. Didn't he know all this? Anyway, he replied, “I’m going to 
Kashi to study.” 


“To learn Sanskrit?” 

“Yes.” 

“What have you read so far?” 
“Ashta-adhyayee and Laghu-sidhant." 
*Where?" 

“In Bedla and Udaipur.” 

“Are you going to Kashi alone?" 

“Pm not alone. My God is with me." 


The man was impressed by the sharp intellect of the small child. He got 
more interested in him. He felt that if this child gets good education he 
can be an asset for the country and the community. He said, after a 


pause, “You can learn Sanskrit in Ajmer also. If you want to stay in 
Ajmer, I can make arrangements to.teach you Sanskrit." 
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Phool Kunwar looked at him intently, and asked with folded hands, “Do 
you live in Ajmer?” 

“Yes, I work in Ajmer Vedic Yantralaya. My name is Khem Chandra 
Shastri.” 

Phool Kunwar bowed in respect. Shastri ji asked, “What is your name?” 


“My name is Phool Kunwar.” 


“That’s a nice name. So, tell me, what is the problem in studying Sanskrit in 
Ajmer?” 


“There is no problem, Shastriji. Only I have a great desire to study in 
Kashi.” 


“I would like to repeat my offer to you. Phool Kunwar, you are too 
young to go so far away. My advice to you is that you should stay in 
Ajmer for some time. Then you may go to Kashi later on.” 


The train in which Phool Kunwar was traveling went up to Ajmer only. 
One had to take the Delhi-bound train from Ajmer to go to Kashi. He 
had heard of Ajmer but had never seen the place before. Moreover, 
Shastri ji’s words had made a mark on him. He decided to try it out. It 
was an experiment. If it worked, fine, otherwise who can stop him from 
leaving the place? going home also.’ He decided to stay in Ajmer. 


He got down at the Ajmer station along with Shastriji and started living 
with him in Ajmer. However, within a few days he began to long for 
Kashi again. He told Shastri ji respectfully, “I will take the train to Kashi 
tomorrow.” Shastri ji realized that there was no point in stopping him 
from his dream of going to Kashi. Nonetheless, he tried to persuade him 
to stay on, but the Dhruva-like child was determined to go. After all, as 
the saying goes, ‘If the teacher won’t teach me, he won’t stop me from 


Delhi Express left Ajmer station at eight o’clock the next morning with 
Phool Kunwar as one of the passengers. Kashi was far away but the 
picture of Kashi was vivid in his mind. He was extremely excited. He 
spent his time reading the names of all the stations on the way and 
figuring out their meanings. 


When the train stopped at a junction, Phool Kunwar knew it would give 
him enough time to eat something. He was hungry and it was lunchtime. 
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He got down and bought puris and sat on a bench to eat his meal. He 
filled water from the tap. As he put the first morsel in his mouth he 
noticed the name of the station. ‘Jaipur.’ 


“Jaipur of the traitor Man Singh... Jaipur of Man Singh, the stigma on 
the face of Rajputs... Jaipur of the enemy of Maharana Pratap... Jaipur 
of the monster brother who married his sister to Yavana... Jaipur of the 
traitor who came to kill Maharana Partap on the battlefield of 
Haldighati...” 


As soon as he heard the mention of the name of Jaipur an electrifying 
current coursed through Phool Kunwar’s body. He could not eat the 
morsel in his mouth. It was a sin to eat anything in this treacherous land. 
He vowed not to take even a drop of water as long as the train was in 
Jaipur. He gave the puris to a coolie passing by. The train left the station 
after some time. He cast a disgusting look at the station and then settled 
down on his seat in the corner. 


He was watching the scenes from his window. Before he reached Delhi, 
the train passed through Gurgaon, which is really Guru Gaon, the village 
of the guru. This is where Acharya Drona used to live. Phool Kunwar’s 
bowed his head in reverence. 


At the Delhi station, the train to Kashi was ready to leave from Platform 
Number 1. The train had hardly gone a little distance when Phool Kunwar 
heard a strange sound. The train was on the Yamuna Bridge. He recalled 
the song in praise of Yamuna. ; 


Madhuvana chaarini bhaaskara uaahini jaahnavee sanginee sute 
Madhu ripu bhusini müadhauatosini gokula bhéeti vinaasa krite 
Jagadadha mochani maanasa daayini ke$ava keli nidaana gate 

Jaya Jamune jaya bhéeti nivaa rinee sankata nàasinee paavayanaaam 
Ayi madhuré madhu moda vilaasini $aila vilaarinivéga bhare 
Parijana paalanée dusta nidoo singe vaanchhitr kaama vilaasa dgare 
Vrajpuravaasee janaarjita paataka naasinée vi$wa janoddharike 

Jaya Jamuné jaya bheeti nivaarinee sankata naasint paavayamaam 

The train crossed the bridge and Phool Kunwar kept looking at the 

historical city for a long time. The journey continued into the night. Phool 

Kunwar slept for a while. When he woke up, he asked whether Prayag 

had gone by. He was told it had yet to come. Phool Kunwar had respect 


CC-0.Panini Kanya Maha Vidyalaya Collection. 


Z Digitized by Arya Samaj Foundation Chennai and eGangotri Sant Darshan 


for Prayag also. He had heard his sister say that of the rivers, Ganga is 
the greatest, and among the pilgrimmages Prayag holds the same status. 
Prayag is a great pilgrimage. It is a memorial to the forest sojourns of 
Rama. One must visit Prayag on the way to Kashi. 


Phool Kunwar was excited. He had no attachment with anyone. He had 
left his home and near and dear ones without a sense of remorse. He 
considered the entire world to be his home. 


The train stopped at Prayag. Phool Kunwar read the name of the station. 
It read Allahabad, not Prayag. 


“Allahabad is another name for Prayag!” He was indignant. What‘had 
they done? They were ruining the Arya culture. They have named 
Inderpuri Delhi, Kashi Varanasi, Ayodhya Faizabad, Ramgarh Aligarh 
and Prayag Allahabad! 


Phool Kunwar felt disgusted. He had no desire to get down. He continued 
his journey to Kashi. 
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In the City of Baba Vishwanath 


ko veerasya manasvinaa swa visayah ko vah videsastathaa 
Yamdes$am §rayaté taméva kurute vaahu prataapaarjitam 


he dream of studying in Kashi had brought Phool Kunwar all the 

way away from his birthplace and all those who loved him. From 
the time, his guru had written the name Kashi on his clean slate, Phool 
Kunwar had an image of Kashi imprinted in his mind. 


*How far is Kashi?" he asked the man sitting next to him. 
*Not far at all. The next station is Kashi." 


The proximity to the place filled him with excitement. This was the 
place where sixty thousand dead sons of Maharaj Sagar had been 
revived. Phool Kunwar had heard tales of Jahnavi from his Jiji and other 
great men. He was excited to see Ganga that is said to have flowed out 
of the locks of Lord Shiva. I will take a dip in the holy Ganga and feed 
two Brahmins. Then I will visit the temple of Bhagwan Vishwanath who 
is the saviour. I will also see the Kashi Karvat where many a superstitious 
people have lost their lives uselessly. 


The story of Harishchandra, his wife and children also took place in 
Kashi. I will visit all these historical places in Kashi. Phool Kunwar was 
making all these plans when the train stopped abruptly and broke his 
chain of thoughts. This was Benaras. He knew Benaras was another 
name for Kashi. 


He went straight to the Dharamshala, an inn and kept his belongings 
there. Then he headed towards Manikarnaka ghat. He was thrilled to 
look at the Ganga for the first time and he burst into a song. 
kaa$ee dhanyatamaa vimukti nagaree saalankritaa gangayaa 
Tatreyam manikarnikaa sukhakaree muktirhi tatkinkaree $ 
Swarlokastulitah sahaiva vivudhai kaa$yaam samam brahmanaa 
kaasée kéenitalé sthitah gurutarah swargo laghu khegatah 
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Dukhaambhonidhi magna jantu nivahaastesaam kutah niskritih 
Jgyaatwaa taddhi viranchinaa virachitaa vaaraanasee Sarmadaa 
Lokah swarga sukhaagtato5pi laghauo bhogaanta paata pradaah 

kaa$ee muktipurée sadaa Sivakarée dharmaartha kaamottaraa 

Gangaa teeramanuttamam hi sakalam tatraapi kaa$yuttamatamaa 

Tasyaam saa manikar nikottamaa yatre$waro muktidaa 

Devaanaamapi durlabham sthalamidam paapaughanaa $a$kamam 

Pooruopaarjit punya punja gamakam punyaih janaih praap yaae 
Twatteere manikarnike hariharau saayujya mukti pradau 
Vaadantau kurutah prasparam bhajau janaoh prayaanot save 
Yadroopo manujo5 yamastu harinaa proktah Sivastatk§naat 
Tanmadhyaad bhrigu laanchli anogarudagah peetaambaro nirgatah 
Indraadya strida$aah patanti niyanta bhogakáye ye punah 
Jaayante manijaastato5pi paSavaah keetaa patangaa dayaah 
Ye maalarmani karnike tavajale majjanti te maanavaah 
SdayujyoSpi kireetakau stanadharaa naaraa yanaasyuh naradah 


He bathed in the Ganga and then went to the temple of Baba Vishwanath. 
He bowed before the deity and fed two Brahmins and then ate his meal. 


This small child had incredible determination. He refused to eat in Jaipur 
because he was reminded of the treacherous deeds of the people of this 
land. 


Your sentiments make you great or small. Hollow sentiments drag you 
into lowly acts. And lofty sentiments inspire you to achieve daunting 
heights. Thus, if you wish to pursue higher goals you must think of great 
ideas. 


Phool Kunwar knew no one in Kashi. But, that didn’t matter. After all, 
who knew Rama in Panchvati? A true hero is one who finds his own 
way on his own strength and wisdom. He had come to Kashi for a 
specific purpose, and that he fulfilled in Kashi. Besides bathing in the 
holy waters of Ganga and a visit to the temple of Baba Vishwanath, he 
found a guru who would lead him to Saraswati, the goddess of learning 
and knowledge. 
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A Dream 


Yadaa sa devo jaagarti tadedam chestate jagat 


hool Kunwar spent three years in Kashi. He concentrated on his 

studies. He had a sharp mind and a single purpose. He learnt a great 
deal in a short time. His daily routine included a bath in the Ganga and a 
visitto the temple of Baba Vishwanath. He did not waste a single moment 
in frivolous activity. That is why'he had soon learnt Ayurveda and 
Astrology. 


It was the occasion of Shivratri. There was a crowd of devotees in the 
temple of Vishwanath. Phool Kunwar had great reverence for Baba 
Vishwanath. That day, he went to the Ganga and had a bath. Then he 
took some sandalwood, flowers, incense and camphor with him. He 
reached the temple chanting the mantra 


Auzm $ivahara Sankara namaaami $ankaral Siva$ankara Sambhoo 
He Girinaapate bhavaauee Sankara Siva Sankara Sambhoo 


He went through the crowd straight to the deity of Vishwanath. He 
sprinkled water on the deity, showered flowers and lit an earthen lamp in 
front of it. He sang in praise of Baba Vishwanath 


He Vi$wanaatha Sivasankarah deva deva, 
Gansaadhara pramathanaayaka nandikesa 
Vaane$warandhakari pohara lokanaatha, 
Sansaar dukha gahanaajja gadéesa raksa 
Vaarüanaiee pura pate inanikarnike$a, 
Vaeresa dasamakha kaala viyoganesa 
Sarvagya sarua hridaika nivaasanaatha, 
Sansaara dukha gahanaajjagadee$a raksa 
He paaruatee hridaya vallabha chandra maule, 
sootaadhipa prathama naarha gireesam jaapa 
He Naamdeva bhava rudra pinaaka paane, 
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sansaara dukha gahanaajjagadéesa raksa 

He Neelakantth vrisabhadhwaja panoha vaktra, 
Lokesa $ega vallabha pramathesa 1$a 

He Dhoorjaté pasupate gireejapate maam, 

Sansaar dukha gahanaajj agadéesa raksa 

Ye naarchayanti gireesam samayepradose, 
Ye naarchi tam Sivamapi pranamanti chaaraaye 
Ye tatkathaam $ruti putoirna pibanti moorkhaah, 

Te janma janma su bhavanti naraa daridraa 


After offering flowers at the feet of Baba Vishwanath, he went and sat 
in a corner. He was fasting for twenty-four hours. He was going to 
spend the entire night singing and chanting mantras. Gradually, the crowds 
dispersed. Phool Kunwar continued to sing and chant mantras. 


Mahée paadaaghaattadvrajati sahasaa san$aya padam 
Padam vigsnorbhraamyadbhuja parigha rugnaa graha ganam 
Muhoordaurdausthyam yaatyani bhritajataataadita tataa 
Jagadraksaayai twam natasi nanu uaaaina uibhutaa 
Twamarkastwam Somastwamasi pawanastwam hutavahah 
stwamaastwam vyoma twamu dharaniraatmaa twamiti cha 
parichhinmaamevam twayi parinataa vibhrati giram 
Na vibhdastattwam vayamiha tu yattwam na bhavasi 


When the night was almost over, Phool Kunwar was totally immersed in 
his prayers. At early dawn, the time of Brahma-mahurat, he heard a 
familiar voice very clearly. It said, “Bhai Sahib, you have forgotten me 
totally. Your sister could not bear to part with you and has left for her 
heavenly abode. You have left your region and become a foreigner. I 


looked for you everywhere but could not find you. Today, I have seen 
you after a long time.” 


This was the dream world in which the eyes see the inside world when 
they shut out the external world. The ears hear sounds from the inner 
world and the astral body roams far away crossing many mountains and 
oceans in a matter of seconds, This dream world is so different from the 
outside world! For a moment it transforms a beggar into a king or a king 
into a beggar. In the real world you crave for something all your life and 
in the dream world you get it with no difficulty at all. Two separated 
souls can meet in a dream, but this meeting is momentary. It disappears 
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as you open your eyes. 


That was the soul of his childhood friend, Ikling. It conveyed the same 
love and affection, the same beauty and innocence. “Bhai Sahib, you 
have forgotten me, but I have not forgotten you." He fell at Phool 
Kunwar's feet. There were tears in his eyes, tears full of love and 
devotion. 


Phool Kunwar lifted him affectionately and blessed him. *Where were 
you all these days? Where are you, now? Where is Jiji?" 


“Jiji is outside. I have come. Now I must leave.” 
*Where will you go?" 


“Tam in the west in Guru ki Nagari, the guru's town. In a few days I will 
leave for Hardwar." 


Just then there was the conch sound in the temple and Phool Kunwar 
lost the chain of his thoughts. He saw some devotees and not a trace of 
what he had been witnessing in his dream. 
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«C Chapter F ifteen > 


From Kashi to Hardwar on Foot 


Enthusiasm can make the shore conquer the ocean 
Enthusiasm can make Hanuman conquer the sun. 


he night was over. The compound of the temple was full of devotees. 

Phool Kunwar bowed before the deity and washed his eyes with 
holy water. But the scenes of his dream flashed before his inward eye 
clearly. 


“Jiji is standing outside. I have come. Bhaiyaji, you have forgotten me. I 
didn’t know where to look for you.” These words of Ikling echoed in his 
mind like the sound of veena, the musical instrument. He was lost in his 
dream when he reached his resting place. 


He had not slept the whole night. And he had fasted for twenty-four 
hours. He broke his fast and then lay down to rest. 
He fell asleep immediately, and saw the same scene in his dream. The 
same Ikling and his innocent countenance. “Bhai Sahib, I had promised 
to meet you near Ganga. I have fulfilled my promise. Now I am going to 
Hardwar in Uttarakhand, and will meet you there.” 


Phool Kunwar was surprised to hear this from Ikling. He woke up and 
saw there was no one there. He got up and went straight to his Gurudev. 


He wished him and the guru blessed him. “You appear to be disturbed, 
Phool Kunwar. You are not your cheerful self today. What is the matter?” 
“Gurudev, I have come to reveal to you the profoundest mystery 


in my heart.” 
“What is the secret, Phool Kunwar?” 


Phool Kunwar narrated the dream sequence in the temple and its 
Tepetition in his resting place. He also told him about Ikling s promise to 
meet him in Hardwar. He gave him a background of his friendship with 
Ikling as well. 
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After hearing the entire story, Gurudev said, “You are right. The fasting 
and whole night vigil had purified your mind so much that you could see 
invisible things broad as daylight. The dream world has its own existence. 
Those who have studied it can see how dreams can become predictions 
for the future. Whatever you saw today was the soul of your friend, 
Ikling who loved you very much. This child has taken birth in Amritsar, 
known as the town of the Guru. He may be leaving his present body or 
may visit Hardwar in the same incarnation.” 


Phool Kunwar asked in dismay, “Gurudev, has Ikling been born again?" 
“Sure! The scriptures say: 
Anupasya yathaa poorvse prati paśya tathaa pare, 
Sasyamiva paehyate martyah sasyamiva jaayaté punah 
Just as a farmer plucks a paddy plant from one spot and plants it in 


another spot, similarly, God plucks a human being from one place and 
plants him in another. : 


Lord Krishna has said in the Geeta: 

Nainam chhimdanti $astraani, nainam dahati paavakah 

Na chainam kledayantyaapo, nainam sogyati maarutah 
It means, Arjun, this soul is immortal, even after the death of man the 
soul is not destroyed. 
Ajo nityah $aa$watosyam puraano, na hanyate hanyamaane Saréeré 
"Gurudev, does the person come back in the same form?" Phool Kunwar 
asked. 
"The body has no form. The body is dust. The form belongs to the soul." 


"But, Gurudev, the soul has no form. It is clearly written in the scripture: 


Asabdamasparáamaroo pama vyayam tathaasrasam 
j nityagandhah vachchayat 
Anaadyanantam mahatah param dhruvam veechaay 
yatam mrityu mukhaatpramuchyate 
"You are right, Phool Kunwar. The soul h 
r ; as no form, I 
meant light. The body shines with the li Baa te 


S ght of the soul. The soul is like a 
current of electricity. The body is alive only because of this current. 
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After the current is cut off the body is no better than a pile of mud. The 
lamp is useless without the light. I meant to say that the light remains the 
same only the chimney of the lantern is changed. Lord Krishna says in 
the Geeta: 


Vaasaansi jeernaani yathaa vihaaya navaani granáani naro paraani 
Yathaa Saréetaaani vihaaya jeernaanyaani santaati navaani dehi 


Just as a person discards his old clothes and wears new clothes, in the 
same way the soul takes on a new body." 


*But, Gurudev, Ikling's body was not old. He was an innocent, delicate 
boy of twelve years only. Then why did his soul discard his beautiful 
body?" 


*Phool Kunwar, you are an intelligent child. Your friend's body was 
new. But, imagine you have bought a new shirt, but something dirty has 
fallen on it or it has got torn. Would you continue to wear it as it is?” 


“But, Gurudev, the shirt can be washed or mended if it is torn. We don't 
take it off and burn it." 


“Can you wash the shirt while wearing it? You have to remove it from 
your body to wash it or mend it. Whether you wash it yourself or give it 
to the laundry, you have to take it off for some time. Thus, the soul takes 
off the ailing body and takes on a new body. The soul is the same, only 
the costume is different. It is written in the scriptures. 


Vaayuryathaiko bhuvanam pravisto roopam roopam 
roopam prati roopo babhoona, 
Aika sthitaan sarva bhootaa ntaraa tmaa roopam bahi§cha 
Aiko vasée sarva bhootaantaraatmaa aikam roopam 
bahudhaa yah karoti 


Just as there is no pain in taking off clothes from the body, similarly the 
soul feels no pain while parting from the body. Itis written in the scripture: 


Sooryo yathaa sarva lokasya chak$urna 
lipyate chaak§usairbaahya dogaih | 

Aiko stathaa sarva bhootaantaroatmaa 
na lipyate Seka bukhena baahyah 


“But, Gurudev! How will I recognize Ikling in Hardwar?" 
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“That’s true! Everyone cannot recognize everybody. Just imagine, if 
you remembered everything from your past lives what chaos would 
follow. Your present parents would fight your past parents and so on. It 
is good that we have no memory of past lives. However, there are some 
people who do remember things from their past lives. Especially, if the 
person had a strong desire at the time of death, it remains with him in his 
next life as well." 


Yam yam lokam manasaa samvibhaati 
Vis$udhha satwah kaamayate yaan$cha kaamaan 
Tam tam lokam jaayate taan§cha kaamaan 
Tasmaadaa tmagyam hyarchayedatikaamah 


“Your friend had a strong desire to meet you, so he located you. In the 
dream state, the physical body is inactive, but the astral body becomes 
active. In the dream state, the mind replays the scenes from reality, 
seeing it all over again and listening to the same sounds more intently. 
Our scriptures give a great deal of importance to dreams in the early 
hours of dawn. And, the dream you get after fasting and meditation is all 
the more meaningful." 


Phool Kunwar was convinced that Ikling will be born in Hardwar very 


soon. He wanted to go to Hardwar. This desire was even more powerful 
than his desire to come to Kashi had been. : 


The next day, he presented himself before Gurudev and said, “I am 
going to meet my friend in Hardwar. Please give me your blessings." 


Gurudev mfternoon." He gave him a ten Tupee note and said, “If you 
don't have the train fare, take this." 


Phool Kunwar said, respectfully, “Whatever I have is the result of your 
blessings. I want to go on foot not because of the train fare but because 
I want to walk along Bhagirathi. Please give me your blessings.” 


Gurudev saw the determination. He blessed him. Phool Kunwar went to 
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He came out of the temple of Baba Vishwanath and went to the 
Manikarnika ghat singing: 


Maatah $aila sutaa sapatnee vasudhaa $ringaara haarüaval&e 
$warga rohinée vaijayanti bhavatée bhaagaaratheem praarthoye 
Twatteere vasata stwadamba pibatastwada véechisu prékhata 
Swatannaama smarata stwadar pitadasah syaanme Saréravyaya 


The blue firmament with myriad stars showered blessings on him and 
Bhagirathi danced in gleeful joy on its way to meet the eternal as the 
devotee of Ganga started his journey along the banks of the great river 
to go to Hardwar. 
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On the Way to Uttrakhand 


All worldly deeds rest on enthusiasm 
Know this and instill enthusiasm in yourself 
Then there is nothing you can’t achieve 
You can melt stones into water. 

Now we continue to tell the tale 
That will encourage you to do wonders. 
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In the Camp of Robbers 


Kadarthitasyaapi hi dhairyavritte ! 
Buddhirvinaaso na hee sananeeya 
Adhomukhasyaapi kritasya vahne ! 

Naaghah śikhāa yaati kadaachideva 


oday, in the fortieth year of the twentieth century everything in India 

has changed. Railways, post and telegraph, and radio have totally 
transformed life in this country. The long stretches of land that had nothing 
but sand, are now teeming with life due to railways. The dense forests, 
once the abode of wild animals only, have beautiful bungalows of the 
officials of the forest department. 


However, in 1884, when Phool Kunwar decided to go on his journey to 
Uttrakhand on foot, it was a different story altogether. The broad gauge 
of East Indian Railway took passengers from Benaras to Hardwar. Had 
Phool Kunwar wanted he could have reached Hardwar the next day. 
But he had immense self-confidence and a strong desire to walk all the 
way. So, he started his journey and entered the dense forest on the 
banks of the Bhagirathi. 


He was not familiar with the route, but he was sure that he would reach 
his destination if he followed the Bhagirathi. He walked on. Fear showed 
up many times but he conquered it and went on. After walking for many 
days, he reached Prayag, the spot where Ganga splits into two streams, 
Ganga and Yamuna. Prayag is the holy pilgrimage where Mandakini and 
Kalindi meet. Lord Rama had stopped here during his wanderings in the 
forest, and many elevated souls have meditated here. 


Phool Kunwar had been walking continuously for five days. With the 
picture of his goal in mind, he seemed to be oblivious of the path. His 
heart was full of devotion and his eyes poured tears of love. He sang: 


Teerthaavalee yasyatu kantha bhaage, 
daanaa valée valgati paadamoole 


4 
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Brataa valee daksino paapamoole, 
sa teertharaajo jayati prayaagah 
$ruti pramaanam smritayah pramaanam, 
purünaa mapyatra porama pramaanam 
Yatraasti gangada yamunaa trivenee, 
sa teertha raajo jayati prayaaguh 


Phool Kunwar had crossed Allahabad during the course of his journey 
from Delhi to Kashi. At that time he had hated the new names given to 
ancient holy places. Ayodhya has become Faizabad and Prayag has 
become Allahabad. Now, he saw the real Prayag and felt happy. He 
rested in Prayag for two days in the ashram of Maharishi Bhardwaj and 
then resumed his journey. 


Soon he approached a dense forest. It was nine o’clock at night. He 
spread his blanket and lay down to rest. He saw some light and heard 
the sound of many human voices. Phool Kunwar could see things clearly 
in the bright moonlight. He got up and hid himself behind a tree. 


He saw a large tent and two men spreading a mat after sweeping the 
place. Then they spread a carpet and placed a cushion on it. He could 
see a couple of horses nearby. 


The men were dark-complexioned. They were wearing white clothes. 
They were talking to each other but Phool Kunwar could not make out 
what they were saying. After a while a group of twenty or twenty-five 
men came, riding on their horses, and took their seats on the carpet. 
Then came two young men fully armed with swords, daggers and guns 


riding. All the others stood up and saluted them. These two sat on the 
cushions. 


aime behind the tree Phool Kunwar was watching the entire scene. 
en Phool Kunwar had come here, he had seen nobody. He wondered 
whether the king was holding his court here in the jungle.But their 


appearance did not suggest royalty at all. Th 
they be ghosts, he mused. en who were they? Could 


He went on wondering about them. He ev 


: en closed his eyes and tried to 
meditate and come to some conclusion about their Dum Then he saw 


a ae being Set Up as though for Indra Devta himself. Just then a man 
moved in his direction. He was one of the attendants; he spotted a young 
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man with a blanket. 
He questioned in a thundering voice, “Who are you?" 


Phool Kunwar thought he was seeing a ghost. He could not speak. He 
thought the ghost had come to possess him. 


The man shouted again, “Why don't you speak?" 


Phool Kunwar could not find his voice. The man got suspicious. He shouted 
to his companions, “Get him! He is spying on us.” 


Two men approached and asked him again, “Who are you? How did 
you get here?" 


Phool Kunwar said nothing. The men became more suspicious. They 
took him to their leader. For a while the meeting was adjourned. All of 
them looked at Phool Kunwar. There was no trace of fear or pain on his 
face. He stood there with his natural grave expression on his face. He 
wondered whether these people were thieves, robbers or ghosts. 


“How did you come here and why?" the leader of the group asked him 
inacommanding voice. “Will you speak or not?" said the chief again but 
Phool Kunwar remained silent. “Unfortunate child! Answer my question 
at once, or you see this sword will chop your head off!” 


But Phool Kunwar still did not answer. The chief was getting impatient. 
He lifted his sword and said, “Are you dumb? Aren’t you scared for 
your life?” He turned to his men and said, “Take him away from the 
carpet. Let his blood not soil my carpet.” He brandished his sword at 
him. 


Just then a man from his group said humbly, “Sir, think for a moment 
coolly. Who is not scared of death? Everyone loves life. The boy appears 
to be exceptional... he must have lost his way... may be he is scared to 
see us here in the night. Ask him nicely with love, he will answer.” 


The chief put his sword down and told his men to present the boy before 
him after the meeting was over. “Take him away, for the moment. 


They took Phool Kunwar away and the festivities resumed. Phool 
Kunwar watched the dance for two hours sitting in the custody of those 
two men. So far, he was under the impression that all of them were 
apparitions. However, in the company of these two men he realized he 
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was wrong. They are not ghosts; they are human beings. 


The party was over. The boy was presented before the chief as per his 
instructions. Phool Kunwar stood courageously before the chief. The 
chief asked, “How did you wander into this forest?” 


“I have not lost my way. I am on the right path." 

*Where are you going?" 

“Pm going to Hardwar.” 

“Where are you coming from?” 

“I’m coming from Kashi.” 

“Kashi? Kashi is hundreds of miles from here. Why didn’t you take 
the train?” 


“| wanted to go along the Ganga taking a bath in it daily and resting on its 
banks to finally reach Hardwar.” 


“But this path is full of dangers at every step.” 


“Yes, my master also told me that. But, I have been walking remembering 
the Lord’s name with every breath. Last night I was resting under a tree 


when your men saw me. I was taken aback by the festivities in this dense 
forest." 


*You area brave and good boy. Why don't you stay with us? Your courage 
and bravery will be appreciated in our company. You will face no difficulty." 


Phool Kunwar heard these words and started thinking. The chief said 


again, "Don't worry about anything. You will have no problem. Come 
on, what do you have to say?" 


"But, Chief, I study Sanskrit," he said. 


"So, what's the harm in that? We will make 


1 arran ur 
education?" gements for yo 


"Let me think about it,” sai e 
IMO MA it," said Phool Kunwar. “I will get back to you 


The day had dawned. It was time to bathe 
Y eA and meditate. had 
gone about their business. Phool Kunwar, escorted by scm 
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went to Ganga and took a bath. Then he sat down to meditate. The two 
men watched him intently. One of them said, “He is a sadhu, a saint. 
How will he become a robber?” 


The other said, “Chief is insisting on taking him unnecessarily.” 


“What good will he be to us? When we go to rob he will probably sit 
down to meditate.” 


"In my opinion, we should let him go his way.” 
“Yes, I agree.” 


Phool Kunwar stayed that day with them. The men could make out that 
he was as uncomfortable in their company as a bird in a cage or a 
prisoner behind bars. 


The next day, they presented the boy before the chief. The Chief said, 
“Say, what have you decided?” 


“Chief, don’t stop me from going to Hardwar. I am going there for a 
very pious purpose. It is impossible for me to stay here.” 


“Okay, your wish!” he said, and instructed his men to take Phool Kunwar 
up to the banks of the river. 


HOOK 
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«C Chapter Seventeen Dr 


The Mystery of the Secret Cave 


Nyaayaat pathaa pravichalanti padam na dheeraah 


here is nothing wrong or bad in God's creation. Though there may 
be times when man starts doubting this fundamental truth, but, sooner 
or later, he comes to realize that whatever happens is right. 


Having escaped unhurt from the robber's camp, Phool Kunwar followed 
the path shown by the old bodyguard. The path was hazardous but Phool 
Kunwar was enjoying every bit of it singing the songs of His glory. He 
heard the lions roaring in the jungle but nothing could take away the 
glow from his face. He walked on undaunted. 


"This lion also has the same origin as I have; he gets his energy from the 
same fountainhead from where I get; he has been created by the same 
maker who made me. Then why should I fear him? After all, there is 
only a difference in appearance. I have not come here to hunt the lion, 
then why should I be scared? I am no less than a lion. Shakuntala's son 
was perhaps even younger than me when he counted the teeth in the 


lion's mouth." Phool Kunwar walked on with these thoughts coursin 
through his mind. i s 


The Jion came closer to him. Phool Kunwar did not look at him. He 
continued walking looking at the path ahead. The lion stopped and looked 


at him for a moment and then went his way. Phool K i find 
anything unusual about the incident. 4 unwar did not fin 


m Was aware of the dangers on the way. He had taken the decision in 
awareness. “These difficulties are a lesson in my life. They have 


come my way to purify my being." He remembered how Lord Rama 


had gone through various hardships to co WAUA, 
though the entire period of fou p me out victorious in the end, as 


rteen : 
his heroic victory. Years was to paint a background for 


People say that when Ravana abducted Sita and took her away, Rama 
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cried a lot on parting with his wife. But the mind does not somehow 
accept this as truth. Rama knew from the very beginning that the forest 
was ruled by giants all over. He knew that thieves and robbers were 
masquerading as giants to annihilate the sages. Having known all this, if 
Rama had to cry in the end then he would not have gone to the forst in 
the first place. After all, nobody had forcibly thrown into Panchwati. 
Nor did Kakeyi compel him to go to Panchwati only and no other place. 
If he was to cry in Panchwati then he should have gone to some Rishi's 
ashram instead of going there. Sita was abducted, no doubt, but Rama ji: 
did not cry. In fact, he laughed; he had a hearty laugh. Because the 
mission fro which he had gone there would not have been achieved 
without this background. 


The young Phool Kunwar also laughed at the difficulties he was facing 
in the forest. “These hardships will teach the profound lessons of life; 
they will the fire test to make my golden body into purified ornaments.’ He 
walked for three days at a stretch and did not find a place to rest. On the 
fourth day, he stopped under the shade of a huge tree. It was noon time. 
The sun was showering fire and the earth was spitting fire. Phool Kunwar 
sat under the tree to rest a while. He fell asleep immediately, his tired 
limbs caressed by the soft cool breeze under the tree. When he woke up 
the sky was studded with stars. He decided to stay the night there since 
it was not right to travel at night through this dark and dense jungle. 


He kept walking for three days; there was no resting place on the way. 
On the fourth day he took some rest under a huge tree. The sun was 
showering fire from a bright and clear blue sky. And the earth was 
reciprocating by throwing up sheer fire. Phool Kunwar rested for under 
the cool shade of the tree and felt happy. He was very tired. He spread 
his blanket on the ground under the shade of the tree and lay down. He 
had wanted to take a short rest, but when he opened his eyes the 
firmament was sparkling with stars. 

"it is not right to travel at night; i will rest here only.’ He made up his 
mind as he lay down again. 

At midnight, he saw the light of a lamp at some distance. The lamp was 
Moving in his direction. Phool Kunwar was not scared. He saw a young 


man of about 25 years walking ahead followed by two women. He 
Could not understand why the three of them should be in the jungle at 
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this time of the night. He closed his eyes shut pretending to be asleep 
when they came close to him. 


One of the women saw him and exclaimed, "What a miracle! Such a 
handsome young man in the middle of a jungle at this time of the night!" 
*How peacefully he sleeps! But how did he come here?" 

“This is not a thoroughfare. Then, how come he has come here?" 


The man accompanying the two sisters said, "He must have lost his 
way. If he had been thrown by a god or brought here forcibly, he couldn't 
be sleeping so peacefully.” 

“Tf he has lost his way, then isn’t it our duty to put him on the right path?” 
said the sister. 


“T have not refused to do that,” said the brother, “But, what can we do at 
this time of the night when he is sleeping?" 


"Let us take him home. We will listen to his story and then decide." 


“He reminds of our Nand Kunwar. He was the same age, about seventeen 
or eighteen and just as good looking. It seems God has sent him back. 
Why not treat him as our brother and make him stay with us?" 


“T think it's best to take him home with us.” 
“What if Babaji objects?” 


"Babaji is returning day after tomorrow. If he agrees to stay with us, 
Babaji should be pleased." 


Phool Kunwar turned his side intentionally. The young man told his sister 


to wake him up. The elder sister came near Phool Kunwar and shook 


him gently, “O beautiful boy! Get up. How have you come here, in this 
dense forest?” x 


Phool Kunwar took his time to open his e ituati 
100] Ki ? yes and grasp the situation. He 
said, "Sister, what are you doing over here in this mier 


“We live close by. We were going to the Gan: : : ; 
: ga. It is a special occasion. 
We saw you sleeping here. How did you get here?" pon are 


Phool Kunwar narrated the Uttrakhand journey in brief. 
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“What is your name?” 


“There is name of God or of compassionate people like you. I am called 
Phool Kunwar." 


*What a nice name! My younger brother had a similar name. He was 
Nand Kunwar." 


“God has sent Nand Kunwar in the form of Phool Kunwar today," said 
the other sister. 


“Phool Kunwar, will you be Nand Kunwar?” 

“Yes, of course! I will definitely be the brother of my loving sisters.” 
“Will you come along with us?” 

“Where?” 

“Home.” 


Phool Kunwar looked all around. He saw no house anywhere for as far 
as he could see. He had not seen any house when he had come here 
during the day. There was no sign of a village or habitat anywhere around. 


“Is your home very far from here, Sister?” Phool Kunwar asked. 
“Not very far from here. It’s quite near, in fact.” 


They started walking in the dark night, the light of the lamp showing the 
way to the young man.and his newly discovered sisters. 

They reached a beautiful rest house built underground. It was as bright 
as broad daylight. The door of the cave was very small. They had to go 
down a bit after entering to reach the magnificent rest house. 


It was past midnight. All of them were tired. They went off to sleep, but 
Phool Kunwar had no sleep in his eyes. He was curious to know more 
about this mysterious cave on the banks of the Bhagirathi. He asked an 
old maid servant, “Mai, why has this cave been made in the thick of the 


jungle? Why is it underground?" 
"Son, this house belongs to Babaji. He has gone somewhere at the 
moment." 


"What does he do?" 
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*He has gone out, son. Go to sleep." 


In the morning, the sisters doted on Phool Kunwar. “You will stay with 
us, won't you?" they asked. 


Phool Kunwar said, “Sister, I am on my way to Hardwar. Itis impossible 
to stay here. I want to reach Hardwar as soon as possible." 


“But the path is hazardous.” 
“I know that.” 


“What’s the harm in staying here with us?” 


“There is no harm, but I cannot deviate from my path.” 
“Okay, at least stay for the day.” 


Phool Kunwar stopped there for two days and then proceeded on his 
journey to Hardwar. 
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The Shrine's Ascetic 


Sataam sadbhih sangah kathamapi hi punyéna bhavati 


fter leaving the loving sisters of the mysterious cave to follow his 
path, Phool Kunwar continued to walk along the banks of the 
Bhagirathi. He reached a big city on the banks of the Ganga. 


“What place is this?" he asked an old man as he entered the city. 
“This is Kanpur.” 
“Is this a pilgrimage?" 


“Yes, there is Sarsayya Ghat which is believed to be a holy place. And, 
Bithur is nearby. That is the spot on the banks of Ganga where the 
ashram of Maharishi Valmiki's is located.” 


“The same Maharishi Valmiki who wrote the Ramayana?” 
“Yes, yes, the same Maharishi Valmiki.” 


“That’s the ashram where Lakshman had taken Sita the second time on 
his brother’s instructions?” 


“Yes, yes, the same ashram.” 

The old man looked at the young boy with interest. He said, “You seem 
to be quite religious minded. You know a lot of the scriptures. Where are 
you coming from?” 

"I'm coming from Kashi.” 

“Where are you going?” 

"I'm going to Hardwar.” 

"You will goto Hardwar on foot? Why don’t you take a train to Hardwar? 
Sadhus don't have to pay the fare." 


. "That's not the problem. I want to walk along the Ganga. Tell me, will 
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“Yes.” 
“Thank you.” 

Phool Kunwar bathed at the Sarsayya Ghat and continued his journey. 
He reached Bithur and was very happy to be in the place where 
Maharishi used to live with his sixty thousand disciples. This is where he 
played the instrument and sung the immortal verse: 


Maam nisaada pratisthaama twamagamah $aa$watee samah 
Yatkroncha mithunaadé kam5 vadhih kaama mohitaam 


The meeting of Chandra Ketu and Luv took place at this place. The two 
small kids used to play their stringed instruments and sing verses from 
the Ramayana in these streets. He remembered these episodes from 
history and felt delighted. All his fatigue disappeared. 


“Ts there any other place here worth visiting?" 
“Yes, Nana Sahib of Bithur also lived here.” 
“Who was Nana Sahib?” 


“He fought with the British in the War of Independence. He is known all 
over the world. Today, you are in his town. You can see the house of this 
freedom fighter from here. It is no less than a pilgrimage.” 


Phool Kunwar had not heard of Nana Sahib earlier but after the old man 
praised him, he went excitedly towards his home singing and chanting 
Jai Ganga Mayya ki’. He had been walking for three days since he left 
Kanpur and admiring the beautiful scenes on the way when he chanced 
upon a dilapidated temple building. He decided to spend the night in the 
temple. The shrine was old and dilapidated, It was surrounded by huge 
peepal and banyan trees. There was a well close to the temple. 
Everything stood testimony to the fact that it must have been a beautiful 


Phool Kunwar entered the shrine. Other than one broken wall he saw 


nothing else over there. There was n i UAE : 
: otas : 
temple. ingle priest in this ancient 
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Anyway, he had decided to spend the night in the temple. It was a dark 
night. The sky was overcast with thick clouds. There was thunder and 
lightning. Phool Kunwar spread his blanket and sat down to meditate. 


“O Lord! You are the ultimate power! You have taken care of your devotees 
throughout the ages whenever they have called for help. You protected 
the world from the poison that had been discovered by the gods and demons. 
You had taken the poison yourself to protect the world. That is why you 
are called Neel Kanth. You are so very great, yet you come to the rescue 
of your devotees wherever they are. O God! How magnificent is your 
maya! You have so many forms. Sometimes you are harsh and cruel; at 
other times you are compassionate and forgiving. I have set out to meet 
you.” 


Thus, he fell asleep. At midnight he heard the sound of a conch blowing. 
He got up with a start and saw a dozen naked saints. He rose and 
saluted them and then sat down amongst them. They were surprised to 
see a young boy all alone in this wilderness. So, they listened to his tale. 
Then he asked, “Sir, who are you and why have you come here?” 


“We are also pilgrims like you,” said the ascetic, “We live on Kailash 
Mountain. We are going on a complete pilgrimage from Kailash to 
Uttrakhand and then along the Bhagirathi.” 


“Have you been to Hardwar?" 

"Yes. Hardwar is the gateway to Uttrakhand." 

"How far is Hardwar from here?" 

"Almost as much as you have already traveled." 

"But, whom are you seeking, when you have already visited the highest 
pilgrimage?" 

"No doubt, Hardwar is the most important pilgrimage but, the presence 
of many great souls has made every spot a pilgrimage in India. Prayag is 
the place where Maharishi Bhardwaj did his meditation and Ayodhya is 
the birthplace of Shree Rama. Karanpur is known for Maharishi 
Prachetan and the entire Braj is the playground of Lord Krishna. Dwarika 


is known for Krishna’s miracles and Rameshwar is the memorial of 
Rama. Badri Kedar is where Giriraj lived and Somnath is the western 


CC-0.Panini Kanya Maha Vidyalaya Collection. 


223 
: i nt Dars 
B2 Digitized by Arya Samaj Foundation Chennai and eGan ya han; 


gate of India. This entire land is a great pilgrimage. As for Hardwar, we 
plan to return to our ashram in Hardwar after completing our pilgrimages 
to other places." 


“Where are you going now?" 


i i hwati and then to 
“We are going to Prayag, Chitrakut, Panc | 
a, From there we will proceed to Jagannath Puri and return 
via Kashi to Hardwar.” 


“By when will you reach Hardwar?” 
“By one month.” 
“I am also going to Hardwar. I hope to see you there.” 


The ascetic blessed him and appreciated his devotion towards holy men. 
One is blessed in the presence of holy men. 


Saadhoonaam darsanam punyam téertha bhootaa hi Saadhavaah 
Teertha phalati kaalen sadyah saadaa gamah 


Phool Kunwar touched his feet. The sadhus sat in a semi-circle and 


their guru took his place on the cushion. All of them sang in praise of 
Lord Shiva. 


Anaadyam tamaadya parantattwamartha , 
chidaakaaramekam turéeyam twameyam 
Haribrahma mrigyam parabraham rooam 
manovaagateetam mahaa Sai vameede 
Swasaktydadi Saktyanta sinhaasanastham 
manohaari sarvaaéga ratnaadi bhoosanom 
Jataajuta gangaa Sasaankaarka maule param 
Sakti mitram bhajeh panchvaktram 
Jagganaatha manhaatha gauree sanaatha 
Prqpannaa nukampinvipannaartihaarin 
Mahastoma bhootaih samastaih kabandho 
namaste namaste punaste namaste 
Mahaadeva dévesa dévaadhideva gmaraare 
puraare yamaare hareti 
Bru vaanah smarivyaami bhaktyaa bhavantam 
tato me dayaaseela déva praseeda Lar 
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"This young man has impressed me immensely. Yesterday, I spoke to 
you about the real form of life. Today I will speak on the purpose of life. 
This boy's story has given me a concrete shape to my idea. The purpose 
of human life is to develop spiritual powers through concentration and to 
spend that power serving humanity while traveling from one place to 
another. There will be temptations at every step but, if one can stay 
focused on his goal, he will not deviate from his path. 


Prahlad remained determined and he won; Dhruv did not waver and he 
reached his goal; Puran did not lose sight of his purpose. Victory, fame 
and name come from determination, self-control and concentration. 


This young man has left his home and come on a journey to Baba 
Vishwanath. Now, he is walking all the way from Kashi to Hardwar. He 
has told us all the difficulties he faced during his journey, but I am happy 
that he has not lost sight of his goal despite the hardships and the 
temptations. 


Who knows what else is in store for him. He has to go through many 
forests alone. If he was in a group of twenty people it would be a different 
matter. His determination to walk hundreds of miles shows that there is 
a power that supports us all the way at every step. 


I bless this youth on behalf of all of you. May he live long to serve his 
country, his community and the saints. Today's discourse is not so much 
in words as in the concrete form of this young man." 


All the sadhus got up and blessed Phool Kunwar. They rested for a 
While. The next morning they went on their way and Phool Kunwar 
resumed his journey further strengthened by their blessings. 


SOKO 
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Congregation of Adhori Saints 


Avidyayaamantare vartamaanaa dheeraa 
swayam pandità manyamaanaa 
Dandrabhyomaanaa oarutanti moodaaa, 
andhnanva néeyamaanaa yathaandhah 


ool Kunwar took the blessings of the holy men and proceeded on 

his journey happily. Earlier he had only one desire to meet Ikling, 

now he was also looking forward to meeting them in Hardwar. These 
desires gave him renewed strength to continue his journey. 


After two days, he heard the sound of men walking behind him. One of 
them caught up with him and asked, “Where are you going?” 


“Hardwear.” 
“Hardwear on foot!” 
"That's the fun! Where are you people going?” 


“We are going to Samsherpur. Today, our Guruji will hold a congregation. 
That is a scene worth seeing. Why don't you stay with us?" 


“Ts this village on my way? Is it on the bank of the Ganga?" 


"Yes, this village is very much on your way on the banks of the Ganga." 
"How far is it from here?" 


“About eight miles from here.” 


“Then we will reach before evening. Oka : ut 
: » Okay, today I will see your guruji’s 
Bhairaye Chakra. By the way, what happens in this Bhairavi Chakra?” 


We are Eon sadhus. People call us energy. We worship energy in 
e sen ofa goddess. He who can stay unmoved in five rotations of the 
goddess's cycle attains spiritual powers. 
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But Phool Kunwar's doubts were not removed. He asked again, “Maharaj 
where should this youth sit?" , 


“In the Bhairavi Circle." 


“This is what I want to know. What is this phenomenon of Bhairavi 
Chakra. Whether it is prayer or worship, meditation or yoga, all these 
activities are done in solitude. How can one do all this moving in a circle?" 


His curiosity had come to its peak. “I don’t understand. What is this 
prayer cycle?” 


“You will see for yourself what it is.” 
‘Do I have the ability to see it?” he wondered. 


“Only someone who belongs to our sect can be included in our chakra. 
No one can see the nine celibate men and nine celibate women in the 
cycle. It’s only when they come out of it to distribute Prasad you will see 
how their faces glow. An ordinary person can’t even set eyes on them.” 


Supporting the views of this sadhu, his companion said, “Last year 
Champia’s mother looked at them and was blinded. 


Phool Kunwar asked, “If one can be blinded by looking at them, then no 
one would be looking at the eighteen celibates. They must be closing 
their eyes shut to avoid looking at them otherwise most of the people 
would be blind by now.” 


The village was approaching. The sun had set. A temple was visible at a 
distance. Lots of people were sitting outside the temple in small groups. 
Almost all of them had bottles of liquor and a few goats were tied nearby. 
There was a fair. 

Phool Kunwar entered the temple looking at the people outside. No one 
was allowed to enter the temple. He saw the idol of the goddess from 
the gate and he trembled. 

“A skull in one hand, a sword in the other, she had her tongue sticking 
out blood dripping from it. She was black as coal and horrifying to look 
at. She had a bloody corpse under her feet and human skulls around her 
neck.” Phool Kunwar looked away at once. The sight was unbearable. 
Disappointed, he walked on. 
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It was about seven in the evening. Samsherpur village was about two 
furlongs from the temple of the goddess. He thought of resting at a 
proper place in the village. As soon as he entered the village he saw a 
beautiful temple and the evening ceremonies of aarti in progress. He 
regained his composure after the rude shock of witnessing the goddess 
of the Adhori sadhus. He joined in the aarti. 


eee eee *99 


After the aarti the congregation dispersed. The only two persons left 
were the priest of the temple and the traveler of Uttrakhand. The priest 
asked the purpose of his visit. He told him everything and then asked, 
*Maharaj, I have heard that gods and goddesses are very kind and 
compassionate, but compassion does not mean quenching one's thirst 
with someone's blood." 


The priest said, “The condition of this country is very bad. Religion has 
almost disappeared from this land. These days, people consider their 
selfish interests to be their only religion. Man is by nature greedy. He 
runs after his desires, just like a stone thrown up in the air hastens to 
return to the ground. Although God has made adequate arrangements 
for the fulfillment of his desires, man's desires don't seem to end with 
anything. In fact, man has made even God an embodiment for his greed. 
He remembers God only for the fulfillment of his desires. 


There is so much of ignorance in the country. In the whole world, other 
is synonymous with compassion, forgiveness, truth and non-violence, 
but here man has painted his goddess with a skull in one hand and a 


sword in the other. It is because of these savages we have to be 
embarrassed in front of others. 


Our ancient religious leaders considered celibacy to be an important 


part of religion. It helps to keep thought, speech and actions under control. 


For the same reason they propa YU 
: gated vegetari 
consumption of meat, fish etc h getarianism also, because the 


control. as a detrimental effect on one's self- 


Even the ancient sages who ate nothing but herbs, and fruits, and slept 
on stones could not control their lust. But, these so-called celibates of 
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today remain engaged in physical pleasures day in and day out and they 
claim to be celibates. In reality, these types of people have spoiled the 
reputation of the Hindu religion. 


In our scriptures man is compared to ghee, purified butter. And woman 
is compared to fire. Fire and ghee cannot stay together. Ghee will melt 
at the touch of fire; this is its nature. That is why man is advised to avoid 
woman. But, look at the stupidity of these people. They make naked 
men and women sit together and eat mutton, sing and dance and they 
have the audacity to claim this to be a form of prayer. 


“But, Maharaj, their stupidity is quite obvious. Anyone with the slightest 
intelligence would be disgusted by their Bhairavi Chakra. Then, why 
were so many people sitting there. Are they all stupid?” 


“They are stupid. That is why the Hindu community is on its decline. 
The darkness all around is because of them. The condition of our religion 
is like the train whose engine has fallen into a deep ditch. 


The political power is in the hands of the Christian rulers. They deliberately 
don’t take action against these-people because they know that they will 
destroy the Hindu religion and others will hate it and discard it.” 


“There must be some way to stop them?” 


“Every ailment has a cure. This patient is a strange. He consider his 
doctor to be his enemy. Hindus are known to kiss the feet that kicks 
them and they shun the hands that try to help them. Stuck in the mire of 
pitch darkness some of them claim to be leaders, the gurus, who mislead 
the gullible masses. Andhénaiva neeyamaanaa yathaandhah Public 
is innocent; it follows anything without giving ita thought. A good leader 
will lead the public on the right path. But these pseudo gurus are ready 
to sacrifice the larger interests of the nation for their own selfish ends. 


The one and only remedy for all this is education. Young persons like 
you should go from village to village and remove the spiritual darkness 
With their light of knowledge. They should educate the masses about the 
ttue form of religion, God and life. Only then the condition can change. 


It Was late at night. Phool Kunwar lay on a cot lying in the verandah of 
the temple. The scene of the Kali temple floated before his eyes when 
he tried to sleep. He was deeply perturbed by the horrible scene. Just 
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then, he heard the words of the priest resounding in his mind. “Young 
people like you should go from village to village and educate the masses.” 
Phool Kunwar took a vow that he would try to remove religious ignorance 


with his knowledge. He prayed to God to give him the strength to fulfill 
his promise. 


OOO 
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C Chapter Twenty DP 


Meeting of Saints 


Na dévaa danamaadaaya raķśahti pasupaalavat 


he next day, the priest came to Phool Kunwar early in the morning 

and said, “Phool Kunwar, you a are very good boy. I can see a light 
in your body which can remove the darkness of ignorance from India. 
You give up the idea of going to Hardwar. What will you do there, anyway? 
You stay with me. If you want to study Sanskrit, I will fulfill your desire 
here also. And, if you are keen to see the Ganga, then the same Ganga 
is flowing here too. You will have no problem over here." 


Phool Kunwar folded his hands humbly, and said, “I am very grateful to 
you for your hospitality. I am sure I must have done some good deeds to 
have met you. I will always consider this day to be the golden day of my 
life. Truly, all the hardships I have faced during my journey are nothing 
compared to the joy I have got from meeting you. 


The instructions you have given me will become a part of my being as a 
treasured memory. I am extremely grateful for the love and affection 
you have shown me, but I so cannot leave the holy mission that has 
brought me so far, incomplete." 


The priest realized that Phool Kunwar was determined like Dhruva and 
it would be futile to push him further. He said, “Okay, I will not become 
an impediment in your path. May God be with you! I must tell you that 
after four or five days you will reach another pilgrimage as great as 
Prayag and Kashi. It is called Garh Mukteshwar. There will be a grand 
meeting of saints overthere on the Kartika Sankranti. Millions of devotees 


will come there to receive the blessings of the saints. However, it is the 
misfortune of our country that lastr 


these saints have gone astray. The 
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and these saints are chasing their desires. There is no sign of austerity 
and renunciation. They live in royal splendour. They ride on horses and 
elephants, and eat delicious delicacies. They wear garments made of 
velvet, silk and brocade and expensive perfumes. They also indulge in 
taking intoxicants like charas and ganja. They live in grand villas and 
bungalows. Not to talk of protecting others, they have armed bodyguards 
for their own protection. And, doing all this they call themselves Shree 
Shree Shree 1008 Shree Shree Shree Veet Rag Shree Swami Tyaganand 
Maharaj. 


Phool Kunwar, you will witness see all their opulence in Garh Mukteshwar 
yourself. I am not telling you to expose their pretence, but do try and 
show them the right path. Try and remove the garb of destroyers from 
those who should be the protectors.” 


“So be it!” he said and resumed his journey to Hardwar. The ideas 
instilled in him by the priest seemed to have electrified him and he walked 
briskly. On the fourth day, he saw some flags flying on the banks of the 
river. When he went closer he saw a town. He guessed it would be 
Garh Mukteshwar, and he was right. 


Now he was standing in the heart od the great fair. 


The devotee of Ganga saw the holy river in all its glory and he was 
overjoyed. He felt inspired to see thousands of devotees expressing 
their devotion to Ganga mayya. He himself took a bath in the river and 
then contemplating on the name of God he sat down to admire the river. 


There was the hectic activity you see in a fair. It was the Kartiki Mela 
of which the priest had told him. He was now in the thick of it. He was 
delighted to see the devotion of all these people towards Ganga Maiyya. 
He looked in awe and wonder at the holy river. 


He remembered the words of the priest in the Samsherpur temple. He 
went towards the place of assembly of the saints. He had a deep respect 
for holy men from his early childhood. He had no hatred for them. But 
he was disturbed by these so-called saints who had strayed from their 
path. He felt sorry that they were supposed to carry the legacy of great 
saints like Kabir, Shankaracharya, Ramanuja Acharyas, Tulsidas, 
Gyaneshwar, Eknath and Ramdas, and they had got lost in worldly 
pleasures. 
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However, he still had respect for the saints. He thought that if these 
sixty lakh saints would return to the right path, they could change the 
face of the country. 


He saw horses, elephants and golden carriages in right royal style. He 
felt neither hate nor disappointment. He went ahead coolly. This was 
the place where the sanyasins had assembled. One mahatma was giving 
a sermon and thirty to forty people were listening to him. Phool Kunwar 
stood there to listen. “Lord Krishna has said in the Geeta that whenever 
there is decay in religion and sin crosses its limit I will come to protect 
religion. We must not lose faith in God.” 


Phool Kunwar asked the speaker respectfully, “What are the symptoms 
of decay in religion? These words were spoken five thousand years 
ago. Did Lord Krishna not come to India even once in these five thousand 
years to protect religion? And, Sir, if he has been coming to protect the 
Hindu religion, then is there any other protector of the Muslims and the 
Christians? If God corrects what has gone wrong, then why does He 
wait for it go wrong? Why doesn't He stop it in time?" 


Phool Kunwar had hardly said this much when two persons from the 
audience shouted, “Atheist! He is an atheist. He refutes...” 


Phool Kunwar was not hurt by these remarks. He knew they did not 
have the capability to remove his doubts. He got up from there and saw 
a gentle looking mahatma coming from the opposite direction. Phool 
Kunwar wished him and said, “Sir, a man was telling his audience that 
God comes as a human being to protect religion. This has raised a question 
in my mind. If God corrects what has gone wrong, then why does He 
wait for it go wrong? Why doesn’t He stop it in time? And does he 


protect only the Hindu religion? These questions aroused their anger 
and they called me an atheist.” 


“They did wrong. One must satisfy the curiosity of a pure soul according 
to one’s ability. Your doubts are not baseless. God is formless, 
omnipresent, immortal, ageless, timeless, and He does not belong to any 
country or region. Nor does he come in human form. He has distributed 
his wealth among his sons. If the sons have squandered it away, why 
should he protect them? God only inspires some people like Rama and 
Buddha, Krishna and Shankar, Pratap and Shivaji and Guru Gobind Singh 
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to do heroic deeds in the battlefield of life. The ordinary people were so 
impressed by them that they idolized them and gave them the certificate 
of divine incarnations. This light is not the sole monopoly of India only; it 
has been there in different places at different times all over the world. 
The same light was in Jesus Christ, Confucius, Mohammed, Zoraoster, 
Luther and others. Man is free to act. He often strays from his path. 
God fills men with inspiration to protect their motherland. 


In the Fourth Chapter of the Bhagwad Geeta, the shloka Yadaa yadaa 
hi dharmasya is very meaningful. It is meant for every one. For Indians, 
it is relevant when Indian culture is in danger of erosion then it is the 
duty of every Indian to protect it like a soldier protects our boundaries. 
This is the meaning of that shloka. 


Phool Kunwar was satisfied with the interpretation. 


He rested in this place for a couple of days. He made the most of the 
meeting of the saints. The fair in Garh Mukteshwar made him think that 
if the devotion to Hindu religion is used for the appropriate purpose it 
can help the nation. How exactly that can be done, was not yet clear to 
him. He was contemplating on it constantly as he resumed his journey to 
Hardwar. 


HOOK 
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«C. Chapter Twenty: Oe D> 


In Hardwar 


Dé naa nàamapi durlabham sthalamidam paapaughanaa sak§amam 
Pooruopaarjita punya punja gamakam punyairjanaih praapate 


aving reconfirmed his faith in God and the scriptures, the child- 

devotee, Phool Kunwar finally reached Hardwar. Just as a mother 
forgets all the pain of labour when she holds her newborn in her arms, 
and just as a student forgets his untiring efforts when he sees his result, 
Phool Kunwar forgot all the hindrances and obstacles on the way when 
he encountered Hardwar. 


It was the month of Kartik. The water of the Ganga had been purified 
by the rains that had washed all the dirt away. 


Phool Kunwar saluted Hardwar from the other side of the blue water.The 
sun had set. He spent the night with the priest of Chandi Mandir that 
night. In the morning, he bathed in the holy river and went to the temple 
on the mountain. From the hill top he had a panoramic view of the city of 
Hardwar. He was thrilled to see the beauty of the city with the mountain 
in its background. He folded his hands and sang: 


Samriddham saubhaagyam sakalavasudhaayaa kimapitana 
Mahai§waryam leetaa janitajagatah khandaparasoh 
Srutéenaam Sarvaswam Sukritama5thamoortam sumanasaam 
3 Sudhaa Saundaryam té salila masivam nah Samayatu 
Nahaadaanairdhyaa nairbahuvidha vitaanairapicha yanoslabhgam 
Ghoraabhih suvimalataporaasibhirapi 
Achintyantadvi$no padamkjilasaadhaaranatayaa 
Dadàanaam kenaasi twamih tulaneeyaa kathayanah 
Nidhaanam dharmaanaam kimapi cha vidháanam tavamudaam 
Pradhaanam teerthaanaama mala paridhaanam trihagatah 
Samaa dhaanam buddherath khalu tirodhaanamadhiyaam 
riyamaadhaanam nah pariharatu taapam tavavapuh 
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Sarachahdra$wetüam Sasi sakalagwétaalamukutaam 
Karaih kumbhaambhojaih varabhayaniraasau cha dadhateem 
Sadhaadhaa dhaaraakaaraa bharana vasanaam $ubhramakara 
Sthitaam twaam ye dhyaayantyudayati natesaam paribhavah 
Prapadyanté lokaah kati na bhavatée mattabhavatée 
Mupaadhu&sta traayam $phurati yadabhéeStavitarasi 
Sapé tubhyam maartam tu pumaraatmaa sura dhuni 
Swabhaavaadeva twayyamita manurüagam vidhritavaan 


2 
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«C Chapter Twenty-Iwo > 


Day One in Hardwar 


ec e will return to Hardwar in a month's time and rest there for 

some days." These words of some naked saints rang in his 
ears as he went to bathe in the river. Just then, he asked someone standing 
there, “Can you tell me where the ascetic saints are staying?" 


“Such sadhus normally stay in Bhima Gorha or Sapt Sarovar. If they are 
in Hardwar, you will see them there.” 


He moved in the direction of Bhima Gorha. After walking for some 
time, he saw many people bathing in a pond. 

“What place is this?” 

“Bhima Gorha.” 

Phool Kunwar looked all around as though he was looking for someone. 


Then he asked a person nearby, “Bhai Sahib, have you seen some naked 
saints today or a few days back?” 


“I haven’t seen them, but such saints usually stay in Sapt Sarovar.” 
“How far is Sapt Sarovar from here?” 


"Not far from here. You see that path going up? Take that path. You will 
come to a dry stream. When you cross it you will be in Sapt Sarovar.” 


He thanked the man and walked in the direction he had pointed. 


As soon as he crossed the dry river he saw hundred itti 

S of sadhus sitting 
a ie s of B ae He looked everywhere in Sapt Sarovar but 
ound no trace of the naked saints. He asked “Ts thi 
called Sapt Sarovar?” : i a pero 


"Yes, my child, this is Sapt Sarovar. At one ti ishis di 

m ,. XS j time seven rishis did dee 
meditation at this spot. This is also the place from where Ganga eaves 
the hilly terrain and joins the biggerriver. Itis even more important than 
Hardwar. But, who are you looking for?" 
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Phool Kunwar related the events of his meeting-with the naked saints 
and their promise to meet him in Hardwar. The man said he had not 
seen saints of that description there but may be he should try looking for 
them in the assemblies of the Naranjjanis, Nirvanis or Bhairavas. 


Phool Kunwar was not disappointed. He asked many people and found 
his way to the place of assembly of those sadhus. But as he saw more of 
these places he was shocked to see that there was no trace of prayer or 
remembrance of God's name. It turned out to be exactly opposite of what 
he might have imagined. 


He heard his inner voice telling him, *Phool Kunwar, this is not Hardwar. 
Had this been Hardwar those ascetics would have come here. Had this 
been Hardwar these people would not be behaving like destroyers of 
religion." He saw another sadhu coming in his direction. 


He asked him, *Maharaj, which village is this?" 
*Where are you going?" 
“T have to go to Hardwar.” 


The sadhu looked him up and down. Standing there in Hardwar, seeing 
the waters of the Ganga, this intelligent youth asked, “What is this village?" 
There has to be something in it. 


He asked, *What will you do in Hardwar?" 


Phool Kunwar told him he wanted to meet the naked saints and narrated 
the whole incident briefly. The sadhu was impressed by his determination, 
self-confidence and devotion. He said, “This is Hardwar. It has three 
names— Hardwar, Hardwar and Gangadwar. Har is the lord of the 
universe, Mahadev Shivaji. His abode is in Kailash and one has to go 
from here to Kailash. Therefore it is called Hardwar or Hardwar. And 
its name Gangadwar comes from the fact that Ganga leaves the 
mountainous region and enters the plains from here. Ganga is the widest 
here. It is like the main gate of the house. That is why it is called 
Gangadwar. It is called Hardwar because Shanjkaracharya had done 
deep meditation and installed the idol of Bhagwan Vishnu in the form of 
Badrinath. The way to Badrinath begins here. That is why it 1s called 
Hardwar. So, this is Hardwar. It has three names but there is no other 


Hardwar anywhere else.” 
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“But I didn't see those ascetics.” 
“May be they have not yet returned from their pilgrimage." 


“Yes, that is possible.” 
The sadhu blessed him and Phool Kunwar went towards Har-ki-pauri. 


HOOK 


CC-0.Panini Kanya Maha Vidyalaya Collection. 


[Bart - Two Digitized by Arya Samaj Foundation Chennai and eGangotri 9g| 
aa AAA nna aan SS See ee 


From Phool Kunwar to Nand Kishore 


You are a beautiful person. 
You march like a warrior. 
You have crossed hurdles easily. 
What brings you in the forest? 
Your body is beautiful and pleasing. 
You come as a bright light in the darkness. 


aharaj, Shastriji is calling you.” Phool Kunwar heard someone 

addressing him while he was walking towards Har-ki-pauri. The 
man took him to a shop nearby. In the shop, Phool Kunwar saw a 
gentleman sitting there. He wished him and the man pulled a chair for 
him. 


“Which place do you belong to?” 


“I belong to Udaipur.” 

You have come here to bathe in the Ganga?” 
“Yes, Sir.” 

“Where are your parents putting up?” 

“I have come here alone?” 

“You came alone all the way from Udaipur?” 
“Now, I am coming from Kashi.” 

“Why did you go to Kashi?” 

“To study.” 

"You are educated?” i 
“Ihave read Ashta Adhyayi, Sidhant Kaumudi Prabhuti Granths.” 
“When did you leave Kashi?” 
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“Three months ago.” 

“The train reaches in twenty-four hours.” 

“J have come on foot along the banks of the Ganga.” 
“Oh! Were you not scared of wild animals on the way?" 


“Scared of what? I didn’t go to the jungle to hunt or catch thieves. I had 
no intention of hurting anyone, then why would anyone hurt me?" 


“Shastriji was happy to hear this. He dared to walk all the way from 
Kashi to Hardwar and he speaks with such confidence. He definitely 
has the potential to do great things in life, if he finds the right place to 
develop his inner qualities. Shastriji had seen him a couple of times from 
his house and he wanted to meet him. That is why he called him. He 
asked, "Why did you come to Hardwar?" 


“My friend told me to come to Hardwar.” 
*Where is your friend?" 
“He is in the house of God.” 


“You are great! He has called you from the house of God? He told you 
to come to Hardwar or to the house of God?" 


“To Hardwar.” 
“So, he called you from the house of God to Hardwar?” 
"Yes, he said, he will come to Hardwar after a few years to meet me.” 


"You talk of things that we couldn't learn after reading scriptures and 
books on spiritual powers.” 


Phool Kunwar told him about Ikling, his death scene and his dream in 
Kashi. He also mentioned the ascetics of the temple. Then he asked, 
Shastriji, have you seen these saints anywhere?" 


“I keep seeing sadhus the whole day. There are as many types of sadhus 
as their numbers. But the naked saints come only on big occasions in 
thousands otherwise one doesn’t see them as a routine. And I have no 
E us sadhus you are looking for. So, you have come here in search 
em 


“Yes.” 
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“Have you found anything?” 
“No.” 
“You have looked everywhere?” 


“Yes. Bhima Gorha, Sapt Sarovar, Niranjani Akhara, Bhairav Akhara, 
everywhere. | am coming from there.” 


“You will not find them now.” 


*Why not? Were they telling lies? They said they would reach Hardwar 
in one month." 


“And, they said that they will definitely meet you?” 
“They didn't say that. I am looking for them on my own." 


*Such wandering saints can't be found by searching. You will come 
across them accidentally some day. Give up the desire to locate them." 


*99 eee +.» 


Shastriji was silent for a while. He was deep in thought. After some 
time, he said, “How long do you plan to stay in Hardwar?" 


“I want to stay in Hardwar only.” 


Shastriji looked pleased. He said, "There is no harm in staying here. You 
are a bright student. I want you to develop your abilities. You are like a 
diamond; I want you to chisel your potentials. I want you to study and 
develop the spiritual powers within you." 


Phool Kunwar kept staring at the roof. "What do you say?" asked | 
Shastriji. 
Phool Kunwar remained silent. 


Silence is half acceptance. Shastriji understood that he had no problem 
in staying on. Phool Kunwar thought that he had to stay somewhere so 
why not here. I will get an opportunity to learn and become a gentleman, 
a capable man and a scholar. And, I will keep my search for the naked 
saints going. Thus, he didn't think right to decline such an offer. 


Shastriji said, Now that we have met, tell me your name." 


“My name is Phool Kunwar.” 
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“Great! My father’s name is Phool Chandra. Your name and his name 
sound similar. You have a nice name but I can’t address you by that 
name. I will give you a new name that is suitable for a person like you. 
Ihope you don't mind. I will call you Nand Kishore. 


3000€X 
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Brahmacharyena tapasaa dévaa mrityu mapaaghanat 
Aaayustejo balam véeram prajgyaa sr&e$cha mahaayasah 
Punyam cha matpriyatwam cha hanyatéSbraham charyayaa 


Never forget 
O ye brave sons of Mother India 
That through Tyag, Tapasya and Brahmcharya 
Blossoms the flower of life. 


Brahmcharya, celibacy is life. Celibacy is the singular power in the human 
body that can unite the soul with God. 
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«C Chapter Twenty-four > 


Brahmachari Nand Kishore 


Simha sisurapi nipati, madamalina kapola bhittisu gajésu 
Prakritiriyam satwavataam na khalu, vayaagtejasaam hetuh 


hool Kunwar was known as Nand Kishore from the time he set foot 

in Hardwar. He stayed with Shastriji and got busy in his studies. 
When he came to Hardwar, it was quite different from what it is today. 
The Hardwar of those days may not have been the perfect image of the 
intrinsic elements of Hardwar but it wasn't the Paris of Punjab either. 
There were nine of these long platforms, broad tarmac roads, shops 
selling mouth-watering food items and all such contracts of worldly 
pleasures. Not that there were fewer travelers then, but they were 
devoted pilgrims. Journey to Hardwar was not as convenient as it is 
today. People were not much interested in sightseeing trips to Dehradun 
and Mussoorie. Whoever visited Hardwar did not come for sight-seeing 
pleasure but for true religious search. 


No one had heard of thefts in Hardwar those days. Even if someone . 
came to Hardwar with the intention of stealing, he would be told by 
some inner voice telling him, “People come here to wash away the sins 
that they have committed elsewhere. Where will you go to wash away 
the sins committed in Hardwar?" 


That was the year 1887! It was exactly fifty three ago that he came to 
reside in Hardwar in the golden days of the city. Now that he had come 
'to Hardwar, where else would he have gone from here? 


Phool Kunwar came to Hardwar and stayed on. He was only eighteen 
years old. He was the talk of the town for his good looks. They raved 
about his beautiful, round face, fair complexion, long mango-shaped eyes, 
pointed nose, long neck, and pink cheeks. His countenance showed no 
signs of all the pain of separation from parents and friends, the suffering 
and hardships he had borne so far on the way to Hardwar. 


At eighteen, when he came to Hardwar, he knew no one in Panchpuri. 
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But, how long can you hide a diamond in rags! The fragrance of 
sandalwood cannot be concealed in a bag. Soon, his light spread all 
around and within a few days he became very popular with the people 
of Hardwar. 


Courage and fearlessness were his heritage. He had not faltered in the 
face of hardships. Death came close to him many times but did no harm 
to him. He even challenged death at times when he deliberately entered 
the camp of the robbers. He knew he would have to face wild animals in 
the forest, yet he was determined to walk all the way to Hardwar. 


Asa child, he had stood up against Ikling’s uncle who had threatened to 
kill him. He had tried to scare the small child by saying that he would tie 
him to a machine gun and shoot him point blank. But, even at that tender 
age, he was not intimidated by the cruel man. 


He was the embodiment of courage, fearlessness and self-dependence. 


He was an expert at swimming. He knew seven different styles of 
swimming. He could swim like a bird in water, like a horse, like a corpse, 
and he could dive as well. 


In the monsoon season, Ganga acquires the form of an ocean. No one 
dares to step on to the shore due to the fast current of the Bhagirathi. At 
that moment, someone jumped into the fast-flowing current. People 
shouted for help. But the daring young man floated on the water as 
though he was sleeping on the berth of a compartment of Punjab Mail. 


eee eee eee 


One-day, Phool Kunwar, now known as Brahmachari Nand Kishore 
was walking on pebbles. It was the month of Shrawan, July-August. He 
had an urge to swim. He wore his loin cloth and jumped into the Ganga. 
He floated like a corpse and reached the side of the river that flows 
along Hardwar. A crow followed him thinking that the corpse would 
make a good meal for many days. Seeing the crow, an eagle also came 


along. People watched the scene from the shore and made several 
conjectures. 


But, the swimmer laughed secretly at the spectacle when the crow’s 
and eagle’s dreams would be dashed to the ground. 


eee "TT AGA 
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So far, there were only'two claimants for the corpse, now a third joined 
the race. A fox saw the corpse and came running on the pebbles. Picture 
the scene. The crow and eagle were eyeing the corpse from the air, and 
the fox was keeping pace with the speed of water on the bank of the 
river. There was no doubt left in the minds of the spectators that the 
floating form was a corpse. Brahmachariji was enjoying every bit of it 
taking a peek at the contestants once in a while. 


After some time, he realized that the current of the river had brought 
him to one side of Ganga. He tried to feel the ground under his feet, and 
sure enough, he was able to stand upright. The water was not deep at 
this spot. The onlookers thought it was a miracle, but the poor contestants 
were sorely disappointed. i 


His body was strong, but his mind was even stronger. He was full of 
compassion, truth, non-violence and kindness. He had not once forgotten 
his Guruji's words, “Doing good to others is the essence of life.” He had 
practiced it at every step of his life. 


One day, he was sitting in the balcony of his double-storey house and 
reading a book. In the street, the rain water was flowing by the side, and 
some children were running. He saw that all of them had gone away 
except one who had slipped on the slush. He fell into the drain. 
Brahmachari did not even wait to climb down the steps to help the boy. 
He jumped from the balcony and rescued the child. He took him in his 
arms and went to his house. This boy grew up to be the famous Bharat. 


On another occasion, Brahmachariji was coming from Gorha when he 
saw a woman looking down from a cliff and laughing. He wanted to 
know what was funny in the waters of the Ganga. He was shocked to 
see a woman struggling to save her life in the fast current. He jumped 
from a height of fifty feet and rescued the woman. 


There are many such incidents that happened almost ona daily basis. 
As if he was born to save the fallen, literally and figuratively. 


One day he saw a young man jump into the river with the intention of 
committing suicide. Luckily, Brahmachariji was passing by. He jumped 
into the river and caught hold of him. But, the man started pulling him 
down, For a moment, Brahmachariji felt he was losing control. So, he 
gave a hard push to the youth and freed himself. Then he went after him 
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and brought him out of the water. When he heard that the youth had 
tried to kill himself because he was unemployed, Brahmachariji managed 
to get him a job. 


eee **9 eee 


Brahmachariji was compassionate not only towards human beings but 
also towards animals and birds. Whenever a poor man asked him for 
help he could not refuse him. And, if he saw a wounded animal or bird in 
the woods or mountains he would carry him home and nurse his wounds. 


Sages have a different temperament. 


" Vajraadapi katthoraani mriduni kusumaadapi 
Lokottaraanaam chetaansi ko nu uijgyatumarhati 


Who can understand what goes on in the mind of saints? When they are 
hard they can fight death itself, and when they are soft they melt in the 
slightest heat. 


He was kind, tolerant, humble and non-violent to an extreme, but he also 
knew how to deal with evil persons, especially if they try to deceive 
others. He hated pseudo religionists who lead the innocent people astray. 


One day, a snake charmer in saffron clothes was attracting the public 
with his tall claims and religious pretensions. Brahmachari Nand Kishore 
stood among the spectators to watch. He could not take it for long. He 
picked up his stick and threatened to expose him. The snake charmer 


admitted that he was doing all this to make a living: h t 
knowledge. ing; he had no spiri 


He was a genuine Arya, though the formal Arya Samaj came much 
later. He was a friend of the truth and good conduct; he was a support 


of the helpless and a saviour of the poor. H b ints 
on the right path. p € brought many pseudo sain 


At that time when the nineteenth century was coming to a close, there 
were too many of these pseudo saints although Swami Dayanand had 
laid the foundations of the Arya Samaj, which was successful in removing 
falsehood to a large extent. But it had not been completely destroyed. 
There were still many of them who refused to open their eyes. 
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Brahmachari Nand Kishore was a true reformer. His religion was 
humanity. His goal was service of the people. He did not want to be 
imprisoned in the boundaries of any sect. he believed that Hinduism is 
not at all sectarian. If Sanatan Dharma stands for imbibing the values of 
our ancestors, then he was a follower of Sanatan Dharma. However, if 
Sanatan Dharma tries to deceive the gullible public for vested interests 
then he would have nothing to do with it. 


He could not bear the thought of people hunting animals for their pleasure. 
He would tell them, “Every living being has the sense of pain. If you feel 
pain even when a needle pricks you, don’t you think that the animals feel 
pain when you put your sword on their necks? 


He was fearless and walked boldly on the path he thought was right. 
Fearlessness was instilled in him to the very core. He would tell people, 
“See, just as you bleed when a thorn pricks you, then you must realize 
how painful it is for those on whom you weild your sword. The soul is in 
everyone. If someone traps you and puts you in jail, how would you 
feel? Similarly the birds are not happy in a cage.” 


His motto was: “Even if your mother, your father and your king tell you 
not to speak the truth, don’t listen to any one of them, because they are 
your companions for only this life whereas truth will be with you always.” 


Yaanteem nyaaya pravrittasya trithancho5pi sahaayataam 
Apanthaanaantu gach chhantam saadaro5pi vimunchatu 


Fear a small child who fights for justice but never succumbs before a 
powerful king if he is not just. He had lived according to this principle 
from the beginning. 

One day, Brahmachariji heard that a king was killing fish. He was not 
feeling well that day, but when he heard this he was up and active as 
though a new energy had been instilled in him. He went there and said 
firmly, "Stop! Don't kill the fish." It had instant effect and the king stopped 
killing fish. He came down and discussed various things with Brahmachari 
ji, including whether it was right for kings to go hunting animals. He 
wanted to know whether people ate meat in the ancient times. He told 
the king that hunting is against the principles of the Vedas, but kings 
could kill lions to test their bravery. 
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He was truly brave. He knew the importance of patience and excellence 
very well. He knew that only patience can help you get over difficult 
times. 


He did not sit idle for a single day after coming to Hardwar. He was 
determined to fulfill the aim for which he had left home in the first place. 
He made sure that he did not deviate from his goal for a moment. He 
believed that only. those who kept the purpose of their life in sight are 
successful in life and are loved by God. Only such persons do some 
good in the world and are remembered for long. 


Nothing is impossible in this world. He who works for the welfare of 
others is successful. Nand Kishore kept this uppermost in his mind and 
had applied itin his life from early childhood. He also loved solitude, and 
he was persevering. If he decided to do something, he would not rest till 
he had done it. Then it became a part of his thought, speech and action. 
It was this kind of single-minded devotion to achieve his goal that made 
him shun the pleasures of worldly life and go deep into meditation. 


The true victors and conquerors are those who work in this world knowing 
that this world is the karma-bhumi and each one has to fulfill the purpose 
of his life, the purpose for which this human life has been granted to him. 
When man loses sight of his supreme motive, when he fails to distinguish 
between the god and the bad and becomes selfish, then there is no doubt 


that he is doomed. This principle is true not only for individuals but also 
for nations and societies. 


Among his sterling qualities were his love for quietitude, introspection 
and sincere diligence. He devoted his full hundred percent to whatever 
task he undertook upon himself. The worldly pleasures meant nothing 


to him and he could shun them without a thought in the face of doing the 
task in hand. 


He was like the spring in the mountains that cannot be stopped no matter 
how many stones and rocks you put to cover it. He was as steady as the 


mountain. Once he delved into meditation, he got so involved in it that 
nothing could distract him. CR aa wa 


He was intelligent, compassionate, kind and generous. His mind was at” 
im his wisdom steadfast and his senses under control, and his body 
glowed with the power of celibacy. Patience, contentment and 
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determination were part of his nature from the beginning. He had all the 
seven sterling qualities of character, self-control, non-violence, 
compassion, virility, vigour and will power. All this helped him to make 
progress on the path he had taken. He had learnt the lesson of ‘Forward 
march!’ He never looked back. 


Yaa ni$aa sarua bhootaa naam tasyaam jaagrati sanyaniee 
Yagyaam jaagrati bhootaani saa ni$aah pa$yato muneh 


He had absorbed every word of it in his life. 


Everyone has to bend before an energetic person. For an energetic 
person the ocean is like a pond and the sky is his terrace where he can 
stroll at leisure. The Himalayas are like a handful of mud and the sun is 
like a ball to play with. An energetic person can do anything and go 
anywhere. When he came to Hardwar he knew no one and no one 
knew him. He did not have any money either. But very soon his sterling 
qualities brought enough of it. 


0000€ 
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«C. Chapter Twenty-Five > 


The Perplexing Business of Witchcraft 


evaadharmah parama gahano yoginaanapyagamyah 


he man with whom Brahmachari Nand Kishore stayed in Hardwar 
Mess an expert in Jantra Mantra or witchcraft. In his company, Nand 
Kishore got interested in Jantra Mantra. It is difficult to imagine how a 
devotee got interested in witchcraft, but a constant influence can have 


effect on anyone. 


Nand Kishore studied the science of Jantra Mantra when he stayed 
with this man. Then, he prepared Beesa Yantra, Karya Siddhi Yantra, 
Garbha Raksha Yantra, Bal Raksha Yantra and many other branches of 
the same science. All these are mystical diagrams that solve specific 
problems. 


Once he gave an advertisement in the newspaper, and he was loaded 
with orders. However, his inner voice was hammering at him, “These 
things will not lead to the progress of the country. You need to whisper 
the Karma Yoga mantra in their ears to awaken the spirit of the nation. 
ieee ji listened to his inner voice and shunned the mirage of the 
rainbow. 


The First Discoverer of the Brahmi Buti (the life giving herb) 


After freeing himself from the perplexing business of witchcraft, 
Brahmachariji studied Ayurveda, the science of herbs. In Kashi, he had 
studied Ayurveda for two years, but at that time he had no intention of 
‘making it a means of livelihood. After discarding witchcraft, he was 
attracted towards Ayurveda, He had a fairly good knowledge of it already 


and soon he was able to discover the valuable secrets with his divine 
vision. 


ee havea sheepish mentality. They follow blindly. They have blindly 
o ide the Indians with Western education and have given up Indian 
wisdom and Indian values. This science was about celibacy, eating herbs 
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and leaves and meditating in the caves in the Himalayas. It is a pity that 


the descendants of the great sages who discovered this valuable science 
are all out to destroy it.” 


Brahmachariji took it upon himself to revive Ayurveda. He knew that a 
country is not made of soil and stones; it is made of people, and people 
must have healthy bodies and strong minds. Only then they can take the 
nation to lofty heights. And, if their bodies are sick and their minds are 
weak they will spell doom for the country. 


Like an expert diver, Barahmachariji dived deep into the ocean of 
Ayurveda. He discovered many precious stones lying untouched at the 
bottom. First of all, he discovered the Brahma Buti, or the life saving 
herb. He inserted ads of the Brahma Buti in various newspapers across 
the country such as ‘Sadharma Pracharak’ of Mahatma Munshiram 
(Swami Shraddhanand), Bombay’s ‘Venketeashwar’, Calcutta’s 
‘Bongawasi’ and Keshav Dev’s ‘Navyug’. As soon as the ad appeared 
in the papers, he was flooded with orders. He had to expand his business 
in order to meet the rush of orders. It expanded to such an extent within 
a few days that he had to employ three persons to prepare Value Payable 
Post packets only. 

After the success of Brahma Buti, he prepared a medicine from it, which 
became as popular. Then he went to prepare various kinds of medicines 
and tonics like Chyawanprash. 

He had successfully completed the task he had set for himself. In no 
time other individuals and companies jumped into the fray. He had 
taken the first step, which is the most difficult. Now the others could 
make use of his experiences and took the work forward. His mission 
had been taken up many people and Ayurveda found its proper place in 
the country. 


(a) B PN K Sharma Library 


A poet has said: 


Kanak, which means wheat and gold, has intoxicating effect 
Whether you consume one or possess the other. 


Had this poet come to the banks of the River Ganga on the very first day 
of the twentieth century, he would have corrected his statement. Gold or 
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wealth is far more intoxicating than tobacco, but not for all. Lakshmi, the 
goddess of wealth and prosperity, is frivolous by nature. Wherever she 
goes she spreads her wanton games but sometimes she comes across 
someone who lays her powerless. 


Brahmachari Nand Kishore had full control on the goddess of wealth. 
Every morning a parcel of currency notes would come from the Post 
Office to his dispensary. He had the sole monopoly of Ayurveda in those 
days. The others like Sudhasindhu, Amritbindu, Balamrit, Drakshrishta 


came much later. 


He had so much money that he could have constructed a huge building 
in Har-ki-pauri, if he wanted. He could have married not once or twice, 
but many times. 


Vidyaa wivaadaaya dhanam madaaya Sakti 
paresaam parapéedanaaya 
Khalasya saadho viparéeta metat daanaaya 
gyaanaaya cha rakáanaaya 


God had not made him rich to get distracted from his path. He didn't 
even try to possess it. Like a tree that bends when laden with fruit, he 
had no trace of pride in him. He considered name, fame and wealth to 
d to God; he was only a caretaker, so what was there to be proud 
about? 


From the beginning he had been upset to find that in the entire pilgrimage 
area of Hardwar there was not a single library or a reading room. A 
nation is not made of individuals and people are made of ideas, and ideas 
are formed by study. Self-study is the pillar of a nation's strength. He set 
up Brahmachari Pundit Nand Kishore Sharma Sant Library. It was 2 
well-equipped and up-to-date library. He was keen to set it up, which 
was not any easy task. He did not ask anyone for help. He had set his 
mind to do the job, and he did not rest till he had completed it. 


There was no public institution in Hardwar those days. Mahatma 
Munshiram’s Gurukul Kangri, Swami Darshanand’s College and Shree 
Durgadutt's Rishikul came many years after the inauguration of the 
library. Therefore, it would be no exaggeration to call Brahmachari ji the 
father of public life in Hardwar. 
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He collected three thousand five hundred books for the library. Nearly 
five hundred books belong to very ancient times and are hand written on 
palmyra leaves. Almost all the leading newspapers were subscribed to. 
People could read ‘Indian Opinion’ from ‘Naital’, ‘Maratha’ and ‘Keshari’ 
from Pune, ‘Bongowasi’ from Calcutta, ‘Dainik Hundustan’ from 
Samyukta Prant and many more. 


(b) Gram Pathshalaas (Village Schools) 


He was of the firm opinion that development of a country must begin 
from the villages. It is important to instill the spirit of revolution in each 
and every village in order to wake up the spirit of nationalism in the 
people. 


Mahatma Gandhi and the Indian National Congress realized the 
fundamental truth in this statement almost fifty years later. This truth 
was realized by Brahmachari Nand Kishore at the turn of the twentieth 
century. 


After establishing the inter-regional library and reading room, he expanded 
his plans for national construction to Panchpuri. For this purpose he did 
not make appeals or ask for help from any quarter, he spent his own 
money to open many schools in the villages and appointed teachers for 
the schools. 


On the occasion of inaugurating the first school, he addressed the 
students, the teachers and the villagers: 


“Respected brothers! 


Today, I am extremely happy to launch the concrete shape of a dream I 
have cherished for many years. We have begun this good work with 
very good intentions. May God help us keep our intentions this way! We 
have made an attempt to alleviate the suffering of our country men. 
May God help us succeed in our mission! 


First of all I would like to say something to my friend Vrinda, the teacher. 
You have to make the villages your centre where you will spend your 
life. So get the feel of the villages. The rural life shuns unnecessary 
things. So far, you have spent your life in big cities but rural life is very 
different from it. You will have fewer distractions in the village, which is 
very good for you. Don’t even try to introduce the urban distractions 1n 
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the village. 


Life in the villages is quiet and peaceful. This is the essence of village 
life; don't try to ruin it. You need to give special attention to the specific 
problems of the villages and try to remove them. The biggest problems 
are mutual animosity, the rubbish of castes, the ghost of high and low, 
untouchability, litigation and addiction to liquor. You will face these 
problems, and find solutions for them. The best way is to educate is to 
and lead them from the darkness of ignorance to the light of knowledge. 
Once illiteracy and ignorance are tackled the rest will happen as a 
consequence. 


Today, you have undertaken the task of curing the Hindu society like 
doctors. When a doctor gives a bitter medicine the patient will not like it. 
So, don’t be scared of getting flak from the very people whom you 
serve. Don’t lose heart. Even if your own parents or the mighty king 
becomes an obstruction in your good work, don’t bother about them. 
They are with you for only one life whereas truth is your companion life 
after life. 


The children of the village will come to you to be educated. Remember, 
children are the future of the country. If you can put ten fifteen children 
of a village on the right path you will see how the entire village has 
changed in a few years. Give them good education. They are like a 
clean slate. Whatever you write on it will remain with them for the rest 
of their lives. From the very first day, tell them it is a sin to hate others; 
hate sin but not the sinner; they need to be reformed not discarded. 
Each individual is an asset to the nation. Whoever tries to harm this 
asset is the nation’s enemy. No one is high or low in the eyes of God. 
Caste hierarchy, untouchability and the misconceptions of high and low 


are the root cause of mutual animosity. Try to remove them and spread 
the message of love. 


I tell you honestly that if you are able to create one single honest person 
in the village you have succeeded in your mission. 


And to you, my dear brothers of the villages, I say you are the soul of the 
nation. India has a rich cultural heritage, and the centre of that cultural 
wealth is not in the cities but in the villages. Iam pained at the ignorance 
of the villagers. For your good, we are Starting a school to educate the 
next generation. Make use of these schools to the utmost. That's all 1 
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have to say to you." 

(c) Plan for Dalit Reform 

It was said to thee... 

Untouchability is a national sin. 

But I say unto you... 

Everything that divides 

And creates hatred is a sin. 

Brahmachariji spent years contemplating on the following: 


So Sham sarva bhootésu na me dwēśoś stina priya ! 
Isaavaasyamidam sarua yatkinchi jagatyaam jagata !! 
Yo maam paśyati sarvatra sarvam cha mayi pa$yati ! 
Sunichaiva $wapaake& cha panditaa samadarsina !! 
Vdaaracharitàa naantu vasudhoiva kutumbakam ! 
Aarvam khalvidam brahma 


How did Brahmachariji throw away the poison of untouchability that 
was given to the Hindu society by the ancient rishis? After years of 
contemplation, he came to the conclusion that this concept of caste system 
and purity was not created by the ancient sages but the outcome of the 
intrigue in the minds rotting under the influences of the alien rulers who 
believed in dividing society. God has created everyone equal. But some 
people have concocted certain rules to suppress the others for the sake 
of their own enjoyment. 


How can you justify the fact that a Brahmin remains a Brahmin even if 
he has fallen in character? And, an untouchable remains an object to be 
shunned even if he has reached sublime heights through meditation? 
Isn't this the worst kind of stupidity, injustice and inhuman behaviour? 


lt is imperative to remove the stigma of untouchability to awaken the 
spirit of India. Brahmachariji started a movement against untouchability. 
After Mahatma Gandhi shattered the edifice of caste system this may 
appear to be an ordinary thing, but it was no ordinary feat to oppose the 
conservative Hindu religion in the last quarter of the nineteenth century. 


On one occasion he addressed the audience in Saharanpur as the 
Chairman of the Gypsies Association, “Every person 1s à king in his 
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home. No one goes to beg at the other’s doorstep. No one is being fed 
by the other. God is the only giver, and in his court there is no one who js 
high or low. The air, the sun, the water, the light are freely given to all 
alike with no distinction whatsoever. Then who are we to make 
distinctions? I beseech you to inculcate self-confidence. Learn to respect 
yourself first, then watch how the others accept you and respect you.” 


On another occasion, he addressed the Chamars, the cobblers: “I don’t 
call you Chamar, but Chahu-mar, which means you have the capacity to 
attack the enemy from all four directions. You are, in reality, Chauhans, 
but have become Chamars with time. Just as the former Kshatriyas 
have become khatris and instead of being soldiers have become 
shopkeepers. There was a time when you used to skin living soldiers on 
the battlefield, now you remove hides of dead animals. I am not saying 
one work is worse than the other. Whatever you do is good as long as 
you do it wholeheartedly. But, I will certainly like to say to you to stop 
eating the meat of dead or living animals. Keep your body and your 
surroundings clean. Educate your children and stop taking liquor. Also, 
don’t spend beyond your means on marriages and other functions. Give 
up litigation and go to the Panchayat for the settlement of your disputes. 
Spread love, not hatred and you will be on the road to progress.” 


Once he addressed the Dalits: 
“My dear brothers! 


I am extremely grateful to you for your warm welcome. I am only a 
servant of my people and my country. It is the great leaders who make 
speeches but I am not a leader. It is your love that has encouraged me to 
speed up the tasks I have undertaken. 


I have always had great respect for the poor. *Rankadevo Bhava-" 
Blessed are the poor, is the first lesson I learnt, and the more I studied 
history the more I believed in it. Poverty is no sin. On the contrary, it is 
a gift of God to man; it maintains devotion, faith and trust in his heart. So 
far, you have been told that poverty is the consequence of your evil 
deeds inthe previous life. Today, I will tell you something just the opposite- 
Prosperity is the result of your sins in the previous births. You are well 
aware of the ailments rich men suffer from. I don’t mean to say that all 
men are bad, nor am I telling you to throw away the things from your 
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house to become poor. I am also not telling you to stop working and 
become lazy. The only thing I want to say to you is don't be intimidated 
by the wealth of the rich; don't think they are great or good and be 
scared of them. Even thieves and robbers have enough money. Gamblers 
and prostitutes also make a lot of money. So, should we respect them as 
God's favourites? Money is a worthless thing; our ancestors shunned it. 


Character is of utmost importance. The person or the caste that has 
high moral character is the best. 


I worship poverty; I feel the presence of God in the poor man's hut; and 
' [have always believed that the poor are the real wealth of a nation. The 
community that neglects its poor cannot remain complacent for long. 
You are the pillars of the community. You are the glory of the Hindu 
society. You helped Sita escape unhurt from the captivity of Ravana; 
you helped Yogeshwar to kill the vicious Kansa; you helped Gautama 
Buddha to remove the veil of darkness from the world; you were there 
for Maharana Partap in his struggle for the freedom of Mewar; you 
helped Chhatrapati Shivaji in reconstructing the Hindu nation; and you 
helped the tenth Guru Gobind Singh in his fight against tyranny. Who is 
so ungrateful as to overlook all this? 


Despite all this, you must be wondering why you are treated like 
untouchables. I will tell you that the Hindu society has another trait: 
whoever dies for it gets kicked in return and who kicks it gets kissed. 


You have no respect for yourself. You also have hierarchies among you 
and you also treat some of your brethren as untouchables. Some of you 
are not ready to share food with others from your community. If this is 
true, it is not good for you. You should consider yourself great and then 
you will see how others respect you. Therefore, the first thing I say unto 
you is to remove all ideas of untouchability from your mind. 


Secondly, I want to tell you about your life style. You must know that 
your profession is noble though not many people look at it this way. This 
is the age of revolution and I love revolution. Whena patient is dying the 
doctors try to revive him with medical help. In my opinion, the Hindu 
Society needs to be revived. It is time to pull the reins from the hands of 
a few agents of religion. They have exploited you too long. Unless you 
Stand up against them they will never let you grow to your full potential. 


CC-0.Panini Kanya Maha Vidyalaya Collection. 


F2 Digitized by Arya Samaj Foundation Chennai and eGan o Sant Darsharj 


You need to root out the fear of these people from your hearts and stop 
depending on them. They are rotting in deep dungeons; how can they 
pull you out? 


I want to remove another doubt from your minds. You have been told 
that caste distinctions and untouchability are part of religion. That is all 
wrong. They are the fabrications of a few selfish people; they are 
hundred percent irreligious and an ugly scar on the Vedic religion. The 
scripture says: 
Srinu yak§a kulam taata na $waadhyaaena dhanéna vaa 
kaarauam hi tad uijitebhyo vrittireva na san$ayah 


I don't believe in eternal rules. I think every age has its set of rules for 
the contemporary circumstances. It is not right to drag in Manusmriti 
into everything. It is deception of the worst order. Something which may 
have been valid 1200 years ago cannot become the law today. Since 
then many rulers have come and gone; they made their laws and passed 
their strictures. We should respect our old scriptures, but that does not 
mean we have to drag them into all our affairs. 


This is the time of the Freedom Movement. We need to take this forward 
considering our present circumstances. Thus, I ask you, my dear country 


men, light the torch of self-respect in your hearts and march forward! 
Victory to you!" 


XO 
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«C Chapter Twenty-six > 


On the Testing Ground 


The desire to move on is common to all 
But only a few reach the goal. 
The path is fraught with temptations 


Of glittering gold and beautiful women. 


od tests his devotees from time to time. Many appear for these 

fire-tests but only a few come out successful. There are occasions 
when circumstances present all sorts of hindrances, temptations and 
obstacles to distract you from your path. Only a very few can see through 
these impediments and overcome them. A poet has said: 


Asceticism is a long path like the palm tree 
If you reach the top you will drink the nectar 


And if you fall, you will be shattered to bits. 


God's methods of testing are strange. The questions in this test have not 
been kept secret from the examinee. In fact, they are written in bold 
letters from the beginning. You have done all that was prescribed: you 
have renounced home and wealth; you have been on pilgrimages; you 
have given hundred cows in charity; you have fed thousands of Brahmins, 
you have become indifferent to name, fame and respect, but... Have 
you looked deep into your heart? Will you be able to overcome the 
onslaught of Kamadeva, the god of lust, who shattered the determination 
of people like Vishwamitra? 


Brahmachari Nand Kishore was twenty four years old. His youth was 
at its prime. His eyes, his lips, his long strong arms, his long neck, his 
broad chest and his gait had become an attraction for anyone who set 
eyes on him. 
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attraction towards him? 


The beautiful park that you see on the Kushavart Ghat these days was 
at that a dense forest, called the Belwala Jungle. Later the people who 
made the canal bought the five square mile area for a sum of 6000 
rupees. 


When Brahmachariji would stroll in this forest on moonlit nights playing 
on his flute, it appeared as though Lord Krishna had come again in the 
nineteenth century. Men and women at the ghat would stare at him and 
many a young damsel would sit in the silence of their home and absorb 
every bit of the melodious music. 


Man’s biggest enemy is Kamadeva who conquers the conquerer. Even 
those who have succeeded in conquering death have succumbed before 
Kamadeva. The waters of the Ganga are so placid at Hardwar, then 
why do people feel more excited after a dip in it? They should be feeling 
peaceful, instead they feel agitated. 


It was the month of Kartik. Brahmachari ji, as usual, played his flute in 
the Belwala forest on a moonlit night in winter. After some time he was 
returning home when he heard a sweet voice calling him. 


“O my flute player, please stop a while and listen to me.” He looked up 
and saw a sixteen year old beautiful girl smiling at him. As soon as he 
saw her she threw a bundle of papers near his feet. 


Brahmachari did not understand this new problem that had suddenly 
appeared. He looked all around hoping to find a solution. 


“Pick them up! They contain my love story. They are meant for you. 
Take them home and read them and give me a reply tomorrow definitely." 
It was ten in the night. He tried to sleep but could not. He lit a lamp and 
started reading. The first page itself started with: 


The king of my heart, 


From the day I have seen your beautiful face my heart is not in my 
control. From the time I have heard the music of your flute I have only 
one desire to be with you all the time strolling in that jungle. It is SO 
beautiful. I have heard and read that Lord Krishna used to do the same 
on the banks of Yamuna and all the gopis, the milkmaids, used to flock 
around him except one who was not allowed to leave her home. And 
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she died because she could not bear the pain of separation. 


The Lord of my heart, I tried to forget all this. Is it possible, I used to 
wonder? My mind told me it was no more than a poet's fancy. But, my 
Lord, I am not imagining. When you play the flute everyone gets attracted 
to you. Only I am the unfortunate one, who cannot leave her bed and 
suffers in silence. 


My love, will you not fulfill my heart's desire? Will you quench the fire of 
love burning in my heart with your love? I have heard that Krishna 
called that poor girl with his yogic power. Will you not call me to you? I 
know you are not that heartless to take the blame of my suicide. You 
appear to be so soft, I am sure you will be just as soft inside. 


Your obedient servant 
He read one letter and then started reading the second one. 
My flute player, 


Ihave been patient all this while, but there is a limit to everything. You 
tell me, I am so young, can I bear the pain of separation for so long? It is 
eating me up. You will have to do something about it. 


Iama very wealthy man's only daughter. My parents love me a lot, and 
give me whatever I want. There is nothing in this world that I don't 
have. I used to think I was happy, but after seeing you I feel that was 
wrong. There are so many things in life which cannot be bought with 
money. I still have everything that money can buy, but now I am not 
happy. Ever since I saw you none of these things give me the slightest 
pleasure, In fact, I have packed away most of them. 


My Lord, you don't appear to me more than 22 or 23 years old. People 
tell me you are a celibate, will you remain a celibate all your life? They 
tell me you have taken the vow to remain a celibate all your life. In that 
case you will have to take the blame of killing many human beings. Iam 
extremely perturbed to hear all this. For my sake, you must take back 
this pledge. 

Tam surprised at your decision. There would be many girls in Hardwar 
itself who have fallen for you. Are you really that hard that the love of so 
many damsels will not melt your stony heart? You will have to change 
your opinion. 


CC-0.Panini Kanya Maha Vidyalaya Collection. 


[124 Digitized by Arya Samaj Foundation Chennai and eGangotri Sant Darshan| 


Lord Rama, Krishna, Arjun, Bhima, Buddha, Hanuman were all married, 
I’m sure you have heard of Vishwamitra and how all his determination 
flew out of the window when he saw Menuka. 


My Lord, I don’t mean to say that you don’t have the power to remain a 
celibate. But, I want to say, you must get married. I love you truly. You 
reside in my heart, and for my sake you will have to take back your vow, 
I have been trying to draw your attention for a long time, but today I 
have picked up enough courage to stop you. You must listen to me. 


Iknow the letter is too long, but that’s all I can do. However, it is the best 
way to pour my heart to you. It gives me immense relief when I write to 
you; it is a meeting of sorts though it sharpens my desire to meet you 
even more. 


Hope you will come to see me some day 
Your most obedient servant 
Bhuvan Mohini 


Brahmachari Nand Kishore read only two letters. There was a big bundle 
of many more such letters. He took a deep breath and exclaimed, “What 
will become of this world!" 


His inner voice said, “Nand Kishore, the path of service is very difficult; 
itis strewn with tough tests at every step. You have reached the middle 
of your journey and the path is arduous. If you slip now you will be 
shattered. But if you don't then no one can stop you from reaching your 
goal. Take this as a test. God often tests his devotees.” 


"So, should I throw these letters in the dustbin? That won't be right 
either. It is my duty to someone going on the path of destruction. I must 
protect this girl who is being swayed in the storm of her youth." 


It was two o'clock. He was wondering what to do and how to save this 
girl. He also thought whether he should break his pledge for the sake of 
this little girl. Thus, he fell asleep pondering over all the possibilities. 


In the morning, the same thoughts cropped up again. He picked up one 
letter and wrote: 


Respected sister, 
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You seem to know so much about me that there is no need to say any 
more on that subject. After knowing so much, why are you pretending 
not to know? Whatis it that you want? I have read your letters intoxicated 
by youth. I hope by now that storm has passed off. I fail to understand 
what you want.” 

Brahmachariji gave this letter to her. 


“What do I want?! You have inflamed the burning embers and then you 
ask, what do I want! You have read the pain of separation in my letters 
and still you pretend you don't know what I want. Then listen! I want 
your eternal love; I want to be with you day and night to listen to your 
talk and your music. I want to be your life partner and be blessed. 


One more thing, please come to my house at midnight to meet me. This 
pain is becoming unbearable for me. It is my humble request. Don't take 
itas a threat or a challenge, but I am just giving you a forewarning. If 
you don't come today, I will end my life somehow." 


Brahmachariji read the letter a couple of times muttering “Silly girl. Wants 
to kill herself! Will she get me by doing that? It's true, youth makes one 
blind. 
Napaáyati janmaandho kaamaandho naina pagayati 

This girl will certainly commit suicide and I will bear the guilt of it. He 
was in a dilemma. One voice told him, “Nand Kishore, this is a tough 
examination. Will you give up everything to save the body of one girl? 
No, you can save your self and the girl.” 


He decided he would go to meet her that night. I will help her by showing 
her the right path. He sent a note: 


Respected sister, 
I got your message. I will definitely come to you tonight. 


“Tonight my love will come to me! I will tell him how I feel and he will 
listen to me!” The girl was ecstatic. 


oo ; OU, ses 


It the appointed hour, Brahmachari ji's heart was pounding. This was a 
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novel experience for him. He had not lost his cool even when he 
encountered the wild elephants or the lion in the jungle or when he faced 
death in the hands of the robbers. He was steadfast like a rock and 
today he felt apprehensive to face this little girl. 


She stood by her window waiting for her lover. She saw him and told 
him to come upstairs. Brahmachariji went up the rope ladder. She touched 
his feet respectfully and made him sit down. Brahmachariji began, “You 
expressed your desire to meet me, so I have come, but not to fulfill your 
wish. I have come to give you a piece of advice. 


"Human life is a complex problem. It is not an accident nor is it a bed of 
roses. Many wise men have also not been able to solve the mystery of 
life. 


Sister, life does not end at will. You are barely sixteen years old; you 
have eighty-four years to go. Have you ever thought of those years? 
Have you considered what will become of your parents? So, get the 
thought of suicide out of your head. 


You asked me to come. I have come to fulfill my promise. I need not 
have come, if I chose to. Your words indicating suicide brought me here. 
You say you love me, but, why can't you love me as your brother? Love 
does not mean sex; love does not mean the animal expression of one's 
spiritual and physical energy. Love means pure faith. If you really love 
me, then I give you my word, I will love you too, like Krishna loved 
Drapadi, like Rama loved Shanta. True love is eternal. Selfish love is 
momentary. You love me and my music. I promise I will come and play 
my flute for you. So, from now on you are my sister and I your brother?" 


"My Lord, does that mean that I have no hope?" 

"Do you want to call sin hope?" 

“I truly love you.” 

“I don’t hate you. But if you have any lowly mean for me, give it up.” 
“Okay, play your flute for me.” 


ES you mad? You will wake up the entire household at this time of the 
night." 


“T don't care." 
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“But, I do.” 

“So, you won’t even play for me?” 

“No, you are going crazy.” 

“Yes, I am crazy. I am crazy about you. Okay, let me try playing it.” 
“No, you won’t be able to play it. Okay, now I take your leave.” 
“Where will you go at this time?” 

“No, sister, I can’t stay here.” 

“Why not?” 

“You are mad.” 

“Are you really going?” 

“Yes.” 

“But, I love you so much.” 

“Not again. I have heard you.” 

“At least be my friend.” 

“What do you mean?” 


“I want to meet you everyday and listen to your flute and talk to you for 
a while.” 


“Okay.” 


It was almost three o'clock at night when Brahmachariji climbed down 
the rope ladder. 


The problem... 

He tried very hard to sleep but in vain. This girl is mad; she is swaying in 
the storm of youth. She is perched on the cliff; she doesn’t realize she 
can fall any moment. Had there been anyone else in my place tonight, 
he could have taken advantage of her. This time she was saved, but for 
how long? She is reckless. She doesn’t realize that it takes a lifetime to 
climb the peaks of Himalaya and just one wrong step can make you fall 
headlong. 
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She gives herself so easily. What if she meets a bad man? She will be 
ruined for life. But, her parents live in the same house. Why should I not 
go and tell them everything? But, that may cast aspersions on my 
intentions. They can turn round and say, who am I to interfere in their 
affairs? Nevertheless, something needs to be while there is still time... 


ooo oe ... 


“Ma, have you heard of Brahmachari Nand Kishore?” 

“Yes, what about him?” 

“Ma, I have heard he is good at Jantra-Mantra and astrology.” 

“So?” 

“He passes by everyday. I was thinking of asking him to come over one 
day and tell me something.about my future.” 

“Ask him.” 


The next day, she stood at the gate waiting for Brahmachariji and asked 
him to step in. “come, my flute player, come in. I have been waiting for 
you to come all day.” Bhuvan Mohini’s parents considered it their good 
fortune to welcome him in their house. They had heard his praise from 
others. Today they saw him and were deeply impressed. They grew 
fond of him and started inviting him to their house everyday. 


Although Brahmachariji had no interest in going there he thought this 
would help him sort out Bhuvan’s problem. Soon, he became a part of 
their family. One day, when he found an opportune moment, he broached 
the subject, “What have you decided about Bhuvan’s marriage? She is a 
grown up girl; you must have found someone suitable for her?” 


“Yes, Bhuvan is engaged. She was engaged a year ago.” 


"Then what are you waiting for? This is Kalyug. You should have got 
her married within weeks after the engagement." 


"You are right. I am of the same opinion." 


"Then. what is the hitch? If you wait too long, the girl might go astray: 


Youth is a blinding period. It can drive anyone crazy. One silly mistake 
can ruin the whole family.” 
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*But, my Bhuvan has an impeccable character. She doesn't even look 
at a stranger." 


“This is your delusion. You are not familiar with the psychology of young 
girls. You don't watch her all through the day. Now, don't get me wrong. 
What I’m saying is that so far your daughter is pure and innocent, but 
the signs of ruin have begun." He said this and showed the letter to him. 


Her father saw the letter and realized his mistake. He said, “Nand Kishore, 
you are right. You have saved me from a terrible disaster. I will fix her 
marriage in this month only." 


*But, Bhuvan is absolutely innocent. Don't say anything to her. Love 
her as you have always loved her. But get her married at the earliest." 


“Sure.” 


Nand Kishore felt relieved as though a rock had been removed from his 
chest. 


à PRIOR 
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Deliverance of a Leper 


Na vaa are patyuh kaamaaya pati priyobhavati 
Aatmanas tu kaamaaya patih priyo bhavti 


rahmachari Nand Kishore was sitting in the library reading when 

he saw a man covered from head to toe with a sheet, stop in front 
of the library. After some time Brahmachari ji noticed him, and seeing 
him clothed differently, went up to him and said, “Come in! This place is 
for you all.” But, instead of moving forward the man took a few steps 
backwards. Brahmachari ji always encouraged people to come in and 
read. He said again, “Please don’t stand outside. Come in.” 


The man heard the sympathetic tone and said, “Sir, I am not worthy of 
sitting at your feet,” and he removed the sheet from his body to show for 
a moment. Then he covered himself and said, “Sir, people tell me that it 
is the result of my karmas, my deeds. I have not committed any sin in 
this birth but I have no idea about my previous births. Today, I have met 
a great man like you after a long time and heard a few words of sympathy 
otherwise my own family has abandoned me.” 


Brahmachariji saw his entire body had rotted with leprosy. Puss was 
oozing out of his wounds. He gauged the whole picture and then said 
very kindly, “Listen, now that you have come here, you will have to do 
as I tell you to do.” 


He gave him a stool and told him to sit on it. The man hesitated. Despite 
Brahmachariji’s insistence, he did not have the courage to sit on the 
stool. He said, “You are truly great! This world moves because of some 
people like you. You are talking to me affectionately, when my own sons 
and wife have thrown me out of the house, and other people stay a safe 
distance away from me. Maharaj, I cannot sit on this stool. I feel I must 
end my life, and that is the reason why I have come to Hardwar so that 
Imay jump into the lap of Ganga Maiyya. I was on my way to Hari-ki- 
pauri.” 
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Brahmachariji moved closer and held a corner of his sheet. He said, “It 
appears to me that you are an educated person. You must know that 
suicide is a sin. I understand your condition is pitiable and you are hurt 
because you have been treated badly. But, if you listen to me, you will be 
at peace. Those who have faith in God do not commit suicide. They 
know that whatever happens is right, and you never know what miracle 
may take place. The scriptures say: 


Mookam karoti vaachaalam pangam langhayaté gireem 


Have faith in God and know that He has sent you here. So, you will have 
to listen to me. Thus, saying, he pushed the stool towards him and told 
him to sit on it once again. The man sat on it still not sure whether he 
was doing the right thing. 


*Where do you live?" 


*Maharaj, I belong to Luvpur. I am a Saraswat Brahmin. I have a wife, 
two sons and a daughter. I was a priest in Lahore. This ailment started 
on my fingers. I took many medicines but the disease spread to other 
parts of the body. First my family segregated my things and then they 
started shunning me. They said people had stopped interacting with them 
because of my deadly disease. I decided to jump into the river and I 
came to Hardwar rather than give up my life in Ravi. I have just got 
down from the train and was on my way to Har-ki-pauri. When Isaw 
the books my feet refused to move. I stopped to pray that may I be 
given the next life where I get a chance to read religious texts again. I 
have studied up to the medium course of Sanskrit and I am good at 
Grammar." 


“You are a priest, you know Sanskrit, so, it is better if you be careful in 
your actions. After all, you would want to reduce the burden of your sins 
rather than increase it, won't you? He who kills himself gets no peace 


after death. That is what the scriptures say: 
Asooryaa nüama te lokaah andheva tamasaa vitta = 
Taansté pretyaabhigaehehh anti yekeehaa tmahanojanaa 


“What you are going through now is the outcome of your past iced 
Then, why do you want to increase your burden for the next life. 


The man folded his hands and said, “Today, my fate has taken a turn. I 
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am blessed. You have come as God to save me. I will do whatever you 
say. I will obey your command most willingly.” 


“Good!” said Barahmachariji. “I will treat your ailment. You will be cured 
and your body will be as good as new. All you have to do is go to a place 
called Sapt Sarovar. It is beyond Har-ki-pauri and Bhima Gorha. There 
you must go every morning and take off your sheet and walk naked in 
the sun chanting the mantra: 


Auzm brahma Swa Sakti naaraaynaaya namah 


When you feel hungry you take your meal at the roadside shop. Don’t 
worry. about the money; I will pay the shopkeeper.” 


This assurance from Brahmachariji gave a new hope to the man. He 
bowed in gratitude and said, “Maharaj, I will do as you say.” 


Brahmachariji took him to the shop for a meal and told the shopkeeper, 
“Ramlal, whenever this man comes serve him food. I will pay the bill.” 


Brahmachariji did a great experiment to treat the disease that many 
doctors and vaids could not cure. The mantra was not the cure; it was to 
build self-confidence and determination. The actual cure was in the 
sunlight and fresh air. 


The man followed Brahmachariji's instructions word for word. He came 
to Ramlal’s shop for four days for his meals but on the fifth day, he made 
arrangements in Sapt Sarovar and stopped coming to his shop. He spent 


every single moment in the lap of nature. Gradually, his condition began 
to improve. 


Brahmachariji would enquire about him from Ramlal every now and 
then. After a few days, Ramlal told him that the man was not coming to 
his shop any more. Brahmachariji thought he must have gone somewhere 
else, but he told Ramlal to feed him whenever he came. 


After three months the man came to Brahmachariji. He had been totally 


cured. He expressed his desire to go to Lahore, but Brahmachariji did 
not allow that. ; 
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A year after this incident, Brahmachariji was sitting in his library one 
day as usual. There were many others also there. Brahmachariji used to 
close the library at 11 o'clock. It was his lunchtime. It was his habit to 
cordially invite all those sitting in the reading room to join him. That day, 
all the others left except one man. He kept sitting on his stool. 


Brahmachariji requested him once again to come and partake of the 
food. He repeated it a couple of times but got no reaction. 


Finally he said, “I am going to close the library. Please come along with 
me.” 


The man said, “Okay, I will go, but why are you getting angry?” 


“I am not angry; you are getting angry." Brahmachariji said, and 
immediately the man fell at his feet. “Maharaj, you haven’t recognized 
me? You are my saviour. I was waiting for you to recognize me. Forgive 
me,” he said and started crying. Brahmachariji looked at him intently 
and then recognized him. “Now your body is shining like gold. Excellent! 
Where were you all these days?” 


“I went on a pilgrimage to Badri Kedar. I have just returned.” 


Brahmanchariji was delighted to see him. His name was Bihari Lala 
Tiwari. He stayed with Brahmachariji for many months. Then 
Brahmachariji persuaded him to return to his family in Lahore. He would 
relate his story to everyone he met. 

Nature healed the man who had been given up as having an incurable 
disease. In reality, running away from nature is the disease. No wonder 
the villagers are healthier than the urban people living artificial lives in 
artificial conditions. They may be good for the business of hospitals but 
We need to pay more attention to our villages so that we can get fresh 
air and clean water at least. : 


OOO. 
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Memories of Previous Life 
Our life’s star has hath elsewhere a setting. 


rahmachari Nand Kishore was a very friendly person. He endeared 

people in no time with his simplicity and civilized behaviour. He was 
successful in whatever he decided to do because he was competent and 
persevering. His consciousness was like a philosopher’s stone that can 
convert a base metal into gold. Whatever task he undertook to do was 
sure to succeed. Everyone in Hardwar would take his advice in their 
personal matters because they knew that if he associated with anything 
that was bound to be successful. 


A rich man, Shastriji Maharaj had some work in Faizabad. He requested 
Brahmachariji to accompany him. It was not in Brahmachariji’s nature 
to refuse, so he accepted his friend’s invitation. 


He went along with his friend to Faizabad. They were given a warm 
welcome and were put up in Babu Dhaniram’s garden villa. 


Faizabad is the Mohammedan name of Ayodhya. The ruling race always 
imposes its culture on the vanquished territories. That is why the Mughals 
destroyed the Hindu temples, pilgrimages and shrines and changed their 
names. So, Faizabad is virtually Ayodhya. 


Ayodhyapuri is every bit a pilgrimage for the Hindus. The Hindus have 
always hero worshipped the brave and the valiant Lord Rama, the brave 
has done a lot for the Aryan race. The Indians cannot forget him in 
times of deluge or calamity. Whenever India has faced natural and 
unnatural calamities, a power rises to protect them. Rama came to rescue 
Ayodhya eight lakh centuries ago. The Hindus have not forgotten their 


saviour. It is difficult to put in words the kind of devotion that Hindus feel 
for their god, Lord Rama. 


Faizabad and Ayodhya are next to each other. Whoever goes to Faizabad 
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does not miss taking a dip in the Saryu. Babu Dhaniram considered ithis ' 
honour and privilege to take his two friends to the birthplace of Lord 
Rama. He took them in his horse-riven carriage to Ayodhya at four in 
the evening. They reached Tulsi Ghat at the bank of Saryu an hour later. 


Brahmachariji took the dust of this holy place and felt blessed. He was 


delighted to see Tulsi Ghat where the great poet wrote the epic of Rama, 
which is not only immortal but has spread far and wide. 


999 eee *99 


The sun had set. Brahmachariji sat on a bench and said his evening 
prayers. However, his mind was full of scenes from the Ramayana 
flashing across his mind's eye. The prayer that took one full hour every 
day was wrapped up in five minutes and he stood up. Shastriji and Babu 
Dhani Ram were admiring the beauty of the ghat. Shastriji was surprised 
to see him complete his prayers so soon. He asked, “What is the matter 
today, Brahmachariji?" 


“I don't know, but I just couldn't concentrate on my prayer. And without 
concentration of what use is the prayer?" 


The three friends went through the market to Hanuman Garhi. 
Hanuman's character in the Ramayana is truly exemplary. He is the 
soul of Ramayana. The friends paid their respects to the true devotee of 
Lord Rama and proceeded towards the birthplace. 


It was a pathetic sight. An example of the foolishness and helplessness 
of the Hindu community! Rama’s birth in a mosque! What blasphemy! 
Where are the custodians of religion today? There is a mosque on the 
spot where Lord Krishna was born in Mathura. The Mulla stands at the 
top of it and gives the call for prayer five times a day, every day. As 
though he is trying to awaken the millions of cow-worshippers to see 
what they have come to. 


"O, you worshippers of Lord Krishna, you twenty eight crore cow 
worshippers! Look, how we have broken your god’s temple with our 
muscle power. We have constructed a mosque in its place. Do you have 
the strength to take back your god’s home?” 


The Hindu community is very stupid. The custodians of the religion take 
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offence when a poor low caste person even passes from in front of the 
temple, but when a powerful person destroys it they remain unperturbed, 
Is this the mysticism of the Hindu religion? 


Brahmachariji was pained to see the tiny temple of Rama's birthplace. 
It is barely enough for the priest to move in it and say the prayers. The 
relics of significance are kept in the mosque outside. He came out of the 
temple terribly depressed. He stood on the platform on the road and 
went into a trance. It seemed as though he had lost consciousness of his 
body. 


Then he looked up at the dome and stayed in that position for a long 
time. . Shastriji and Babu Dhaniram tried to bring him back. After some 
time, he came out of the trance. 


“Where are you?" Shastriji asked him with a smile. 


Brahmachariji replied after a pause, “Shastriji, I have a feeling that I 
used to play in this place,” he pointed to a spot at a distance. Our house 
was somewhere here. There was an old tree outside our haveli, mansion. 
An elephant was tethered to it. My friends and I used to take sugar 
canes for the elephant. The road in front leads to Kanak Bhavan." 


Shastriji and Babu Dhaniram were surprised to hear Brahmachariji talk 
like this. :This is notan illusion. Each word is meaningful.” Babu Dhaniram 
said, “Brahmachariji, can you take us to Kanak Bhavan?” 


"Sure," he said and started walking towards Kanak Bhavan. The other 
two followed him. They went through intricate ways, narrow streets 
and reached Kanak Bhavan. The friends were amazed. They knew for 
sure that Brahmachariji had not been to Ayodhya before. 


They returned to Faizabad late in the night. The carriage stopped in 


front of the villa. Both the friends got down but Brahmachariji kept 
sitting in itimmobile. 

Shastriji tried to shake him. He said, “Get up, Brahmachariji! Come 
back!" But Brahmachariji was lost in his own world. 

When he returned, Shastriji asked, “Where were you, Brahmachariji?" 


Brahmachariji composed himself before he replied, “Babuji, I had a clearer 
vision of everything that I saw there in the birthplace.” 
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“What is this? Tell us.” 
“This was about my previous birth and my former family.” 
Dhaniramji wrote down all the details that Brahmachariji told him. 


Brahmachariji told them about his family in his past life. He gave names 
and brief introductions of all the members. Dhaniram wrote down every 
word. The next day they went to Kanak Bhavan and verified the details. 
Every word of it was confirmed. 


30000€ 
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The Second Fire-Test 


Long is the road and far away the abode 
Kabir says it is difficult to tread the path 
That leads to the Guru’s doorstep. 


evotees are tested at every step. Brahmachariji had passed the 

first test, which was only an entrance test. He had merely gained 
admission by passing that test. And he had to pass many tests to obtain 
the highest degree of education. And, Brahmachariji was not seeking 
worldly knowledge; his quest was much higher. No wonder, he had to 
pass many tests. 


It was the month of Phalgun, February-March. Brahmachari Nand 
Kishore had gone to Rishikesh with his Punjabi friend. They stayedin an 
inn in Rishikesh. They had been there for two days, when Brahmachariji 
was returning to his room after his bath and meditation. 


“The mistress wants to see you,” said a man respectfully. 
“Which mistress?” 

“She is staying in this inn only in the room at the back.” 
“What did she say to you?” 

“She asked me to bring you. Please come with me.” 


Brahmachariji had not even open the door to his room. He had great 
respect for women. Had a man sent for him he would have rested a 
while before going in but since a woman had called him he thought that 
he must go at once just in case she was in trouble. So, he went to her 
immediately. 

A young woman in her early twenties was putting up in the same inn 
with her maids. She used to go to the Ganga for her bath and people 
would stop to look at her. She was widely admired for her grandeur and 
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glory. They envied her good fortune. But no one knew that there was a 
saga of pain and suffering behind those impressive appearances. The 
woman whom they considered fortunate was actuall the most unfortunate 
and miserable woman. The woman who they thought was a queen 
considered herself worse than a poor woman who cuts grass to make a 
living. 
The Hindu society is made up of cruel people who do not allow its 
members to live in peace. Other law courts in the world punish people 
for the crimes they commit in this life, but the Hindu society forces 
people to pay for their sins committed in the past lives. The Hindu society 
considers it its prerogative to do the most inhuman violence under the 
garb of non-violence, to act like butchers claiming to be compassionate, 
to commit the most irreligious acts in the name of religion, to commit sins 
under the label of virtues, to smear sandalwood paste but stink of jealousy, 
to carry the banner of 1008 and deceive the people. All this male 
chauvinism begins with Manusmriti, the penal code of Hindus that gives 
the sovereign right of man as a divine injunction. Man thinks he is above 
law and can never be contaminated even if he commits the most heinous 
crimes just like the lotus remains untouched even in a dirty pond. 


Man can get away with murder but if the poor woman makes the 
slightest mistake she is made to pay for it many times over, because her 
crime cannot be forgiven. What is even more atrocious is the fact that a 
woman is made to suffer not only for her own faults but also the faults 
of her husband! 


A man can spend the whole night, night after night indulging in all sorts 
of physical pleasures, drinking, gambling and going to prostitutes. Even 
theu he has to be respected and worshipped like the lord and master by 
his wife who is expected to overlook everything and follow her husband 
even if he leads her to virtual hell. And for man, the wife is no more than 
a doormat, a pair of shoes that he can use and discard whenever he 
wants, For the woman, man is her god but for him sheisa commodity or 
à slave bought for money. The woman has to follow the ideal of Sati 
Savitri, total dedication and purity, but the man can stoop to any depth 
Without feeling responsible for his actions. For the woman, her presen 
and her future depend on her husband, but for the man she is A secon E 
hand commodity. This is the lop-sided justice of the Hindu religion! The 
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butchers appear more compassionate in comparison to the Hindu society. 
At least he kills the victim with one blow, whereas the Hindu society 
tortures the woman every minute of the day, every day of the year and 
every year of her life. 


A seventy-year old man, with one foot in the grave, can marry a young 
girl to for her own good, but if a woman so much as utters the word 
marriage she is condemned. A seventy-five-year old man marries a girl 
fit to be his granddaughter and that is considered a virtue, but the same 
man preaches self-control and celibacy to a sixteen-year-old widow in 
his own home. This is the one-sided justice of the Hindu society! 


Girls barely nine years of age are taken to the cremation ground wrapped 
in a red shroud, their hands are tied to the dead man to take the vow of 
celibacy from them. The man may have had scores of relationships with 
other women leaving his wife locked up at home, but the woman is 
expected to remain loyal to him even after he has died. On one hand, 
woman is worshipped in the form of Chandika, Durga and Damyanti, 
always placing the woman before the man while taking their names: 
Sita-Rama, Radha-Krishna, Rama-Ramesh, Uma-Umesh and Lakshmi- 
Narayana. On the other hand, woman is considered no better than a pair 
of shoes. 


The Hindu society is so stupid. It gets its house robbed and gets a beating 
in the bargain too. It tolerates a widow running away from home or even 
having sexual relations with the men in the house, but if the same girl has 
to be married to a decent person the Hindu society has a problem with it. 
Hindu society can watch its girls burn themselves or elope with other 
men but it cannot allow re-marriage of the widows! 


Man is so selfish; he wears shoes to avoid thorns but takes pleasure in 
hammering nails into the woman's feet. He doesn't realize that what 
gives him pain is painful for the other too. Today there are eight crore 
Muslims in India. I feel ashamed to utter these words. My head hangs in 
shame as I write these words. From where have these Muslims come? 
Have they fallen from the sky? Have they grown like weeds in the soil? 
These eight crore Muslims have not come from Arabia. Those who 
came from Arabia couldn't be more than a couple of thousands. The 
Hindu society has abandoned these dear ones from their society; they 
did the most irreligious act and claimed that they had done the most 
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religious thing. 


He thinks only of his pleasures, his needs and his desires. He has no 
consideration for what the woman feels or thinks or wants. An old man 
with dozens of children on his way to the cremation ground cannot control 
his lust, but the same man expects restraint from a sixteen year-old girl. 


The Hindu is so stupid. He tells lies day in and day out but expects 
others to speak the truth. He indulges in adultery day and night but 
preaches good conduct to others. He considers sermonizing as his religious 
duty. He is incapable of understanding a simple fact that when a man 
with his one foot in the grave and having borne dozens of children cannot 
control his sexual desires then how can an innocent girl take control of 
her slipping youth? 


Man has infinite desires. However, if the desire of wealth, beautiful 
ornaments, delicious food, magnificent buildings, wonderful dresses and 
conquering empires was enough, man would have totally discarded the 
thought of God. The kings who claimed: 


I am the master of all I survey 
My right there is none to dispute. 


They enjoyed all the pleasures of life, but if these things could satisfy 
them then why would they think of god? But God’s creation is very 
strange. The laws of nature are very strange. 


Nature has created romance in the heart of human beings. There is a 
powerful attraction for the opposite sex between the ages of 16 to 25 in 
every human being. This cannot be suppressed; in fact, the more you try 
to repress it the more it grows. 


The woman who had sent for him was a child-widow. She was only 
twelve years old when her parents had married her off to a boy of her 
age. She stayed with him in her in-laws’ house for three days. When she 
came of age, she was told that her husband was no more In this world. 
She did not feel much pain since she had not known any joy. But, now at 
the age of sixteen, her youth was creating a storm 1n her. Today, she lost 
total control when she saw Brahmachariji sitting in his verandah talking 
to his friend. She was returning from the Ganga after a bath. She kept 
admiring him from a distance. How beautiful and healthy he is! At such 
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a young age he has the glow of a saint on his countenance. She told her 
servant to fetch him. She said, *Govind, ask the gentleman in room number 
seven to come here." And, she stood at the door waiting for him. 


When she saw him approaching she was delighted. She folded her hands 
and welcomed him, “Maharaj, you have come in response to my humble 
appeal. Please step in and bless my kitchen." 


“Sister, I appreciate your sentiments but I cannot trouble you." 


“You don’t want it, but it is your duty to fulfill your devotee’s desire. It 
will give me immense pleasure." 


“Do you have a problem?" 

“Yes, the problem is there.” 

*Can I help?" 

“You can help indeed." 

*What should I do?" 

“T have cooked a meal for you lovingly. Please partake of it.” 
Brahmachariji simply could not decline such an affectionate invitation. 


After the meal, Brahmachariji asked for her leave to depart. She brought 
an expensive shawl and said, “My Lord, please accept this.” 


"I am a sadhu; what will I do with it?" 

“You can do anything; please accept my humble gift.” 
"No, I will not accept it." 

"It doesn't become of sadhus to discard a gift of love." 
“You are right, but I have no need for it.” 


"So, you will disappoint me?" 


"There is nothing to be disappointed about. These things look nice on 
family men. What will I do with it?" 


"Okay, you will have to do one thing." 
“What?” 
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“You will have the evening meal with me everyday." 
*What will you get out of it?" 

“I will get peace of mind.” 

*Okay..." 


*He came and went away and I could not tell him anything. Never mind, 
tonight I shall surely tell him what is in my heart. I will serve him food all 
by myself. I will send the servants away.’ 


At the appointed hour Brahmachariji came to her room with his friend 
and had a hearty meal. When they were about to leave, she said, "My 
Lord, I want a word with you alone." 


Brahmachariji suspected something. He had already faced a similar 
situation in Hardwar. He said, *Can't you say that here and now?" 


“If I could, I would certainly have said it.” 


Brahmachariji told his friend to proceed to the room and he would follow 
after listening to the lady. When they were left alone, he asked, “What is 
the matter?” 


“You promised to allay my pain, solve my problem.” 
“Of course, but what is your problem?” 


“I am an unfortunate child-widow tormented by the world. Will you help 
me?” 


“I am sorry to hear that. But what can I do to help you?” 


“I want your love...” she said and opened a steel box in front of him. 
“Everything in it is yours, my Lord. There is a sum of thirty thousand 
rupees. It’s all yours. I am the owner of property worth two lakhs. It's 
all yours...” 


“I have full sympathy with you, sister, but what you are asking is beyond 
my paiT em San dic vow of celibacy for life, which I will not 
give up for any temptation. I appreciate your frankness but I can only 
tell you like a brother that if you have restrained yourself for so long, 
continue to do so for a little longer. The storm of youth will pass over in 
no time. Spend your time in prayer and helping the needy. You will get 
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solace from it.” 


“So, you will not fulfill my desires? If you are thinking of my parents, you 
don’t have to. I am completely free to choose my husband. Neither my 
parents nor my in-laws are in this world. I have just one ten-year-old 
brother-in-law, my late husband’s younger brother.” 


“But, all this doesn’t concern me. I will say it again... you are going 
astray.” 


“You think I am doing wrong? When an old man with half a dozen kids 
marries a young girl, then he is on the right path? I am an innocent girl 
who doesn't even know what marriage means. If I mention marriage, 
am I going on the wrong path? If an old man can't restrain himself, how 
do you expect a young girl like me to do so?" 


“You are right. The Hindu society is cruel. If you want to marry again, I 
will be happy to help you. But, as for myself, I have taken a vow of 
celibacy. Now, if you will allow me to go?" 


She tried her best to stop him, but Brahmachari Nand Kishore went to 
his room. 


His friend asked him whether he had heard the lady's tale. He said, 
“Yes, and I am leaving for Hardwar by the first train in the morning.” 


ROKK 
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Enhancing Physical Strength 


Brahmacharyena tapasda devaa mrityumupaaghnat 


rahmachariji passed the second test also. It was commendable for 

a young man barely 23-24 to show such impeccable restraint in the 
face of irresistible temptations. The lady, however, followed him up to 
Hardwar hoping that she would break him sooner or later. But 
Brahmachariji remained adamant like a solid rock. 


He had started his business of medicines but that was not his only aim. 
He spent most of his time in social welfare activities and serving the 
people. In Hardwar he was busy looking after the library and instructing 
the teachers in the schools. 


BPNK Sharma Public Sant Library was the only institution in Hardwar. 
In those days the kings and other very important persons used to visit 
Hardwar from various states and regions. All of them came to the library 
as well. Brahmachari ji would personally be present in the library from 9 
to 11 in the morning, which was the time most of the people visited the 
library after their bath in the holy river at Har-ki-pauri. 


Brahmachariji enjoyed reading the newspapers. If there was a new one 
he subscribed to he would read it from beginning to end. Once he read 
about a wrestler in Punjab called Keekar Singh. He was returning from 
his fields one day when his turban got caught in the thorns of the keekar 
tree, the Acacia tree. He considered that an insult, and in a rage uprooted 
all the keekar trees. That is how he got his name. Brahmachariji read 
this and was impressed by his physical strength. He felt he was nowhere 
near him. 

Thus, the desire to become physically strong got hold of bine It is common 
knowledge that thoughts play an important role in a man s life, his success 
and his achievements. Positive thoughts produce positive energy. No 
wonder, doctors always give hope to the patient even if they know he 
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cannot survive. The higher the thoughts the better the person and the 
whole community will be. 


As long as the Hindu community had the following ideal it was on the 
road to progress: 


Gurum vaa baalavri dhaa vaa braahananam vaa bahuárutam 
Aatataayanmaa yaantam hanyaadeva vichaarayan 


But when it started following what is best expressed by Tulsidas in these 
words, it started moving towards destruction. 


Compassion is the essence of religion; pride of vice; 
Tulsidas says don't give up compassion till the last breath. 
If you become indolent waiting for miracles to happen, 


You will get what you deserve, know this as the truth. 


The Hindu community had become weak and complacent when Guru 
Gobind Singh instilled valour in it by creating the Khalsa and sounded the 
war bugles. 


The brave soldier is he who fights for his country 
Even if he is chopped limb by limb, 
He does not flee from the battlefield. 


Whoever heard these inspiring words, was ready to jump into the 
battlefield and become immortal. Consequently a race of brave soldiers 
was created who were different from the others in every way. A single 
Khalsa would call himself a lakh and a quarter, and was ready to take on 
the enemy with the same spirit. These dynamic thoughts woke up the 
downtrodden people of Punjab. 


The work that the brave soldiers did in Punjab was done by the great 
poet Bhushan in South India. He was the main inspiration in the victory 
of Shivaji. Chhatrapati was ready to kill Afzal Khan when the poet 


Bhushan came and sang his victory song. 
Charhi chaturang sain rang pai turang charhi 
Sarsa Shivaji jung jeetan chalet hai. 


This was the real ideal of India. That is why Aum was written on the 


Eng of a new born baby. The priest would whisper in the ear of the 
ant... 
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The mother would sing lullabies: 


Suddho5si buddho5si niranjanoSsi, 
sansaara maayaa parivaritoSsi! 
Sansaara satyam hara moha nidraa 
Even today the English mothers sing: 
Rule, rule, Britania rule the waves 
Britain shall never be slaves. 


Although Brahmachariji's body was robust and healthy he felt he was 
not strong enough in comparison with someone like Keekar Singh. 
Gradually, the thought got hold of him and he was constantly thinking of 
himself as a weakling. Soon, he started feeling weak and feeble. At 
times he felt so weak that he felt faint. 


It went to such an extent that whenever someone came to the library to 
read, he would ask them for a cure for his weakness. Many doctors and 
vaids prescribed various medicines but Brahmachariji did not follow 
anyone's advice. In the meanwhile his condition worsened and he began 
to feel dizzy. He studied all the prescriptions again, but still did not find 
any one of them worth pursuing. Finally, he decided to go to Saharanpur 
and get admitted in the District Hospital. 


rx xy ooe *.9 


He described his condition to the doctor. The doctor read his pulse and 
said, “You will be treated here. Take this medicine three times a day. It 
will take at least two months for you to get well. And, you have to take 
many precautions, so you should get admitted in the hospital as an indoor 
patient." 


Brahmachariji did not reply. He took the doctor's prescription and went 
to the dispensery. He was not carrying an empty bottle, so the dispenser 
gave him the medicine in his own bottle. Brahmachariji took the first 
dose of the medicine there and then. But, he was not convinced about 
staying in the hospital for two months. He threw the bottle of medicine 


and went away. 


CC-0.Panini Kanya Maha Vidyalaya Collection. 


EZE Digitized by Arya Samaj Foundation Chennai and eGangoi$ant Darshan} 
ae 


Now, he decided to get himself treated by the Civil Surgeon in Muradabad, 
So, he took the next train to Muradabad. The civil Surgeon was busy 
prescribing medicines to the patients. Brahmachariji wanted to tell the 
details of his condition, but the doctor read his pulse and wrote the 
prescription. 

“That’s amazing!" he said, “You have not even asked me what is wrong 
and you have given me medicine. How come, you have seen the ailment, 
which none of the other doctors could cure, so soon?" He tore the 
prescription to bits and went away. 


About one and a half months after Brahmachariji had returned from 
Murababad, he was returning from the market one day in the early 
evening. As he was about to cross the road to go home, a cow tethered 
to a pole near a sweet shop saw him. God knows what got into her head, 
she broke loose the rope and charged at Brahmachariji. He lifted a huge 
rock lying by the side of the road and threw it at her to scare her away. 
But the cow was in a destructive mood. Brahmachariji tried to push her 
back by holding her horns. A fierce fight broke out which lasted forty 
five minutes. 


Atone point of time, she dropped Brahmachariji on the road and charged 
on him using her horns as her weapon to attack. He took hold of the 
horns. She lifted her head and Brahmachariji was lifted in the air hanging 
on to her horns. 


In a moment of extraordinary strength, Brahmachariji hit her hard in the 
belly with one hand, still clutching her horns with the other. He did not 
want to be violent with the cow that is worshipped as mother in India, so 
the moment he saw a neem tree nearby he climbed on it. 


From the top of the tree he called the owner of the cow. The owner took ` 
charge of her and then Brahmachariji jumped down. He said, “Today, 
my life has been saved. It calls for a celebration. He bought some sweets 
and distributed as prasad to people standing there. When they asked him 
what it was all about, he was going to say because his.life had been 
saved, but he checked himself and realized that he had shown exemplary 
strength in fighting with the cow. Suddenly, it dawned on him that he had 
the power to stop an elephant also. 
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Another Display of Physical Power 


Stopping 

A Raging Elephant 

All thoughts of ill-health were dispelled from his mind. Indeed, he felt 
very strong in the body. A few days later he was returning home from 
the Maharaja Tehri when a mahout was bringing his elephant for a drink 
of water from the opposite direction in the same street. A few people 
were following the elephant admiring it. 


Brahmachariji saw the elephant and felt a wave of strength course in his 
vein. All of a sudden, he jumped and held the elephant’s tail and stood 
there immobile. The elephant stopped. However, he was not satisfied. 
Perhaps, the elephant stopped of its own accord, he thought. He wanted 
to try his strength further. But at that moment the mahout saw him and 
shouted, *Get out of her way; she will kill you!” 


“Kill me!” Brahmachariji said sarcastically. “She will kill me only if she 
moves forward! If she can’t take a step forward then whom will she 
kill" 

By now there was a big crowd watching the scene. In the midst of 
Scores of spectators there was an elephant and a young man holding her 
tail, not allowing her to move. 


Brahmachariji challenged the mahout and said, “Now, take your elephant!" 


"You better watch out!" said the mahout and gave a kick in the animal's 
stomach. But she did not budge. He hit her again and again but the 
elephant just refused to move an inch. Brahmachariji Was satisfied with 
himself and felt sorry for the elephant. He let go the tail and the elephant 


moved on. 
The news of this event spread like wild fire in the town. People enjoyed 
ted to see 


telling the tale over and over again, and whoever heard it wan d 

Brahmachariji. Even now you may come across someone who bas h a 

ofthis incident from his parents or grandparents as à child, since this à 
been passed from generation to generation by those who Were presen 


at the scene then. 
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What can be a better example than this about the power that Brahmachariji 
had acquired. 


The news of this amazing display of power spread like wild fire. Now 
this tale was the talk of the town. People started flocking around him to 
have his darshan. Brahmachariji sitting in the shop of Lala Ram Prasad 
looked as though he was the incarnation of Brahma himself. Many people 
who were present at that time are still alive. And they relish telling 
describing the incident to their children and grandchildren. 


300900 
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At the Feet of the Master 


Dhigbalam kstriyabalam brahmatejo balam balam 


tei] 


t was a pleasant day. Brahmachariji was sitting in the reading room 
ading some newspapers in the morning. A beautiful, noble-spirited 
man stopped in front of the library. Brahmachariji was at once attracted . 
towards him. 


He was wearing a wooden sandal like the ancient rishis, a thick crop of 
white hair on his head and a long stick in his hand. Brahmachariji felt as 
though a royal sage had come there. 


He went to greet him. “Come in, Sir,” he said. 
The noble man looked Brahmachari from head to toe and then asked! 


"Is this Sant Library established by the Municipality or by the public?" 
he asked. 


“Neither of the two, Sir. Here everyone thinks of his own salvation. 
Why would one think of another?" 


“Does that mean that you have the sole responsibility of this gigantic 
task? That's great! The world moves because of such people." Then he 
looked at the books and commented, “You have made this collection 
with great devotion and dedication. How many books do you have in the 
library? About two to three thousand at least?’ 

“Sir, with your grace, there are three thousand and five hundred books in 
the library at the moment, fifty of them are handwritten on palmyra 
leaves. Besides that, we have all the newspapers published allover India. 


The man showed interest in seeing the hand written books. “Can you 
show me the books written on palmyra leaves? 


“Sure,” he said and he escorted him to the place where they were kept. 
He was Shree Dadua Saheb, the king of Ayodhya. He had come on a 
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pilgrimage to Hardwar. He was delighted to meet Brahmachariji since 
he had heard many tales of his luminous character and his bravery. He 
felt a desire to gain knowledge in his company. 


A few days after this incident, when Brahmachariji was sitting outside 
his library as usual, a man came and said, “His Majesty wants to meet 
you. Please come with me.” 


Brahmachariji looked him up and down several times but could not 
recognize him. He asked, “Who are you and who is “Your Majesty’ ?” 


“Maharaj, the person who came here and spent some time with you the 
other day is the king of Ayodhya, Shree Dadua Saheb. He wants to 
meet you." 


Brahmachariji was not particularly interested in the company of the kings 
and emperors, although he had a fascination for the royal rishis. The 
Hindu religion is not an enemy of power, strength, wealth etc as long as 
they are used for the common good. He recalled his meeting with the 
noble-spirited man. He was amazed at the humility of the king, and that 
too of the holy land of Shree Rama. He was very keen to meet such a 
man, and went with the messenger. 


The king came up to the main gate to receive Brahmachariji. He said, “I 
am grateful to you for coming all the way to my place. The very presence 
of people like you is no less than a pilgrimage. Today, my pilgrimage to 
Hardwar has been truly successful. After all, it’s the meeting with such 
souls that makes a pilgrimage successful. The waters of the holy Ganga 
can only remove physical dirt, but for inner peace one must listen to the 
wise words of knowledgeable persons like you. That is the reason why 
I sent for you." 


"Maharaj, you are the fountainhead of knowledge," Brahmachariji said. 
You rule the kingdom of Shree Rama. What will you...” 


“Yes, Iam much older than you, but 
Na tena sthaviro bhavati yenedam paalitam Sirah 


White hair alone is no guarantee for knowledge. And, as for being 2 
king, you are the real king. Your kingdom begins from where the mine 
ends. We cannot match the kind of peace and happiness that is in your 
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kingdom. Once upon a time, a man of your age, Shukdeva had preached 
to king as old as me, Raja Parikshit. Today, history is repeating itself. I 
want to know something, Brahmachariji. I want to know the answers to 
the following questions: What is the form of Brahma, God? What is the 
way to attain Brahma? What is the role of God in the rise and fall of 
nations or kingdoms? 


Brahmachari Nand Kishore went into deep meditation while all eyes 
looked at him. He said, “King of Ayodhya! Your quest for Brahma is not 
new. All thinking beings have been trying to find the answer to these 
questions from times immemorial. The doubts that our ancient sages felt 
are still unresolved. They have given us invaluable scriptures in the form 
of Vedas, Upanishads and Puranas. In the end, even they had to give up 
and write: 


Naa5ham manyé suvedeti no na vedeti veda cha 
Yo nattadaveda tadaveda no na vedeti veda cha 


*Maharaj! There has been no one in this world who knows everything 
nor can we expect anyone in the future. Brahma-gyan or knowledge of 
God is impossible. The scripture says: 


Na sadri§é ti$thati roopamatya na 
chaksnsaa paśyati ka$chinainam 
Hridaa manéesaa manasaa $akyo 
praaptum na chaksn$aa taaste bhavanti 
Naiva vaacháa na manasaa $akyo 
praaptum na chaksnléaa taasté bhavanti 
Astéeti broo vataaSnyatra katham ta dupalabhyate !! 


“The rishis have said this. So, how far I can answer your questions is 
uncertain, but I shall certainly try. You may or may not be satisfied with 
the answers I give.” 


“What is the form of Brahma?” 
It is said in the Vedas: 


Yena dauroograa prith vee chadridaa, 
Yena swah stabhitam yena naakah 
Yo antarik$e rayaso vimaanah, 
Kasmai dévaeya hauisaa vidhema 
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It means, the God that has acquired the form of the fiery sun and earth, 
joys and sorrows, the mundane and the sublime can be attained through 
pure devotion 


Bhayaadasyaagnistapati bhayaattapati sooryah 
Bhayadindugcha naaya$cha mrityurdhaauati panchamah 


Brahma is that what makes the fire burn; the sun and planets are in awe 
of Brahma and perform their respective duties in the sky. In the 
Upanishad, the disciple asked, ‘Who makes the desires rise in the mind? 
Who makes the life breath move in the body? Who makes the tongue 
articulate these words? Who makes the senses work?’ 


The guru replied: 
Srotra$ya $rotram manaso manoyad uaacho 
hi uaaehah sah praanasya praanah 
chak$uscha chak$urati muchya dhéeraah preryaa 
smaallankodamritaa bhavanti 


Dear Disciple, that power in mind in the mind, ear in the ear, eye in the 
eye, life in life. You have to meditate on it to attain it. It is the greatest 
powerhouse there is. 


Na tatra chak$urgaehldhati na vaag gachehhati no mano 
Navidyo na vijaaneemo yathaitadanu $i$yaat 


Neither the eye nor the speech not even the mind can approach it. 


Yachchaisusaa na pagyati yena chak§usi paśyati 

Tadeva brahama twam viddhi nedim yadidyapaasate 
The power that cannot be see with the eyes is what makes the eyes see; 
that which cannot be known is what makes the senses experience. That 
is Brahma, which makes the eyes see and the ears hear. What you can 
see with the eyes is not Brahma. 

Yaehchhrotrena na §rinoti yena $rotramidam $rutam 

Tadena brahma twam viddhi nedam yadidamupaasate 


In other words, Brahma cannot be heard with the ears but the ears hear 
because of Brahma. 


Yanamanasaa na manuté yenaahurmano matar 
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Tadeva brahma twam viddhi nédam yadidamupaasate 


That God is not worth knowing through the mind because it is beyond 
the boundaries of the mind. The mind cannot grasp it. That which makes 
all laws and which makes the mind function is Brahma. ! 


The Vedas have sung of this Brahma, and this is the real form of Brahma. 
Now, I will tell you the path of attainment. The same scripture that 
describes the form of Brahma also details the path of attainment. 


Aatmaanam rathinam viddhi $areeram rathamevatu ! 
Buddhimatu saar thim viddhi manah pragrabaméva cha !! 
Indriyaani hyaanaahur visayaanstesu gocharaan ! 
Aatméndriya manoyuktam bhoktetyaahurmaneesinah !! 
Yastwavijgyaanawaan bhavatyukténa manasaa sadaa ! 
Tasyindriyaanwa syaani dri staa swaa iva sáarathe !! 
Yastu vijgyaanawaan bhavati yuktena sadaaaSsuchih ! 

Na sa tatpadamaapnoti na saaram chaadhi gachchhati !! 
Vijgyaana saarathiryastu manah pragraha vaannarah ! 
SoSdhwanah paaramaapnoti tadvi snoh paramam padam !! 
The body is like the carriage, the intellect is the driver, the mind is the 
bridle and the senses are the horses. The carriage is on its way to the 

divine court. 

But, when the bridles are loose the horses become mischievous. This 
carriage will go on the wrong path and get lost, whereas the driver that 
keeps a tight control on the bridles manages to reach his goal. 
Restraint or self-control is the path for divine attainment. God is within 
the heart of man. Then, why look for him elsewhere? Lord Krishna tells 
Arjuna: 

I swarah sarva bhootaanaam hriddesesrjanati sthati ! 
Bhraamayansarvabhootaani yantraaroodaanimaayayaa !! 
Know this Arjuna, just as a juggler juggles his instruments, God sits in 

your mind and turns you around. 

This body is the temple of God. Mahatma Buddha followed eight principles 
to enhance the capacity of this body. Of the eight principles, celibacy is 
the most important; it oils the machinery of the body. 
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Brahmacharyena tapasaa mrityumapaaghnata ! 


Celibacy is the basis of bliss in human life. He who becomes a slave of 
desires becomes a prisoner. This helplessness turns the body into a grave. 
You can attain peace only if you renounce these desires. 


Vihaaya kaamaana yah sarvaana pumaana schoratini sprihah ! 
Nirmamo nirahankaarah sa $aantimadhigachchhati !! 


Once you have control on your lust your body glows like a torch. 
Therefore, we must root out this poisonous phenomenon from our bodies. 
It can only lead you to destruction. If your goal is heaven, you can’t be 
walking with your head stuck in hell? 


All this lengthy discussion is called Gyan Marg, the path of knowledge 
and Karma Marg, the path of right action in our scriptures. But, both 
these paths are paths of austerity and renunciation. There was a time 
when austerity, meditation and renunciation were considered great values 
to be followed. But times have changed. India has been under foreign 
rule for long. After Mahabharata, the country has been deteriorating. 
The lazy impotent people have made an easy and beautiful path to the 
divine. This path is called Bhakti Marg. Innumerable devotees dared to 
walk on this path but reached nowhere because this path does not lead 
to God to begin with. Lord Krishna says in the Gita: 


-ga y 


Klesosdhikaarastesaam avyaktaasahta chetasaam ! 
Avyaktaa hi gati dukham dehavadbhiravaapyate !! 


Contemplation of the un-manifest God is very difficult. One has to face 
various kinds of problems on the way. Man, by nature, does not like to 
take the difficult path. Hence, those who tread the Bhakti Marg concocted 
adivine image from the point they reached. But, their condition is exactly 
what the Upanishad describes as: 


Avidyaayaamantare vartamaanah 
dheeraah swayam pandita manyamaanaa ! 
Dandravyamaanaa paripayanti moodaa 
andhenauna neeyamaanaa yathaandhaah !! 


Your Majesty, Ihaye answered all the three questions you raised. Now, 
I would like to'add something from my side before I conclude this 
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discourse. 


In the present times, there are two cultures in the world that are engaged 
in a serious conflict. One is Vedic and the other is Cemetic. The ideal of 
the one is goodness, while the ideal of the other is money. The ancient 
sages of India had realized that God and religion are not matters of 
propagation but of character. That is why they prescribed sattvik life, 
pure life as the only path for God realization. They made some rules of 
religion or code of conduct. They said following those rules one can 
attain God. However, another culture developed in Central Asia. The 
people of these regions saw dacoits, robbers and thieves to begin with. 
They followed the principle of survival of the fittest or the dictum that 
the rod rules. So, whoever had the rod in his hand me the god. Goodness 
or religion had no place; all that mattered was who had power. 


These two cultures conflicted with each other in India in the twelfth 
century, and the conflict is still continuing even in the twentieth century. 
However, the Indian culture born out of the austerities of the great sages 
is the path that leads to peace and happiness. They had achieved supreme 
knowledge. I would even say that a single scripture of ours contains the 
wisdom of the whole world. The sages created these scriptures from 
their personal experiences of the divine after centuries of grave austerities 
but they had no trace of pride. After attaining so much knowledge they 
wrote: 


Brahmadayo brahma hitaaya taptwaa 
parah tapasyaa Saradah tapaansi ! 
Aitaanya pa $yan guruy puraanah 
swaanyena tejaansi tapomayaani ! 
It means, that if you think you know God then it is wrong because he 
who thinks he knows God does not know. Reason being that the form of 
Brahma is so subtle that one cannot claim to know Him... 
Yadi manyase suvedetidabhramevaapi 
noonam twam vettha brahmano roopam ! 
Yadasyatwam yadasya deva scha nanu 
méemaansyaméva temanye viditam !! 


The person who thinks Brahma cannot be known through the mind really 
knows Brahma, but the person who thinks he can know Brahma through 
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the senses does not know Brahma at all. Those who are proud of knowing 
Brahma do not know Brahma, and those who do know are not proud. 
The scriptures say: 


Yasyaa5matam tasya matam matam yasya na véda sah ! 
Avijgyaatam vijaanataam- vijgyaatama vijaanataam !! 


When man is able to conquer his senses and can divert them from lust 
towards meditation then what he experiences is bliss. The knowledge 
he gains by controlling his desires gives him spiritual strength. 


If you criticize Ravana or Kansa or abuse Dushasana or Duryodhana, 
no Hindu will take offence, but if you criticize Aurangzeb, Farrukhsayar 
or Amir Taimur Lung the Muslims get angry. Today we see that if a 
Hindu commits a crime, he is ostracized by the whole society, and the 
crime may be nothing more than eating food with a low caste person. 
But if a Muslim commits a crime he is respected by his people. Neither 
the rishis nor I claim to know the truth. I am a follower of the path of 
knowledge. The scripture says: 


Pratibodha viditam matamamrita ttwam hi vindate ! 
Aatmanaa vindate veeryam vidyayaa vindate5mritam !! 


When man is able to control his senses and instead of becoming a slave 
to them he becomes master of his senses, then he can remove his mind 
from sense objects and go into meditation. When he meditates he realizes 
the freedom and experiences the bliss of liberation. . And it is this 
knowledge received through the consciousness that gives him spiritual 
strength. 


The secret of Hindu religion lies in this spiritual strength. The Hindu 
religious scriptures give top priority to conduct, behavior. This is the 
basic difference between Hindu religion and the other religions of the 
world. 


There are two paths to reach the divine— one of shreya-virtue, and the 
other of preya-love. The shreya path is about self-knowledge through 
restraint, and the preya path gives full freedom to do whatever you like, 
commit as many sins as you can but have the desire of God in your heart 
and you will attaint. 


The Hindu scriptures say that God is not outside but within you. 
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Sreya scha preya scha manusyamétastau 
. sampareetya vivinakti dheerah ! 
Sréyohi dheero5bhi preyuso vrineete preyo 
mando yogak semaad vrineete !! 
Kabir also expresses the same thought: 


Why seek me elsewhere? I am in your heart 
I am neither in the goat nor in the dagger. 
I am not in the hide, the tail, bone or flesh. 

I am not in the temple or in the mosque 
I am not in Kaaba or Kailash. 
I am not attainable through karmas or yoga 
I meet the true seeker there and then. 
I stay away from crowds 


I live in the breath of life. 


People seek God everywhere except within themselves. This is foolish. 


Angu stha maatah purusoSntaraatmaa sadaa 
janaanaam hridaye sannivi sthah ! 
Tam swaachchharéeraatprayri hénamunjaa 
divéseekaam dhairyena ! 
Tam vidyaachchhukramamritam tam 
vidyaachchhuk ramamritamiti !! 
This is the straight road to Brahma. It is to develop your soul through 
truth, knowledge, and austerity. This is also mentioned in another mantra 
that can ferry you across the ocean: 
Satyena labhyastapasaa hyesaatmaa 
samyagjyaanena brahmacharyena nityam ! 
Antah $areere jyotirbhayohi $ubhroyam 
pa syanti patayah k seena dosah !! 
The lecture has become too long. This is the time for a bath in the 
Ganga. Hence, I will end here. I have spoken about what is Brahma and 
how to attain Brahma according to my understanding. Just then another 
person started singing: 
This heart is crazy 
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It is inebriated with knowledge 
The five demons cannot stay 
In the light of knowledge. 
This heart is crazy 


When the mind is grounded in knowledge 
It does not wander around 
But goes straight to truth and bliss. 
This heart is crazy 
Once in the presence of God 
It forgets the mundane world. 


This heart is crazy 
He becomes one with the Maker. 
Knowledge leads to attainment 
Then there is light all around. 


This heart is crazy 
Auzm brahma $ivasakti naaraayanaaya namah ! 


The discourse was over. The king thanked Brahmachariji many times. 
He said, *Brahmachariji, whatever you have said has not quenched my 
thirst as yet. I am still very keen to know about the redeeming mantra. I 
will be grateful if you come again tomorrow and continue with the 
discourse. He presented 501 rupees on a silver platter and said, “Please 
accept my humble gift," 


Brahmachariji touched the present with his hands and declined to accept 
the gift. He said, “Sadhus want love and respect only. All these things 
are for the worldly people. Sadhus take the whole world as their own 
property.” 


Brahmachani ji said, “Maharaj, Lam very happy to see your benevolent 
nature. May your kingdom always be the replica of Rama Rajya. This is 
my gift and this gives me happiness. 


RRR 
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The Glory of the Redeeming Mantra 


To please the child, please the father first... 
O man, if you want to please the Father of the world 
Take the oath of service to humanity. 


- congregation was gathering in the house of the king of Ayodhya in 
Hardwar. The soft breeze bringing the piety of the Ganga had 
transformed the place into a training school of devotion and asceticism. 
A variety of birds were singing in the background and the Chandi Mountain 
had worn its green shawl providing a perfect backdrop. People had 
heard news of the previous day’s discourse and were flocking to listen 
to Brahmachariji. Although this was not a public meeting but a private 
affair, the hall was packed to capacity. 


The time of the discourse was four in the afternoon. The audience was 
waiting for the speaker. Brahmachariji entered at 3:55 exact. The 
audience welcomed him warmly. There were three minutes more to go. 
A devotee started singing: 


Wake up! You sleepy fellow! 
The sun has risen; 

Shun the darkness of attachment 
The stars have disappeared; 
It’s time to wake up. 

Rise and shine in the world 
Performing heroic deeds. 
Don't let your life go waste 
Like the shadow of birds in flight. 
Wake up! You lazy fellow! 


At four o’clock the king signaled the singer to stop, and requested 
Brahmachariji to begin his discourse. He said, “It is the second day for 
Us to drink deep your words of wisdom. Be kind enough to give us a 


taste of your knowledge.” 
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Brahmachariji began with a prayer and then said — 


“Your Honour and my friends! Yesterday I touched upon the subject of 
the redeeming mantra. Today I will start by telling you that the importance 
of the mantra is in understanding it and living by it, not just repeating it 
senselessly to complete the counting. It is useless to repeat the mantra 
by chanting it; it has to be absorbed in every fibre of your body and 
appled every step of your life. Let me repeat the redeeming mantra: 


Aum Brahma Shiva Shakti Narayana Nama: 


It means I salute the infinite power that is Aum, that is Brahma, that is 
Shiva, that is Shakti and that is Narayana. There are five names in this 
mantra. 


The Glory of Aum 


First of all I salute Aum. Aum is the best name of Brahma. All the 
scriptures begin with the word Aum. Aum is all-comprehensive; it includes 
all the names of God. Aum is made up of A+U+M. Lord Krishna has 
sung the importance of Aum in the Gita several times: 


Pavitram védyarmokaaram ! 
Singing the importance of this Aum the ancient rishis have written: 


Sarve vedaa yatpadamaamananti tapaansi sarvaani cha yadvadanti! 
Yadichchhanto brahmacharya charanti tatté padam 
sangrahénabravéemyomityetat !! 


All the Vedas recognize the importance of Aum; the ascetics perform 
severe austerities to achieve this and many people remain celibate in 
order to make the body receptive for it— that stage, that word is Aum. 
The three letters of Aum represent God that is omnipresent, omnipotent 
and pure light. 


Aitadvayevaak saram brahma aitadvayévaak saram parama zi 
Aitadvayevak saram jgyaatwaa yo yadichchhati tasya tat !! 


Aum is indestructible; it is the highest and immortal Brahma, and it is the 
destined path of human life or the only thing worth knowing or the ultimate 
boundary of knowledge. Just as everything on the road is meant for 
reaching the goal, similarly, the body, senses and the mind are meant for 
knowing Aum. Those who worship Aum have nothing to do with joys 
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and sorrows or fear etc. He who has known Aum cannot remain ignorant. 


All sorrows are dispelled by knowing Aum. The scripture describes the 
significance of Aum: 


Aitadaalambana sre sthamétadaalabnbanam parana ! 
Aitadaalambanam jgyaatwaa brahmaloke maheeyate !! 


The worship of Aum is the best way to moksha, salvation. Aum is the 
ultimate path for God realization. Knowing Aum, man attains the ultimate 
stage, Brahmanand. 


Auzmityétadaksara mida sarva tasyopayyaakhyaanam ! 
Bhootam bhavad bhavi syaditi sarvamovkaara aivam ! 
Yachaanyat trikaalaateetam tadapyonkaar aivam !! 


The only original thing is Aum. The rest of the visible world reflects 
Aum only. The past, present and future are all Omkar. The Brahma or 
Nature which is beyond time is also Aum. Since Aum is made of three 
letters God is called Omkar. 


Aum is the best name of God. Therefore, we must worship Aum. The 
practical worship of Aum is to see the light of God in everything. God is 
like the electric current in everyone that makes things and people work. 
We must give up violence and should not hurt anyone by our thoughts, 
speech or actions. We must treat everyone equally and get rid of ego. 
This is the real chanting of Aum. You must never forget that aum is 
everywhere, omnipresent. 


Interpretation of Brahma 


After Aum, the second place is that of Brahma. The knowledge of God 
is called Brahma. To salute Brahma is to salute knowledge in our 
practical life. Ritey jnananna mukti, There is no liberation without 
knowledge. Forget the Bhakti Marg; it is for those who give money to 
the priest to chant the name of Vishnu 1008 times and claim to be liberated. 
Lam talking about Gyan Marg and Karma Marg. Intellect is used in both 
the paths: 


Buddhiryasya balam tasya nirbuddhestu kuto balam ! 


One must enhance one’s knowledge for performing all tasks in the world. 
For this purpose we have to study the scriptures and study the self. 
Explaining self-study, Patanjali has said: 
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Self-study or Swadhyaya is the study of scriptures that show the 
path of liberation and the chanting of Aum.” 


And, what is the benefit of self-study? In reply he says: 
Swaaadhyaayaadi sta devataa samprayogah ! 


When self-study is complete the deity is united to God. Hence, saluting 
the Brahma is the attainment of knowledge pertaining to the divine. And 
this Brahma as knowledge is everywhere. 
Brahmaivedamamritam purastaad brahma 
pa schaad brahma dak sina ta schotttaréna ! 
Adha schordhwam cha pratutam 
brahmavéda vi swamidam vari stam !! 


Brahma is pervading the world as indestructible. Knowledge has no 
limit. There is so much knowledge in the world that even if a person was 
to spend every moment of thousands of lives, he cannot gain all 
knowledge. Every atom in the world contains infinite knowledge. Our 
ancient rishis have gained so much knowledge that they have left nothing 
ambiguous. But, when Yudhishtra asked Yaksha in Mahabharata about 
the path, he did not give a clear answer. He only said: 


Dharmasya tatwam nihitam guhaayaam ff 
The essence of knowledge or religion is a dark cave... 


Newton, the great scientist, is considered as great as the rishis. When 
Newton was on his death bed he said, “The world says I have learnt 
much, but what I am, I know. On the banks of this vast sea of knowledge, 


Iam sitting and simply picking up pebbles. Our rishis had expressed the 
same sentiment in these words: 


Naaham manye suvedeti no na vedeti veda cha ! 
Yo nastadveda tadveda no na vedeti veda cha !! 


Man should never be satisfied in gaining knowledge. 


The Glory of Shiva 


After saluting Brahma we should salute Shiva. It means we should imbibe 


the qualities of Shiva in our practical lives. Shiva has a prominent place 
in Indian life. 


M 
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Punjab and Bengal are the two arms of Shiva; Pushkar and Katakshraj 
are the two eyes of Shiva; Nasik is Shiva's belly button or navel; 
Travancore and Rameshwaram are Shiva's feet. Himalaya is the abode 
of Shiva. Kailash is the home of the ancestors. Shiva has a lock of hair 
dangling from his head from which the Ganga flows and becomes a 
garland in the neck of Shiva. His consort is Parvati; he rides the ox and 
sits on the elephant skin. He is the one who bestows blessings on the 
whole world; we must bow in reverence before Shiva. 


There was a resounding applause. One person started singing: 


My beloved mother India! 
Decked with unique gems 
She enchants with her smile. 
Her body is pure and beautiful 
Her modesty is her ornament 
She has spiritual powers 
And is the mother of civilizations 
The gods shower blessings on her! 


The song ended and Brahmachari ji resumed his discourse. “Our India 
is Shiva and Shankara. Sam karoti yah asmaakam sa $ankarah ! 
Shankar Mahadeva works for the welfare of people. He is the benevolent 
God that sustains us and our ancestors before us as well as the coming 
generations. He is our beloved motherland, India. We should worship 
this great God with out hearts, minds and souls. 


The vehicle of this great Lord is the bullock. Our country is an agricultural 
country and agriculture needs the support of the bullock. You may have 
heard your elders tell you that the earth is supported by the bullock 
Uk saadhaaraprithiveem 

Therefore, while worshipping Shiva Mahadeva you must also think of 
the bullock and take the oath of protecting Go-mata, the cow. These 
days, even in the land of Shree Krishna, cow sheds have been made 
where stray cows are put under subjugation. The devotees of Shiva 
Mahadev must stop the torture of the cow and the calf otherwise he will 
have to sit on a camel. 


The alliance of Parvati and Shiva is eternal. Shiva may come in any 
form but Parvati will surrender to him completely. We cannot worship 
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Shiva without respecting Parvati. Parvati is the culture of our country. 
She is the daughter of the mountain, born out of the tapasya of the great 
ancient rishis. Her ideal is as high as the Himalayas. Her heart is as 
large as the mountain itself. She is as pure as the lake Mansarovar. Her 
pure waters flowing from the springs are not being contaminated by the 
western culture. Therefore, we need to stay firm in our faith and protect 
our culture. The mool mantra for not only India but the whole world is in 
the protection of this culture. 


We must follow the dictates of religion and mould our lives accordingly. 
Yato abhyudaya ni sréyasa siddhi sa dharmah !! : 


The rule that is good not only for you but for the whole country is religion. 
The ideal of Vedic culture is: Simple living and high thinking. You should 
only have such desires that help you live a happy life, but happiness is 
that which leads to bliss. There are some things that give pain before we 
have them and make us feel guilty after we indulge in them. Such pleasures 
are of the senses and momentary. True happiness is of the soul, of 
attaining to supreme bliss. We should divert our senses from sexual 
pleasures and devote ourselves to the service of the country, service of 
the community and in devotion to God. 


The best means of attaining God is the worship of Shiva-Parvati. If we 
had been doing this we would not have become slaves to alien rule. We 
have lost sight of true worship; we have got busy worshipping wealth 
for personal satisfaction. Even today, we squander away so much wealth 
on wedding ceremonies and on medical aid when we get slightly unwell. 
But we have no consideration for our country and our community. We 
should ask this question from ourselves. 


I would go to the extent of saying that there is no God in a slave country. 
God is Satchtanand, Truth-Consciousness-Bliss, why would He stay in 
the prison of slavery? The community that becomes slave, its God also 
becomes slave. Don't think that by counting the beads of the mala, the 
rosary, you will achieve God. No matter how much you sing and dance 


like mad, it is all a delusion. If you really want to attain God, you must 
worship Shiva in the true sense. 


The Glory of Shakti 
After saluting Aum, Brahma and Shiva, we must salute Shakti, strength- 
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We have to bring shakti into our life. Without strength man cannot attain 
God. The scripture says: 


Naayamaatmaa balaheenena labhyo .... balam balavataam asmi 
! 


The weak cannot attain God because He is the strength in the strong. 
This body is a means to achieve God. We should keep this temple of 
God clean, pure, strong and beautiful. And, the cement to strengthen this 
temple is brahmacharya, celibacy. All the Vedas and other scriptures 
are full of praise of celibacy. Pantanjali calls celibacy the best austerity. 


Brahmacharyena prati sthaayaam véeryalaabhah ! 


Saluting Shakti actually means saluting celibacy and good conduct. How 
can a diseased, sick, useless person hope to attain God? 


Today, there is dearth of shakti in India. Although celibacy is the basic 
mantra of Indian culture. It has been forgotten in the last millennium. 
The Bhairave Chakra and the dances of Radha-Krishna are enemies of 
celibacy. Therefore, I will advise you to worship Brahma, be a 
householder only for procreation and restrain yourself from 
overindulgence. Only the strong have a right to live. God has said, “I am 
Shakti.” 


The Glory of Narayana 


The fifth aspect of God is Narayana, Godlike man. Mankind is the manifest 
form of God. If you want to attain God, you have to serve mankind. It is 
simple common sense. When you wish to please the father you caress 
the baby. Similarly if you want to please God, you must serve mankind. 
Conversely, if you hate people on the basis of caste and religion, you 
cannot expect to please God. When you hate people you make the country 
weak by creating unnecessary divisions. The Brahmin age came to an 
end after the invasions of Gaznavi when priests were sold for two rupees 
in the market. Then the Bania age began where money ruled and the 
wealthy called the shots. I wish to tell you that this Bania rule is also 
approaching its end, and the Shudras are going to take over. The very 
same people who have been tortured mercilessly for centuries will rule 
India. So, I say, give up your ideas of high and low and purity-impurity. 
This is the age of Bolshevism, but the flow is towards equality. If you go 
against the current, you will regret it. We have to teach the entire world 
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the lesson of universal brotherhood. How can we hate our own brothers? 


To call a person untouchable is the worst crime against. And, let me tell 
you that all this talk about high-low and purity-impurity is nonsense. It is 
deception. The same Brahmin shares the berth with a shudra in the train 
compartment and has no problem, but when heis walking on the road he 
must maintain a 600 yard distance between himself and the Shudra 
otherwise he will be defiled! 


. This deception goes on to ludicrous heights. You hate a Shudra and call 
him untouchable, but if the same person converts to Islam, you start 
fearing him, and treat him with respect. It’s the height of stupidity to first 
make an enemy of a friend and then be in mortal fear of him. 


My only message to you is that if you want to live a respectable life, get 
rid of these notions of untouchability and learn to respect all human 
beings. The times are approaching when neither power nor wealth will 
be respected but numbers will gain the utmost importance. In the 
twentieth century religion has acquired the form of sectarianism. Many 
sects are vying with each other to increase their numbers. Hindus are 
the only stupid people who want to curtail their population. 


[have given an interpretation of the redeeming mantra briefly. It basically 
means you should enhance your man power and knowledge power to 
attain God and serve the country. 


As soon as Brahmachariji concluded his speech a person began to sing: 


Human beings are not equal 
Look into yourself and others 
Someone is mean, petty and beggarly 
Some are men and others women 
He is in all, the master and disciple 
Whoever understands this is blessed 
This is the truth expressed in words 
Kabir says the pure will be liberated. 


The meeting was over. The king offered 251 rupees to Brahmachariji 0n 
a silver platter. Brahmachariji politely declined the offer. 


PRR 
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«C Chapter Thirty-Three 2» 


Meeting with the Kings 


Kings! 
What are they? 
Nothing else but successful robbers. 


n the Vedic culture no special importance was given to kings and 

mperors. If the royalty is defined by wealth and prosperity or animal 

strength, then the robbers have plenty of it. The Vedic religion considers 
Brahmins to be supreme. 


Brühmano5sya mukhamaaseet ! 


Brahmin, full of Brahma-gyan, divine knowledge and sadachar, good 
conduct is the best of humankind; he is most respected and most 
worshipped. Vedic religion is not the religion of kings but the debt of the 
rishis. The foundation of Vedic religion is not in the physical power of 
the kings but in the centuries of austerities and meditation of the ancient 
sages. 


The story goes like this. Rishi Durwasa goes to meet Rama for some 
work. Lakshman standing at the door tells him that Rama is busy and 
will meet him after a while. Durwasa flew into a rage. He says, “Go and 
tell him that Durwasa is at the door. If he doesn't come immediately, I 
will burn the whole of Ayodhya with one curse." Rama came running 
and fell at his feet. 

King Dashrath is sitting in his court. He gets the news that Maharaj 


Vishwamitra is proceeding towards Ayodhya. He got up at once and 
went right up to the main gate barefoot along with his ministers to receive 


This is the effect of Brahmatej, radiance. This has illuminated the edifice 
of Indian culture always. India is not the abode of kings and emperors 
but the peaceful cottage of the sages. If a king meets a sage it only 
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enhances his glory, not the sage's. 


Those days, many kings used to visit Hardwar. The reputation of Brahmachari 
Nand Kishore was spreading far and wide. After the two-day discourse at 
the residence of the King of Ayodhya, many kings had heard of him. 


One day, Maharana Fateh Singh, the descendant of Maharana Partap 
had come to Hardwar with some of his courtiers to take the holy water 
of the Ganga. He heard of Brahmachariji's asceticism and knowledge 
and also got to know that he was born in Udaipur. Some of his courtiers 
claimed to have studied with Brahmachariji in school. 


Maharana was pleased to hear this. He took pleasure in listening to the 
childhood tales of young Phool Kunwar. He had a great desire to meet 
him in person. So, he sent a messenger to ask him to come. He said, 
“Maharaj, the Maharana of Udaipur has sent for you.” 

“Thank you for the invitation, but 1 don't have the time to go to him right 


now 


The messenger reported everything to the king. He said, “Oh! I should 
have gone to him. By sending a messenger to him I have insulted him. 
He immediately sent his Private Secretary to apologise on his behalf. 


The Secretary begged with folded hands, “Maharaj could not come here 
personally, therefore, he asks to be pardoned. He will come at four in 
the evening to meet you.” 


But, sages are strange people. 
Vajraadapi kathoraani mriduni kusumaadapi ! 
He said, “Maharaj is the descendant of Maharana Partap. I have great 
respect for him. I will come at four...” 


At four he went with his friend Swami Shankarand to the residence of 
the Maharana. The Maharana was present at the gate to receive him. 
They had a lively discussion for two hours and then he presented 101 
rupees on a silver platter to Brahmachariji and his friend.Brahmachariji 
touched the money by way of acknowledging it and declined to accept 
it. Swami Shankaranand accepted the king’s gift. 


The king of Udaipur was a genuinely good and simple person. His simplicity 
attracted Brahmachariji to him. One day, the Maharana was having 8 
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bath in the Ganga where there is no distinction between high-low or big 
and small. Everybody takes a dip in the holy waters of the Ganga. But 
that day, the king’s attendants tried to stop the common people from 
going to the area where he was having a bath. When the king heard of 
it, he scolded his attendants and told the people to go ahead. He said, 
“Come on, have a bath. Ganga belongs to all of us. There is no 
discrimination here.” People were delighted to hear this from a king. 


Brahmachariji was present at the scene and he felt deep respect for the 
king. Now, they started meeting everyday. One day, both of them were 
standing at Har-ki-pauri getting ready for the dip when the Maharana 
said, “Udiapur is your birthplace. You have renounced the love of your 
motherland. Why don’t come along with me. I have constructed a 
beautiful house at the back of the palace for sages and saints. No one 
will disturb you in your meditations.” 


Brahmachariji pointed at the mountain and said, “Now, I will go up there 
only. Kailash beckons me. As for my birthplace, the entire universe is 
the birthplace of sages.” 


Before leaving for Udaipur Maharana requested Brahmachariji to 
accompany him to Udaipur, but Brahmachariji was adamant. 
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NUM Thirty Four > 


Missing Ikling 


Love doesn’t grow in gardens or sold in the market; 
Whoever is ready to give himself can take as much of it. 


DE pluck the buds! They have yet to see life; they have yet to 
enjoy youth; they have yet to experience the pain and sorrow and 
rise above it. Don't take them away out of turn, but love them with all 
your heart." 


One day, Brahmachari Nand Kishore was strolling leisurely towards the 
Hardwar Railway Station when he saw some beautiful flowers in a 
garden and instinctively he stretched his hand to pluck one of them. 
Even before he could touch the half-open flower a beautiful lad appeared 
from nowhere and said, “Don’t pluck them, please. Let them blossom. 
If you love them, you will not harm them,” 


Brahmachariji was left looking at the beautiful boy. He kept standing 
there for a long time after the boy gave his small speech and resumed 
his play near the garden wall. 


Brahmachariji was taken aback. For a long time he could not figure out 
whether all that had transpired was a part of his dream or reality. Although 
he had seen everything happening with his own eyes, he couldn't believe 
itto be true. He wanted to go and ask the little boy, “Are you my childhood 
friend? Weren't you and I tied to a machine gun together? Didn't you 
call me to your grandfather's house and expressed your last wish to see 
me? Didn't you leave me alone in your grandfather’s house to go On an 
unknown journey” Weren't you the one who encouraged me to take the 
trip to Uttrakhand by saying, ‘I have come to call you. Jiji is waiting 
outside.’? Didn't you say you will meet me in Hardwar? Now, why 215 
you evading me? Are you angry with me? I have never forgotten you. 


Brahmachariji moved towards the garden wall. He heard a man say, 


*Bhagya, what are you doing here? Come home, your father is calling 
you." 
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*No, I won't go yet. I want to play. Go and tell father that Bhagya wants 
to play more." 


“Enough! You have to go home now.” 


Brahmachariji was watching this scene and at the same time, another 
scene from his childhood flashed past his mind. He was reminded of his 
childhood days when he used to play with Ikling. 


Meanwhile the boy came near Brahmachariji and held his hand. He said, 
“What is the matter? A while ago you were fine. Now what has happened?" 


Brahmachariji felt it was Ikling who was talking to him. 
*What's the matter?" the boy said again. 

“I am sorry, dear child.” 

“Not sorry but phool, flower. Say that Maharaj.” 


Now, Brahmachariji was convinced he was Ikling. He looked deep into 
the eyes of the child and said, “Will you answer my question?” 


“If I can, I will. What is your question?” 
“What is your name and where is your birthplace?” 


“My name is Bhagya Chandra and I live in Amritsar, Guru ki nagari. 
-Now I have answered your question, it is your turn to answer my 
questions. What is your name and where is your birthplace?” 


“You are a clever child. What is your purpose in asking me these 
questions?” 

“Whatever was your purpose in asking me the same questions.” 

“My name is Brahmachari Nand Kishore and I live on the banks of the 
holy Ganga.” 


As soon as he heard this he said, “Enough! Enough! Maharaj, you are 
leading me on because you think Lam a small child. You are telling lies.” 


“You are right. My original name is Phool Kunwar and my birthplace is 
Udaipur." 
Just then a man came and took the boy away forcibly. 
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«C. Chapter Thirty Five D> 


The Intoxication of Love 


Asceticism is an arduous path 
Like climbing a palm tree 
If you reach the top, you get it all; 


If you fall you are shattered to bits. 


fter the man took the boy away forcibly, Brahmachariji was too 

tunned to move. The entire experience had shaken him visibly. He 

knew for sure that the little boy was none other than his childhood friend 

Ikling. And he also seemed to remember it clearly. That is why he had 

refused to accept his acquired name. He also knew that he wouldn't 
meet him again because his family will not allow him to come out. 


Brahmachariji, the exponent of divine knowledge, the founder of the 
Sant Library and many schools, the believer of the power of mool mantra, 
now felt engulfed in worldly love. 


Asambhavam hema mrigasya janma ! 
Tathaapi raamo lalubhe mrigaaya !! 


Lord Rama knew very well that a golden deer exists only in fairy tales, 
yet he had gone in search of it 


Lokottaraanaam chetaansi ko nu vigyaatumorhati ! 


Brahmachariji walked out of the garden drowned in loving memories of 
his childhood friend. He turned to go home when he felt as if someone 
had stopped him. He looked up at the Chandika temple on the mountain. 
He felt as if the Goddess was beckoning him. 
Manmanaa bhava bhadbhaktomadyaajee maam namaskaru ! 
Maamaive syasi satyam tē pratijaane priy5si me n 

Then he took the road to Bhimagorha and crossed the bridge Dudhiaband 
and reached Belwala. From there he took the ferry and reached Chandi 
temple. He started climbing the mountain. He met many people chanting 
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‘Chandi Ma ki jai!’ on their way down when he was climbing up. From 
the temple window he could see the whole of Hardwar. As he saw the 
scene from above, his mind was clouded with thoughts of his childhood 
friend. He wanted to fly and meet him again. He had come all the way 
from Amritsar to meet him. The desire to meet him made him climb 
down recklessly. 


When he sat in the ferry, he told the ferry man, *Please take me across 
fast.” The man said, “Just a minute, Maharaj; I am waiting for that 
group of men coming down. In the meantime, have a snack. It is really 
good. He bought a sweet from the shop and drank Ganga water. By that 
time the others also reached. They were surprised to see Brahmachariji 
there before them. They had met him on their way down and he was 
going up. How he reached so fast was unbelievable. To re-confirm 
whether he went right up to the temple they looked at his forehead and 
clearly saw the tilak of Chandi Mandir on his brow. 


The ferry was ready to start. All of them started shouting slogans *Chandi 
Maiyya ki Jai!’ Brahmachariji was planning how to reach the garden at 
the earliest. He knew that if he took the Mayapuri route it would take 
too long. So, he would take the government boat from Lalji Bara and get 
down at Belwala. Just then the ferry stopped at Belwala. He got down 
at once and entered the forest. While walking briskly he sang a gazal: 


I am neither a lover nor a beloved 
I am but a happy-go-lucky fellow. 
Friends ask me my secret 
Be happy, is all I say. 
How can I describe your glory? 
My speech is under lock and key. 
Love has no religion and what is the religion of love? ` 
You are in my heart; I need no other company. 
I have come to you; you are my protector 
Why should I say I am with my fellow comrades? 


He reached Hardwar singing and walking briskly. He gave up the idea 
of taking the government boat and decided to swim across. He took off 
his clothes and shoes and suddenly saw the sweeper of the Canal 
Department, Tandel watching him from under the tree. Tandel wished 
him, and he asked Tandel where he was:going. 
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“I am going to Mayapuri. I will be back soon. Please come to Lalji Bara 


and have your meal with me. Then both of us will go to Hardwar together 
in the evening. 


“Okay,” said Brahmachariji, “Hurry up!" 


Brahmachariji wanted to get away as soon as possible. He was an expert 
swimmer and enjoyed swimming. Now, he had tied the bundle of his 
clothes and shoes on his head and was swimming at great speed. After 
some time, when he looked back to check how much distance he had 
covered, he realized that he had made no progress at all because was 
swimming against the current. He used all his force to move ahead but 
was thrown back by the waves. He tried to stand up to find out how 
deep the water was. He discovered the water level was way above his 
head. In the process his clothes got wet and heavier. His neck bent 
under the weight and he took the bundle in his hand. After some time, 
the hand got tired and he let go the bundle from his hand. It disappeared 
in the waves immediately. He tried to chase the bundle but was hit back 
by the waves. He found himself right in the middle of the current. He 
realized he couldn't cross the river without help from outside. 


He saw some men standing at the Kushwrat Ghat. He shouted to them. 
“Help! Help me! I am drowning!" He saw a man jump into the river but 
he didn't come out. Others joined the crowd on the bank watching the 
spectacle. Brahmachari ji was being thrown towards the Shrawan Nath 
Ghat by the stormy waves. He was being taken away from the Ghat. 
Just then Brahmachariji heard some one shouting at the top of his voice, 
*Whoever saves this man will get a reward of hundred rupees from 
me!" But no one volunteered. Brahmachariji was being blown away 
when he clearly heard some one tell him, “put your feet down.” He did 
that but was hit by another wave. 


He lost all hope. He could not speak. He realized that everything in this 
world, the friends and companions, the good and bad, the give-and take 
is coming to an end. Now, it is time to think of the next world and 
concentrate on God. It doesn't take as long to do that as it takes to put it 
in words. As soon as he meditated on God, he was.hit by another wave 
and he lost consciousness. As he was drowning his right hand seemed to 
be calling someone. Till the end his right hand could be seen waving to 
someone. Then he saw himself covered with a white sheet lying on a 
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wooden plank. Only his face was uncovered. And there is a moth 
hovering over his face. After that there was nothing. Then he found 
himself in the water near the platform close to the Dharamashala of 
Bhola Gir. : 


He stretched his right hand and it touched the wali of the platform. He 
held on to it and stood up. Water was only knee-deep at this point. He 
climbed on to the platform with difficulty. He lay there on his stomach 
for some time. Soon a crowd came rushing from Hardwar. Brahmachari ji 
listened to their chitter-chatter.silently. “Oh! What will his family do 
when they hear that their father got drowned in the Ganga?” Another 
group of people came up to him and asked if he had seen someone 
drowning in the river. Brahmachari ji was in no mood to talk. He was 
wondering how to reach home in this naked state. When he saw a student 
come his way he wondered if the student would give him his dhoti; he 
would give him two in return once he got home. But the boy washed his 
hands quickly and left. Brahmachari ji couldn’t utter a word. For a moment 
he thought, ‘People are dead. Why should I bother about them? Had 
they been alive they would have come to his rescue.’ But again he was 
caught up with the problem of going naked. He had to go to the blacksmith 
to unlock his door since the key had been lost with the clothes. His main 
worry was not to be seen in this state in the marketplace. 


At a distance he saw an ascetic doing his puja. He wondered if he could 
get something from him. He went closer and saw the ascetic was sleeping. 
Again, he thought, ‘the whole world is asleep. Why bother about it?” He 
overcame his shyness and started walking proudly towards. home. 
Suddenly, he had no worry; he was gliding more than walking. Thus, he 
reached home. He barely touched the lock and it opened. He went in 
and wore his clothes. Then he decided to eat something to get the water 
out of his system. He went to the dhaba, had a hearty meal and then 
returned to his room and slept after closing the door from inside. 


He woke at six in the morning. When he looked out of the main gate he 
saw the same boy, Bhagya Chandra running and singing: 


I-am amazed at your creation; 
I have no way to please you. 
There is nothing in this world 
That I can give as an offering to you. 
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Brahmachariji tried to stop him. “Please stop a while and listen to me." 
But the child kept running away. He could take it no longer. He decided 
to call it a day. He took the knife in his hand and was about to stab 
himself in the stomach when he heard, “Yatiji, what are you doing? 
Suicide is a sin, the worst sin." The knife fell from his hand. He turned 
round to see the speaker. Once again, he saw Ikling, Bhagya Chandra. 


*Bhagya Chandra, you have come?" 

*Come from where? Yati ji, I have always been with you." 

“No, Bhagya, you are always running away from me." 

“No, never. That is your illusion. I am always with you.” 

“No, no. You live in that big house near the garden.” 

“My physical body lives there, but my astral body is always with you.” 
“But, how will I get peace?” 


“T will tell you the remedy. Your name is Nand Kishore and my name is 
Bhagya Chandra. Take half my name and half yours and make it Kishore 
Chandra. From today, you are Brahmachari Kishore Chandra instead of 
Nand Kishore. See, I have given you such a good remedy.” 


He said this and disappeared. 
And the lover continued to sing: 


Beloved! I look for you everywhere. 
Nothing pleases the heart any more. 
I sing of you day and night 
Of everything else I am not aware. 
My intellect is too small to sing of your glory 
I rely on the scriptures to grasp part of it. 
I am going insane in your love 
I have no other desire left in me. 
Every breath is in your name 
Difficult is the path that leads to you 
One has to die to get to you. 
But, a glimpse of you is all I want 
Beloved! I look for you everywhere. 
Nothing else pleases me any more. 
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The Ascetic, Yati Kishore Chandra 
Happy Memories from His life . 


Thy name is love, 
My God! 
Don’t you see? 
Thy beloved is madly in love 
Almighty Father! 
Take me in thy lap. 


There is no peace in love. 

Like the moth loving the flame burns to death. 
Like the water loving the wave gets nothing in hand. 
Like the flute loving music takes the arrow in the heart. 
I am in love with the Lord and have become speechless. 
Surdas says I suffer in separation, 

And tears flow from my eyes incessantly. 
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«C Chapter Thirty-Six_> 


The Ascetic, Yati Kishore Chandra 


God is love 


ishore Chandra was madly in love with God. He forgot everything 

lse. He was lost to the world and to himself. He forgot about his 

Sant Library, his dispensary, his various rural plans, and everything else 
besides. All he remembered was his childhood friend's name. 


After coming to Hardwar he had lost sight of his goal. He had come to 
Hardwar to look for Ikling. His friend was to be born in Uttrakhand 
from Amritsar. He had come to meet his friend and play the childhood 
games they had been playing earlier. But, did he even try to find out 
where his dear friend was? 


After many years when his friend came to him inachild's form it brought 
about a revolution in Brahmachari Nand Kishore's life. The exponent 
and interpreter of the scriptures, the creator of the redeeming mantra 
that dispels all sorts of attachments, Brahmachari Nand Kishore became 
Kishore Chandra. 


Love is of different kinds; there is love between the master and the 
disciple, there is love between the father and son; there is love between 
brother and sister, between husband and wife and between lover and 
beloved. There was love between Mahavir and Rama and there Was 
another kind of love between Rama and Sita. And, there was yet another 
kind of love between Tulsidas and Rama. 


This is Platonic love. Many devotees like Sant Tukaram, Ramateeratha, 
Chaitanya experienced Platonic love. They rose in love; they flew like 
birds to meet their beloved. This was not physical love, but love at a 
much higher plane. 


God is everywhere. He is in every atom of the universe. But you need 
eyes to see Him. And, everyone does not have the ability to see Him. 
You cannot acquire this ability from colleges or universities. Kabir, Tulsidas, 
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Tukaram and Meera had not obtained the degree of D.Litt from a 


University. This is more like an Honorary degree presented to the lovers 
of God. 


Guru Nanak has called this love ‘Sacha Sauda’, true business. Kabir 
calls it the immortal state. For this love, Ramateertha shunned all worldly 
pleasures and went to the jungle. Guru Nanak’s father Lala Kaluram 
gave fifty rupees to his son to do profitable business. Nanak met some 
sadhus on the way who had not eaten for many days. He fed them and 
returned home to tell his father that he had spent the money on a profitable 
business, Sacha Sauda. For the sake of the same love, Siddharth left his 
wife and child and all the princely comforts to go to the jungles. Rishi 
Dayanand too went to the forest in search of the same love. Whoever 
was bitten by this bug could never enjoy the home and family life. This 
Sacha Sauda is a costly business indeed. 


This lover remained hungry and thirsty for many days. He waned sit on 
a rock on the banks of the Ganga. People asked him, “Who are you 
waiting for?” He did not reply. He just stared at the waters of the Ganga 
and sometimes looked back at the Chandi Temple. He would look 
expectantly when the breeze rustled through the leaves, hoping to see 
his friend. He say a soulful song: 


Since I have set eyes on you, my love 
Everything else appears meaningless to me. 
There is only one desire left in the heart, 
May I have another glimpse of you! 
What else is there to desire? 


There is no other thought left in the heart, 
All I want is another glimpse of you! 
All I want is the glimpse of your innocent face 
That soft enticing smile of yours 
That takes my heart away. 


I am in love with your countenance, 
Your innocent smile takes my heart away. 
The dimples on your cheeks enchant me 

I cannot rest without a glimpse of you 
I cannot forget you for a single moment. 
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All my sorrows disappear when i see you 

I don't love anyone e;se more than you. 

I live for that moment when I'll see you 
Everything else appears meaningless to me. 


Yati Kishore Chandra had not eaten à morsel of food or taken a drop of 
water for the last five days. However, there was not a trace of discomfort 
visible on his face. Ever since he got into this despondent mood longing 
for his friend, he would often forget about everything and remain wherever 
he was for days. 

That day, when he was singing a man came with some fruits and said, 
*Maharaj, have some fruit.” “No,” he said, “I know he has sent it, but I 
will not eat it till he comes.” The man said, "But, I have brought it for 
you with love.” “Okay, then I will take it respectfully.” He put the tray 
on his head, and said, “Tell him, I have accepted his gift, but I will not 
touch it until he shows up.” 


The man was thoroughly confused and he left after some time. Yati ji 
started talking to himself, “Listen, you are very mischievous. But, that 
isn’t unusual. Even I was very naughty when I was your age. At that 
time you were not like this. From where have learnt all this now?” 


Just then a group of five six young boys stopped near him and said, 
“Why, Yatiji? You have been sitting here for many days. Why don’t you 
go home?” 


Yatiji offered the fruit to them and said, “Take this; it is a gift of love.” 
The boys looked at each other undecided, but Yatiji persuaded them to 
eat. 


They said, “Divide it into seven parts.” 

“But you are only six,” Yatiji said. 

“You are the seventh one,” they said 

“No. I will not eat. Don’t make a share for me. 

“There you are! That is what is wrong,” one of them said. 


Yatiji was wondering what was his mistake when the boys picked 4 
piece of the sweetmeat and put it in his mouth. 
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“You naughty fellows,” said Yatiji. 


“Oh, yes, we are naughty, we are mischievous, we are deceptive and 
whatever else you say. But, you eat since you haven't eaten for the last 
five days.” 


«I will not eat till my friend comes,” said Yatiji adamantly. 
“This is where you are wrong. Look at me. Who am I?” 
“Come, come, my dear. Always stay with me.” 

“Oh, yes, as if I have nothing else to do? Anyway, eat this.” 
Yatiji’s eyes brimmed as he said, “My dear, you also eat.” 


All the children started eating and that child began to laugh. Yatiji offered 
a piece from his share to him. And the boy did the same; he offered a 
piece from his share to Yatiji. The other boys joked and laughed. They 
finished eating and soon disappeared jumping and skipping merrily. Yatiji 
got back into his despondent mood and started singing: 


There is a longing in my heart to meet you 
My heart has melted like love itself. 
Day and night I think of you 
That has become a habit with me. 

My life is dedicated to the love of my lord 
That’s all I see and hear these days. 
Now that I have met him face-to-face 
What is heaven and hell for me? 
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«C Chapter Thirty-Seven 


The Lover 


He who understands love is the greatest scholar. 


he spark of love turned into a roaring fire within a few days. In this 

fire, Yatiji burnt all his desires except the longing to meet that beautiful 
boy. He gave up work in the dispensary and dismissed the workers and 
stopped responding to the letters. He moved about like a zombie in the 
streets and the forests, sometimes under the scorching sun or under the 
shade of a tree, sometimes walking hurriedly with determination or sitting 
leisurely for days on end. 


All the time he kept the memory of his beloved close to his heart. At 
times he would cry uncontrollably and other times he would sing and 
dance in ecstasy. People who knew him were perplexed at this 
behaviour. They couldn’t fathom what was bothering him so much that 
he had lost his appetite for not only food but everything. When he tried 
to explain he was incoherent and made no sense. The people would go 
away more baffled than before. He seemed to be living in another world 
which was not visible to them. 


However, the phenomenon of love is incomprehensible. What appeared 
to be painful to others was something that gave him infinite peace. They 
thought he was renouncing the world, but to him all that appeared 
immaterial in comparison with love. Love is the miracle that has led 
kings to abandon their empires; it has led great sages to annihilate 
themselves for a glimpse of the beloved. Love makes the world go round 
and every living being from the tiniest insect to the evolved man have 
felt the power of love driving them to do things beyond their control. 
Man without love is no more than a statue of clay. Love is the language 
through which God communicates to living beings. Pure love is very 
different from the contorted versions of human passions wrongly 
understood as love. Love cannot be selfish or conditional; there is NO 
doubt about that. 
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Love is the elixir of life. Love brings the separated together. Love is the 
the support of the supportless, the help of the helpless. Love is God’s 
hand on the beloved. A person in love can scale daunting mountains. 
Love shows the path that leads to salvation. Love, true, pure love! Love 
is not selfish; love does not demand anything. The love that expects 
something in return is not love at all; it is deception, delusion. Love has to 
be selflesss, without a selfish motive. 


One day, Yatiji started walking towards the temple of the Goddess of 
Raiwala along the banks of the Ganga. In the forest opposite the temple 
he went on climbing up and up and then descended to where the Ganga 
was flowing in all its glory. He was still immersed in love and reached 
the temple of the Raiwala Goddess. He saw a small mound and some 
dry twigs lying all around. Surely, someone must have lit a fire a while 
ago. He sat there and watched a beautiful scene from there. The sun 
was about to set. The water of the Ganga was placid. There was a flock 
of ducks playing in the water. They would go a distance together and 
then return to the same spot. Yatiji watched them, play fully absorbed in 
their antics. A long time went by. The sun set and the birds disappeared 
leaving Yatiji to cherish the scene long after it was over. 


It was winter. The night was pitch dark. Yatiji kept sitting there wondering 
at the vastness of the river. He longed to ask the river that goes places 
if she had seen his beloved somewhere. He started describing the playful 
kid to the river. ‘He roams around all day but won’t come to meet me. 
When I ask him when we will meet, he says, “Tomorrow.” But tomorrow 
never comes. It always comes as today. He told me to combine my 
name with his name and assured me that would make me unite with 
him. But what has come out of it? I am Nand Kishore, yet I don’t know 
where he is. 


Late at night when it was very cold, Yati ji lita fire to warm himself. Just 
then, he heard someone shouting, “Who is it?” Yatiji kept quiet. After a 
few minutes he heard someone wading through the water and coming 
towards him. A man appeared from the darkness and said, “Why did 
you light the fire?” 


“To warm myself.” 


“I kept the wood here.” 
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“Why?” 
“To warm myself.” 

“Now I have lit it for you. Come closer.” 
“Okay, Babaji.” 


Just then a man came running towards them and started speaking 
excitedly. He said, “I just saw a witch taking two kids with her and flying 
in the sky. She was a monster with long dark hair and two ugly teeth 
protruding.” The other man said, “This is nothing new. She has been 
seen taking four kids also.” 


“I was terrified by the sight. I hid myself under a tree.” 


Yatiji was listening to the conversation of these two men silently. He 
tried to intervene and dispel their fears but they continued to conjecture 
about the possibilities of becoming a prey to her demonic hunger. One of 
them said he would hide under a sheet and pretend to be dead so that 
she leaves him alone. The other was worried for his life. Yatiji said now 
that they were with him no harm would come to them. 


Then he asked them, “Where are you from? And what were you doing 
in the Ganga in the middle of the night?” 


“We are from Jambu district. There we do farming but here we were 
catching fish. 


“What do you do with the fish?” Yatiji asked. 

“We sell it to the contractor, who supplies it to Saharanpur and Dehradun.” 
“I am going to ask you something. Give me an honest reply.” 

“Yes?” 


“You are here and your families are far away. How would you feel if 
someone would take your children away?” 


“Extreme pain,” said the men together. 


“And how would you feel if someone strangled your children or your 
wife in front of you?” 


“Tt would be unbearable,” they said. 
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“Now, see, even these are people whom you catch unawares in the 
middle of the night. They have not done any harm to you. You must have 
committed some sins for which you are getting this punishment because 
the consequence of this would be even worse. If you are farmers, you 
should go back to farming. Farming is the best profession. You are 
creating instead of destroying. It is non-violent and therefore a virtue. 
The food you produce would feed thousands of hungry people. And you 
will get their blessings. Take heed of my words. There is still time for 
you to mend your ways.” 


The man who had covered himself with a sheet spoke, “Yes, Maharaj, I 
get your point. We give you our word. We will return to our village and 
put all our effort in farming.” He took a huge stone and threw it on the 
fishing rod. The rod broke. He put the fishing net on fire and soon it was 
in flames. 


Yatiji sat there for a while even after the men left. He was in a happier 
mood now. He strolled on the sand and then took a bath. Walking through 
the forest he went back to Hardwar. 


DOOK 
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In the Lap of the Lord 


This is the house of love; not your aunt's abode 
The admission fee is nothing less than your head. 


t was the monsoon season. Yati Kishore Chandra started climbing the 
mountain when the sky was overcast and there was much thunder 
and lightning in the rain-heavy clouds. 


He longed to meet his friend and sang this song. he started walking 
towards the forests. He climbed the mountain and went on climbing till 
he was on the highest peak. He sat and said to himself, “Look, so many 
days have gone by and I have not had a glimpse of my beloved." He 
said this and stood up suddenly, and started singing... 


You are the breath of my life; when will you come? 
The night is dark, the moon and stars are in hiding; 
My eyes long to get a glimpse of you, when will you come? 


The breeze seems to understand my plight 
The nightingale sings my tale of woe 
The separation is unbearable; when will you come? 


Yatiji was lost in his thoughts as he sang and walked deep into the forest. 
He didn't notice a pig digging up roots to eat. But the pig noticed him and 
came towards him. Yatiji stretched his arms to welcome him, saying, 
*Come, my love." The pig who had intended to attack him to quench his 
hunger was stunned and went back. Yatiji kept calling him for a long 
time. *He doesn't come but sends his messengers. Even they run away 
from me. Why don't you give me his message?" 


He kept the conversation going continuously, speaking to his friend as 
though he was right in front of him. 


“Are you annoyed with me? Have I offended you in some way? Perhaps, 
I was not considerate enough when you came last time. That is why you 
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ran away with your friends who were making fun of me. Okay, you are 
getting sick of me. All right, I will not bother you any more. You think I 
am mad. I will go so far away that you won’t hear of me any more. I will 
return to my Maker.” 


So saying, he jumped from the cliff. As he fell into the gorge some 
invisible hands gave him support and he seemed to land on a velvety 
cushion. He looked around and took stock of the situation. He was 
convinced that his friend had come to save his life. Tears trickled down 
his cheeks unchecked. Suddenly, amidst thunder and lightning it started 
pouring heavily. He looked up and said, “My Lord, why are you crying?" 
A sadhu who was passing by heard him and said, ^Yatiji! What are you 
doing here? You are fully drenched. Come with me." 


Yatiji had never seen him before. But, the sadhu seemed to know him. 
He led him to the little hut he had improvised by collecting sticks and 
twigs. Once inside the hut, he asked, “Would you like to eat something?” 
Yati ji said, ^No, but could you tell me one thing? When I was falling I 
felt as if someone had extended his hands to catch me midway. That is 
how I did not get hurt. I don't even have a bruise on my body." 


“Why did you jump from the cliff?” the sadhu asked. 

“To die.” 

“Suicide? For what?” 

“For the love of my beloved.” 

“This is not love; this is hate. Who told you to commit suicide in love?” 
“My heart.” 


The sadhu said, “You are an intelligent person. People speak very highly 
of you. If you had died wouldn’t your beloved have suffered in pain? 
Wouldn’t your beloved be blamed for your death? Did you want that to 
happen?” 


“Tt was a mistake.” 


“Do you know how much harm would have come out of it to your 
beloved? Love is next to God. Now, I will tell you, you were saved by 
the same love that is God.” 
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“Oh! He must have suffered because of me. Now, what should 1 do?” 
“Be patient. Your beloved is with you.” 
“Where is he? | can't see him.” 


“You can't see him with these eyes. You need a different vision for 
that.” 


“Sadhuji! When will I get that vision? I want the eyes by which I can see 
my love all the time?" 


“Wait for some time. Walk softly on the path of love, and don't make the 
same mistake again." He said this and got up to go. 


“Where are you going, Sadhu ji?" Yatiji asked. 


. *[ have to go. Someone else has remembered me." The sadhu said as 
he went out into the night. 


IKKE 
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«C Chapter Thirty-Nine > 


Neither Here nor There 


Preaching is fine if followed by practice. 


en the clouds dispersed and the moonlight shone through them, 
Yatiji came out of the hut. He looked at it and realized that it 
wasn't a hut, but the shade of a small tree with its branches drooping 
almost to the ground. He wondered at the events of the night.. .the sadhu 
and this tree which served as a hut in the rain. He wondered where the 
sadhu had gone and why he had been there at that time. Maybe, he had 
come only to save him. He repeated the sadhu's words and decided to 
follow his advice. He headed straight to Hardwar to his room. 


After a few days in the month of Kartik, the heat of the sun had mellowed 
down, the sky was clear and the Ganga was more pure, placid and calm. 
The Ganga was dancing gleefully and seemed to be joyfully finding her 
way to her beloved. One day Yatiji was walking on the banks of the river 
lost in thought. Soon he realized that he had walked all the way up to 
Rishikesh. He stopped at a place called Vasudhari, which is an 
exceptionally beautiful spot. Some greedy people have used the natural 
beauty of this place to rob the naive devotees on their way to pilgrimages. 
If you stand in a big hall and speak loud enough, your voice echoes in the 
mountains. These people ask the question, “What will you have? Sweet 
or fruit?” The last word echoes and they sell their fruit to the gullible 
people who think it is the order from above. 


If you look at it like this then this part of the mountain is extremely calm, 
beautiful, pure and natural. This is just the right spot to be in if one is 
desrous of attaining spiritual heights. 


Yatiji stayed in Vasudhara for a couple of days. On the fourth day he 
saw some rafts coming in his direction. Thes erafts were going tO 
Hardwar. They would achor on the Vasudhara ghat in a short while and 
the men in charge would take some rest under the shade of the trees. 
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When he saw some rafts coming, he wanted to go back to Hardwar in 
one of them. He asked the man if he would take him. The man said that 
he was not allowed to take anyone on the raft. But Yati ji expressed his 
desire to go on it. He pleaded with the man who directed him to the 
munshi, the man in charge of the raft. Even he said that he was not 
allowed to take anyone on the raft. That was the government's order. 
Yatiji said, *You are the government. The rule is made to protect people 
with families. If someone like me perishes in the river, who will be 
bothered? Then why are you afraid to take me? I am a good swimmer; 
I can save my life. In any case, if something has to happen, no one can 
prevent it.” He tucked his clothes and said, “Munshiji, there are many 
ways to reach Hardwar. I will show you how I go there." Munshiji 
quickly intervened. “Okay, you come in the morning. We will take you.” 
“Thank you,” he said, “please tell your people.” They started at seven in 
the morning though Yatiji was there at three. There were three rafts and 
six men. The raft in which Yatiji sat was right at the end. What a 
breathtaking scene it was!! Yati ji enjoyed floating on the surface of the 
meandering river taking twists and turns through the daunting Himalayas. 
Tiny drops of water would fall on his feet giving him a tingling sensation. 
The entire experience was out of this world. He sang in ecstasy: 


Gangoateete humagirisilaabaddhapadmaasanasya ! 
Brahmadhyaanaabhyasanavidhinaa yoganidraam gatasya H 
Kim tairbhaavyam mama sudivasaryatra te nirvisankaah ! 
Kandooyanté jara thaharinaa swaangamange madeeye !! 


*When we will sit in meditation on a Himalayan rock on the banks of 
the Ganga, we will achieve the state of Yog nidra and gain divine 
knowledge. We will be so deep in meditation that even if the deer rubs 
himself against us to scratch his back we will not know." 


The poet who wrote that verse did not achieve that state, but Yatiji was 
in a blissful state as he drifted on the waters of the Ganga on the raft 
enjoying the breathtaking beauty of the mountains. 


Five miles short of Rishikesh, one man jumped on to the raft. Now there 
were four persons on this raft. Yatiji had brought four pieces of a sweet 
made of milk. He gave three to the three men, and half of the fourth he 
offered to Ganga and had the remainder himself. Two miles below the 
Veerbhadra Temple, the Ganga gets divided into two rivers, one of them 
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takes the mountainous route and other flows into the plains. The 
mountainous route is better for the rafts. On the other route they get 
stuck after some time. The other two rafts were ahead of the one in 
which Yatiji was sitting. One of them went on the mountainous path 
while the other took the route to the plains. Their raft went into neither 
and suddenly came to a screeching halt. The men in charge started 
criticizing the others. The water here was just one foot deep. There 
were huge rocks in it. The men started pulling the raft over the rocks. 
Yatiji also gave them a helping hand. The fourth man left the raft and 
went walking to Hardwar. The men said, “Baba ji, you wait here. We 
will try and get the other raft moving and after that we will start.” 


“When will you start from here?” 


“Tt seems we will not be able to go today. Most probably, we will get it 
started tomorrow morning.” 


The two men left and Yatiji spread his sheet under a tree and got lost in 
his thoughts. He realized how ignorance is the root cause of all our 
problems. The men in charge of the raft were busy criticizing others and 
- got stuck themselves. And, now they were going to help others. That is 
how it is with the world. We are always concerned about preaching to 
others rather than applying the same principles on ourselves. That is 
true of our leaders who know nothing but try to lead the public. People 
suffering from all kinds of disorders obtain degrees and become doctors 
to treat the sick India. They say, “We are the leaders; follow us and we 
will take you across.” The innocent people trust them fully and are at 
their mercy. One of a million goes his way otherwise the majority depends 
on them. This is the condition of the Hindu community; it is neither here 
nor there; neither dead nor alive. Thirty crore gods are living in slavery 
but the custodians of religion will still cling to them. What will become of 
this country? 


He mused over such thoughts for nearly three hours when he heard 
someone saying, “Babaji, come, the raft is going.” Yatiji reached 
Gaurighat in the raft at eight o’clock in the night. He had to spend the 
night in Gaurighat. It was a moonlit night. Yatiji put his head on a stone 
and lay down on the sand and sang: 


Kwachi bhoomu $ayyah kwachidagi cha paryanja $ayanah ! 
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Kwachichchhakaahaarah kwachidajee cha Saalyodanaruchi !! 
Kwachitkanthaadhaareeh kwachidapi cha divyaambardharo ! 
Manasvee kaaryaarthee na ganapati dukham cha sukham !! 


In the morning the men told Yatiji that they would go to pull out their raft 
and he should wait for them. They would pick him up from there. But, 
Yatiji also reached the same spot walking through the forest. A wild 
elephant charged towards the men but they jumped into the river. The 
elephant also jumped into the water but after some time came out. Then 
the elephant saw a gujjar, milkman grazing his buffalo and speaking 2 
different dialect. The elephant moved towards him and then reversed 
his steps. Then he came to the tree on which Yatiji was sitting and 
watching everything. He just sniffed the earth and went away. 


The men asked from a distance, “Babaji, has the elephant come near 
you?” 


“He came and went away. Now there is no danger.” 


“Okay. You start walking on the bank of the river and we will catch up 
with you when we release the raft." 


The rafts started moving the same evening, but got caught in a dense 
forest, where there was no sign of human life. Yatiji was amazed at the 
lack of experience of these men. He had to spend the second night in 
the jungle. It was midnight and there was not a sound to be heard 
anywhere. A tiny light was blinking far away on the mountain. Yatiji sat 
in a yoga posture to meditate. After some time, the men called, “Babaji, 
come the raft is ready to leave." 


He sat in the raft not sure whether the men would not get into the fast 
current at Dudhiabandh. But, with the grace of God, they finally reached 
Hardwar. Yatiji invited the men to come to his house in the morning. 
When they came he gave them four rupees as a reward. 


SOOO 
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«C Chapter Forty _ 


On the Path to Infinity 


What shadows we are! 
What shadows we pursue! 


"des cycle of time is inevitable. It turns the wheel and turns everything 
upside down. Kings become beggars and beggars become kings. 
Slaves become independent and the free are tied in chains. The strong 
become weak and the weak gain strength to jump into the battlefield, 
and this change is called the revolutionary cycle. 


Yatiji had not been touched by this growing wave. He showed no signs 
of weakness even when he spent days wandering in the jungles. But, his 
longing for his friend, Ikling from the day he appeared as Bhagya Chandra 
became stronger by the day. It took the form of an ailment. Contrary to 
the common belief that time is a great healer in Yatiji's case it was only 
deepening the sorrow of separation. The first impact of this was seen on 
the day when he almost drowned in the river despite the fact that he 
knew seven different styles of swimming. 


Ramakrishan Mission has a big hospital in Kankhal. In those days Dr 
Kalyan Chandra was the head of this hospital. He was a good soul and 
had great affection for Yatiji. When he heard of his illness he came to 
him. Yatiji was lying in bed and Shree Shiv Dayal Giriji was sitting by his 
side. The doctor examined the patient and said to Dayalji, ^I think, Yatiji 
should get admitted in the Mission Hospital so that he is under my 
observation. 


eee eee eee 


In the hospital, Dr Kalyan Chandra and his colleague Dr Turiya Nand 
took good care of Yatiji. However, three days after he was admitted to 
the hospital, one morning Yatiji closed his eyes for ever. There was no 
pulse and breathing had stopped. The doctors kept examining him while 
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Yatiji left his physical body and went to another world in his astral body. 
After some time... 


Dr. Turiya Nand was walking up and down outside the hospital when he 
saw two men carrying a bundle on their shoulders. He asked them, “Is 
there a patient?” 


“Yes.” 
“Okay, take him in.” 


They carried the patient inside the hospital and Swami Turiya Nand 
followed them. Dr Kalyan Chandra began examining the patient now 
lying on the examination table. As he removed the cover from his face, 
he was shocked at what he saw. 


“Yati Kishore Chandra!” he exclaimed. Turiya Nand and other doctors 
turned to look at the patient. There was absolutely no doubt; it was Yati 
Kishore Chandra... not dead or just the cage but the bird of life intact. 


Dr Kalyan Chandra asked the men, “From where have you brought 
him?” 


“From Neel Dhara.” 


The former traveler on the eternal journey suddenly said, “Doctor, Iam 
hungry." 


“Oh! You are hungry? Okay, I will get some soup for you.” 
“T can't have soup. I want food, a full meal." 


“Yatiji, you have not eaten for ten days, and you have just come back 
from the dead. You will not be able to digest solid food, so soup is good 
for you.” 


“No, I will eat food.” 


“You are an intelligent man, Yatiji. You know that people long for what 
they are denied.” 


“You are right, but I want food.” 


“Okay, let me order some rice and daal for you,” he said this and went 
out. 
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Outside the two men were waiting. Dr Kalyan Chabdra asked them, 
*How did you find him?" 


One of them spoke, *Maharaj, my name is Heera and he is Devi. We 
live in Kankhal and we are woodcutters. We had gone out towards Neel 
Dhara to collect wood when we saw a big bundle float on the water. I 
even saw something moving inside it. I told Devi and we went closer to 
see what it is. As we came closer, we heard the sound of Aum Aum 
coming from it. Now we were convinced that it was not a corpse of 
some sadhu but a living person. I extended my axe and pulled the bundle 
out. We put it on the sand and checked. There was life in him and his 
body was hot. As he was lying there on the sand, we took a moment to 
have a smoke and decide what to do with him. Suddenly, he opened his 
eyes and said, “Who brought me here?" 


I asked, “Where were you?" 


He said something which we could not follow. I asked again, “Where 
have you come from?" 


He said, *Bengali Dispensary. Please take me there." 


Doctor Saheb, we have brought him here because he told us to bring 
him here." 


*99 eee eee 


Everyone appreciated the courage of the men. Swami Turiya Nand gave 
them five rupees as a reward but they refused to take it. “We have not 
done any favour; we have only done our duty.” 


SOOO 
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«C Chapter Forty-One > 


A Journey to Paradise 


Swarge loké na bhayam kinchanaasti ! 
Na tatra mrityo na jarayaa vibheti !! 


D; Kalyan Chandra heard the tale of the two men and went to 
Yatiji’s room. He was once again shocked to see the bed empty 
and Yati ji nowhere to be found. He asked all the workers in the hospital 
if any one had seen him, but they had got engrossed listening to the tale 
of the men who brought him in. The servant had brought the meal of rice 
and daal for Yatiji, but that didn't appease his appetite. He wanted more 
since he had not eaten for almost a fortnight. He realized that he was 
not going to get any more food, so he decided to run away from the 
hospital. He found an opportune moment to escape when all the hospital 
staff was busy listening to the men. He ran as fast as his legs could 
carry him and stopped only when he reached Hardwar. 


He went to his usual eating joint and said, “Shambhu, prepare food for 
two persons. I am in my library; tell me when it is ready. He bought one 
seer of grapes and half a seer of apples and went inside. After a few 
minutes, Shambhu announced that the food was ready. yatiji followed 
him alone. 


“Where is the second man?" Shambhu asked him. 
*He will come in a moment. Serve me in the meantime." 


He ate his share and then ate on behalf of the second person. Finally, he 
was satisfied. After the hearty meal he went to the library to rest and 
then started walking towards Har-ki-pauri. There he found Pundit Rattan 
Chand of Kashmir sitting with his friends. He was amazed to see him. 
He exclaimed in astonishment, “Yatiji, we just heard...” 


Yatiji interrupted him mid-sentence and said, “Yes, I had been parceled 
to the house of Yamaraj, but the labe] seemed to be incorrect, so I have 
been returned." 


CC-0.Panini Kanya Maha Vidyalaya Collection. 


Digitized by Arya Samaj Foundation Chennai and eGangotri 


[Part - Four 205| 


_ ——ÉÉÉÉÉÓÉÓÉÓÉÓÉÓÉÓÉÓÉ——CÉ—MM— 


All the friends were keen to listen to the mysterious story in detail. Yatiji 
began to tell them. 


In the meantime, Dr Kalyan Chand and Dr Vrinda went in search of 
their patient, who had come back safe from the clutches of death and 
then disappeared again. First they went to the library and found it locked. 
Then they saw him sitting in the middle of a group of people telling them 
his story. When Yatiji saw them, he said, “He is the great doctor who 
saved my life.” 


He continued, “I was lying on my deathbed in the hospital when I felt I 
had neither the strength nor the inclination to speak. Then the light went 
out of my eyes. After that I lost touch with my physical body. At that 
moment I felt as if something is trying to get out of that body. It was 
revolving at great speed and I knew that I will get rid of the pain once I 
get out of that fast moving cycle. Then there was a click and I saw 
myself come out of it. Then I found myself in a beautiful garden. The 
soft green grass felt like velvet under my feet and the whole garden was 
full of pleasant fragrance. I started walking by the side of a stream. 
Then I saw an old sadhu washing his begging bow] in the water. He was 
naked with just a loincloth on and he had smeared his body with ashes. 


I realized that I was in Kailash and the man in front of me was Kailashpati. 
I was overjoyed to have a glimpse of him. I wanted to fall at his feet and 
seek his blessings. I moved forward with my heart overflowing with 
love and devotion. I went up and up as if I was flying in the sky. Then I 
saw a marble house out of which emerged a young man in yellow robes 
followed by many young boys in the same dress. I kept watching the 
whole scene from a distance. That was Vaikuntha, paradise, where there 
is no sorrow or pain, no jealousy or hatred; only joy and peace prevails. 
Wherever you look you see colourful flowers and butterflies, all kinds of 
exotic birds virtually playing an orchestra. 


In the middle of this garden is a complex of seven palaces, one of which 
is the abode of the Divine Master. The entire palace is studded with 
diamonds and precious stones. After I seweal saw the magnificent palace 
my desire to see the Lord of the universe increased manifold. I know 
that this is the boon that people earn after lives of severe austerities and 
meditation. I stood no chance to be allowed into this court. Nevertheless, 
I started following the young boys. This is the place, I thought and looked 
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around. The scene was breathtaking. Its beauty cannot be described in 
words. You cannot believe it unless you have seen it. I crossed six gates 
and was on the threshold of the seventh. There were two watchmen on 
duty. They were imposing personalities; they had rings in their ears and 
garlands of basil round their necks. In one hand they held a club and in 
the other a solid rod. They didn’t stop me as I walked totally mesmerized 
by the ambience of sheer beauty. Soft music permeated the atmosphere. 
I felt ecstatic when I saw the Lord of the universe. I fell at his feet and 
prayed. 


He had two swan-shaped flappers on either side of his throne and a 
white canopy on top. His brow was adorned with a beautiful diamond 
and ears with rings. He had a blue lotus in one hand and the other rested 
on the shoulder of an eagle. 


When Lakshmi moves about in the palace with the blue lotus in her hand 
it appears as though she is dusting the walls with it. Lakshmi's friends 
fetch water from the holy ponds singing melodious tunes. I was left 
looking at this unimaginably beautiful scene. 


It was twelve o'clock at noon. It was lunch time for the gods and 
goddesses. I contemplated that I will also be served food along with 
them. As soon as the thought of food crossed my mind the entire scene 
vanished. Now, there was nothing. Involuntarily I started chanting Aum 
Aum, and I found myself on the bank of Neel Dhara. 
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Mysterious Sages at Neel Kanth 


MahaaSayyaa prithvée vipulamupadhaanam bhujalataa ! 
Vitaanam chaaka@asam vyanjanamanukoolo5mavilaa !! 
Sarachandro d&epo virati vanitaasangamuditah !! 
Sukhée $aantah $atai muniratanubhoorthinripa iva !! 


ati Kishore Chandra was fond of traveling from the beginning. Now, 

he felt tied down to Hardwar because of his library and dispensary. 
Yet, he did not let it bog him down. Every now and then he would set out 
on foot climbing untrodden paths in the nearby mountains. 


After his return from paradise one day Lakshmi Chandra Brahmandi of 
Jwalapur insisted on taking Yatiji to Neel Kantha. He found it difficult to 
refuse his loving request and got ready to leave Hardwar the next day. 


Neel Kanth Mahadev is a small Sivaji temple in the valley on the other 
shore of Ganga near Lakshman Jhoola. It is about 30-35 miles from 
Hardwar in British Garhwal. There is a spring near the temple. The 
entire route to it is an uphill climb and you don't get water on the way 
except at one spot where the rainwater is collected. The scene from the 
temple is breathtaking. 


Both of them took the necessary eatables and set out on their journey. 
They crossed Lakshman Jhoola and entered the dense forest. It was a 
very pleasant day. They enjoyed walking through the forest till it was 
noon and they stopped to eat their food. Lakshmi Chandra went a little 
further into the bushes to relieve himself when he saw a deer in the 
clutches of a huge snake. He shouted to Yatiji to come and save the 
deer. But Yatiji realized that the deer was dead. So, he said, the snake 
has already killed the deer to satisfy his hunger; now let him have his fill. 
We would have saved the deer if he was alive. Now there is no point. 


The two friends continued walking and reached Neel Kanth. Brahmandi 
spread a rug for Yatiji to rest on while he prepared the food. Then he told 
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Yatiji to have a bath and offer the food to the deity in the temple. Having 
done that Yatiji told Brahmandi to serve both of them. 


They sat down to eat. It is the custom of Indian hospitality to serve the 
guest before partaking food yourself. They had served for three, but 
there was no one else beside them. 


They enjoyed their meal. The truth is that happiness is a state of mind. If 
you are happy, you can enjoy a meager meal whereas if you are not 
happy even the most sumptuous meal would appear tasteless to you. No 
wonder, kings do not enjoy a rich meal many times while the sages enjoy 
a concoction of herbs and roots collected from the forest. 


After the meal Yatiji was washing his hands when Brahmandi saw an 
old sadhu coming in their direction. He was carrying a bundle on his 
head and a stick in his hand. He stopped him and offered the third plate 
to him. He said, *Maharaj, this is your share; please have it." 


There was nothing objectionable in what Brahmandi said, but what 
happened was totally unexpected. The old man brandished his stick at 
him and ran after him, shouting, “You are telling me to eat after you have 
eaten. You want me to eat your leftovers." 


The old man was showering a barrage of abuses on Brahmandi who 
was standing with his hands folded in front of him. When he stopped 
Yatiji went inside the temple from the back door and prayed before the 
deity. When he came out from the front door, the old man complained 
about Brahmandi to him. 


“See, he is serving me his leftovers.” 

“He is a simpleton. You are a great man; please forgive him.” 
"Stupid he is. That is why he is offering impure food as prasad.” 
“He is stupid.” 


"He remains intoxicated with opium the whole day. How can he be 
sensible?” 


Brahmandi begged forgiveness and promised, “Maharaj, I swear I will 
never take opium again.” 


Now the man was somewhat appeased. Yatiji was curious to know 
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what was in those bundles he was carrying. He said, *Maharaj, forgive 
me for asking, but what are you carrying in these bundles. This path is 
so arduous that even we youngsters find it difficult to negotiate, and you 
are an old man and you are carrying so much weight. How do you 
manage? Will you tell us your secret?" 


*Son, I have been to all the pilgrimages and picked a Shaligram, a kind of 
Vishnu's idol in black stone, from each holy place. That was my master's 
order. Now I have completed my journey and will be returning to my 
Guru's ashram after a dip in the Bhagirathi River." 


Now Yatiji wanted to see the Shaligrams. He said, respectfully, “Maharaj, 
all the stones in your bag are living gods, Shankars. Would you let us 
have a glimpse of them?” The old man considered the request for a 
minute and then opened the bag for Yatiji, who beckoned Brahmandi to 
come closer. Both of them felt blessed looking at the idols in black stone 
and marveled at the devotion of the old man. 


Yatiji said, “Maharaj, if you will permit me, can I offer you some fruit?” 
. *No, no. I must go. Just help me lift the bag on my head.” 
Yatiji moved forward to lift the bag. It appeared to be an ordinary thing. 


But when Yatiji tried to lift it, it seemed to be rooted in the ground. He 
could not even move it. 


The old man said, *Never mind. Ask your stupid friend to help you." 
Now, both of them applied their full force but could not move the bag. 


“Oh. You two are unable to lift the bigger bag. Alright I will do it myself. 
Just pick up the smaller one." 


*Sure." Okay, just pass it towards me... 


Once again, they tried and failed. The old man told them to stop trying. 
He picked up both his bundles one by one with ease. He stood up and 
said, “You people feed on grain and pulses, whereas I feed on fresh air 


and water. Anyway, be happy!” 

And, he went up the mountain walking effortlessly. The two friends kept 
looking after him wondering at the mysterious ways of the sadhu of 
Neel Kanth. Yatiji recollected the entire encounter with this wonderful 
man in his mind. He knew he was no ordinary man. He was doing what 
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he believed and had developed so much strength by obeying his master's 
commands. But he had gone out of sight by now. Yatiji remembered that 
he had said that he would return to Hardwar after a dip in the Bhagirathi 
River. He decided to go back to Hardwar immediately as he wanted to 
meet the mysterious sadhu once more. 


WOOO 
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«C Chapter F orty-Three > 


The Mountain Fairies 


Bhaktirbhave marana marana janma bhayam hridistham ! 
Sneho na bandhusu na manmathajaa vikaasah !! 
Sansarga dosa rahitah vijanaa banaantaa ! 
Vairaagyamasti kimatah paramarthameeyam !! 


he direct route to Hardwar was the one that they had taken while 

coming to Neel Kanth. But it was a long route and they were in a 
hurry to reach Hardwar. So, Yatiji and Brahmandi decided to go via 
Bhuveneshwari Devi to Gauri Ghat. 


This was a much shorter route but it went through the forest. But, that 
was nothing new for Yatiji. And they had seen the old sadhu go that way. 
They spent the night in the Bhuveneshwari temple where they were told 
that the route had been closed a fortnight ago for fear of a wild buffalo. 
The people in the temple advised Yatiji to avoid that route, but he was 
adamant. When they reached the middle of the forest they became 
more alert. They looked down from the peak and saw the he-buffalo 
engaged in a fight with an elephant. Brahmandi was scared even from a 
distance but Yatiji gave him courage, and both of them watched the 
fight. Then they reached Hardwar from Gauri Ghat from the same route. 
As soon as they were in Hardwar Yatiji looked for that mysterious sadhu 
everywhere but did not find him. 


A few days passed and Yatiji had barely recovered from the fatigue of 
the Neel Kanth trip when his friend Bharati came and said, “Maharaj, 
the fairies will be dancing on the Rama Wala Mountain day after 
tomorrow. I want you to see it for yourself.” 


“I won't be able to go,” Yatiji told him. “I have just returned from Neel 
Kanth and I can’t afford to remain away from Hardwar so often. I have 
to take care of the library, the dispensary and the schools.” 


“Tt won't take much time. We will go in the evening, watch the dance 
performance and return in a day or two.” 


CC-0.Panini Kanya Maha Vidyalaya Collection. 


[B12 he Sant Darshan 
RM unao Chennai and aGangot ni 


“But I have no desire to see the dance." 


“Even I am not interested in watching an ordinary dance, but this is 
something different. One doesn't get to see fairies dancing every day." 


*Oh come on! You don't want an intelligent person to believe this in the 


twentieth century! 


*But, what's the harm in checking it out. The three persons who came 
to invite me swear by it." 


“I have seen many fairies of the village. Any girl wearing a green veil 
looks like one. But fairies with wings and all are unimaginable. They 
exist in fairy tales only." 


“Whatever it is, you will have to come with me.” 
"So, you want me to give you company?" 
“Whatever you say, but I want you to see it for yourself definitely.” 


They decided to set out early the next day. Yatiji, Bharati and half a 
dozen other companions boarded the boat at Dudhiaband. The boat went 
through jungles on either side. When they got down they had to climb a 
mountain to reach Rama Wala. At one place they stopped to admire the 
scenic beauty of these untouched mountains. It was Yatiji’s nature to 
admire natural beauty wherever he encountered it. He would stop in the 
middle of a jungle or on the mountain to drink deep into the beauty of 
nature spread all around him. Hr broke away from the group and went 
to look at the pond of water. Just then they saw a thin snake crawling. 
“Snake! Snake!” he shouted to draw the others’ attention to it. They 
came near to have a good look at this snake with moustaches. However, 
Bhiru Bharati was too scared to come closer. Yatiji thought of playing 2 
prank on him. He lifted the snake with his stick and went towards Bharati, 
who sensed danger and took to his heels. 


They spent the night on the way and reached Rama Wala at about six in 
the evening the next day. Bharati had some relatives here and he had 
some private work too. The dance was supposed to take place on the 
mountain facing them. It appeared to be right there but because of the 
climb up and down it was about a mile and a half away. 


The dance was to begin at eleven in the night, and at seven Bharatiji 
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said, “Yatiji, you take rest for a couple of hours. I will wake you up at 
the right time." Yatiji went off to sleep. He had no intention of going to 
see the dance. But, Bharati woke him up at ten. Yatiji said, “Please let 
me sleep. I love my sleep much more than your dance.” But Bharati 
could not be dissuaded. He insisted and managed to take Yatiji along 
with him. 


They could hear the drum beating and they could see bright lights and 
the soft tunes floating from the sarangi permeating the night silence of 
the mountains. However, all this did not prove the presence of fairies. 
As they descended the mountain the sounds became less and after a 
while were completely inaudible. But, as they ascended the mountain 
they heard the music loud and clear. 


They were nearing the stage. Yatiji observed two men sitting with torches 
and a crowd of spectators sitting in a circle. In the middle a red fairy 
was dancing with her red lord. The audience got up to welcome their 
honoured guest and the dance was suspended for a few minutes. Bharati 
was feeling elated at his achievement. Then he spoke loud enough for 
all to hear, “This is the red fairy, but who is the red god with her?" He 
wanted Yatiji to believe that these were fairies. But Yatiji knew better. 
He asked him, “Where are her wings?" 


*Can't you see the wings? The protrusion on her back is the wings." 


*Oh, that can be anything. Anyway, why should she cover her wings 
under her clothes? Let us have a look at the wings." 


Bharati got unnerved. He said, “Yati ji, why are you obsessed with wings 
or no wings. Why don't you enjoy the song and the dance? You are 
acting like the curious cat. You have come to the garden, enjoy the 
fragrance and the juice. Why are you concentrating on counting the 
leaves of the trees? Look at the beautiful sights and enjoy the song and 
dance. Why get involved in unnecessary discussions?" 


Yatiji understood the whole plan. He had already gauged what he was 
up to from the examples he was giving and the language he was using. 
But, he was not disappointed because he had not come there without 


any expectation. 


SERRE 
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Journey to Siddha-Strot 


Dhairyam yasya pitaa cha bhaginée bhraataa manah sanyamah ! 
Sayyaa bhoomi talam disoSpi vasanam gyaanaamritam bhojanam! 
Hote yasya kutumbino vada sakhé kasmaad bhayam yoginah !! 


he rainy season was in full swing. The Bharathi River was roaring 

tumultuously. Nature was resplendent in all its glory. The mountains 
looked washed clean and lush green. A soft cool breeze was blowing 
spreading fragrance all around. 


Those days Yati Kishore Chandra used to spend most of his time on the 
banks of Ganga in meditation. He would take long walks and would stop 
foracouple of days at a particularly beautiful spot whenever he felt like 
doing so. 


On one such day he felt the desire to travel up to Siddhastrot. There are 
many paths that lead to Siddhastrot— one via Shampur and the other via 
Chandi. It is a dangerous place. There is no habitation and people usually 
avoid going there because of wild animals. Even if they went that way 
they would go fully armed and in large groups. 


Yati Kishore Chandra was aware of these facts. But he had transcended 
the differences that exist between living beings. The entire creation was 
his friends, so he had no fear of wild animals. He saw the same divine 
light in a snake as he saw in a saint. He had done it many times, and was 
ready to do it again. He knew that if he had no ill intentions against the 
lion or tiger, he would come to no harm. Animals have a sharp instinct 
and they can sense others’ intentions. When they attack, they do so in 
self-defence. 


Tulsidas was in love with his wife to a maddening degree. Once, when 
he felt the desire to meet her he set out in a furious storm. The river was 
in spate, and he had to cross the river to meet his love. He saw a corpse 
floating in the current; he sat on it thinking that his wife had sent a 
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floater for him. He crossed the river and went home. He found the 
doors locked since he had not informed her of his arrival. It was almost 
two o'clock. There was pin-drop silence all around. He was wondering 
how to climb the wall when he saw a snake crawling up. He thought his 
wife had sent a rope, so he held on to it and went up. Such is the power 
of love. 


Yati Kishore Chandra had this power in him since childhood. This was 
the power that made him take the journey to Siddha Strot fearlessly. He 
stayed there for almost a week in solitude living amicably with other 
creatures of the jungle. He had taken roasted gram, coarse sugar and 
his favourite flute with him. He stopped at Belwala for the night to go on 
the next morning. The bridge had given way in the rainy season. He 
went up to the hut of the bridge contractor and found it empty. He 
stayed the night in the same hut. 


At four in the morning he went to the bank of the river to meditate. He 
must have sat there for five hours. The night was dark and cloudy. Once 
in a while in a flash of lightning he sensed his way back to the hut. No 
one used to stay in the hut during the night. In the morning, sometimes 
the boatmen would come and rest for while. Yatiji had expected the hut 
to be empty, but he saw a man lying on a cot outside the hut. He was the 
Aghori baba's grandson Devichand snoring away. Yatiji also pulled out 
another cot and slept on it. 


When it began to rain after some time, they took their cots inside and sat 
side by side. The Aghori Baba did not recognize Yatiji otherwise he 
would have spoken differently to him. 


He said, “Man’s flesh is somewhat salty. A woman's flesh is delicious. 
Man's kidneys are very nutritious, and if you eat a man's brain for a 
whole month you develop the power to fly in the sky." 


Yatiji listened quietly to the man who seemed to have in-depth knowledge 
about the qualities of flesh from various parts of a human body. He 
wondered if he was a man eater of some sort, He was aware of the 
nefarious ways of Aghoris. Long back, when he was known as Phool 
Kunwar, he had witnesses the Bhairavi dance of these people. However, 
at that time he knew that they eat meat, take liquor and dance in frenzy. 
He had no idea that they even ate human flesh. 
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While Yatiji was pondering over these things, the Aghori said, :What to 
do. I am feeling extremely hungry.” 


“Yatiji said, I have gram, gur and sattu. I will give you whatever you 
like.” 


“I don’t like all this stuff.” 

“Tt is really good quality stuff. You will enjoy it.” 

“No,” he said. 

“Then I am afraid I can’t help you.” 

“Of course, you can. You are good enough meat for me.” 


Yatiji heard this and tried to talk to him amicably. He tried to show him 
the reason why he should not prey up on him. He even pleaded with him 
to spare him for his mother’s sake who would die if she heard of his 
death. But soon he realized that the man had no capacity to understand 
reasonable talk. Then he decided to use the other method. Sometimes 
you need to be cruel to deal with the cruel. Humility and decency does 
not work everywhere. Yati ji was an ardent devotee; he was a true 
karma-yogi, a man of action as well. He gave him the last warning. He 
said, “Baba, eat the stuff I am offering you or this SotaSingh will spread 
your bed for you right here.” 


The dimwit did not understand the implication of Yatiji’s threat. He insisted 
on eating him. Yati ji said, “Okay, go ahead.” He took a step forward and 
the man bent to grab yatiji, he was hit by a violent blow. The man was 
shocked and he started screaming. “No, No, I will not eat you. No, 
never again. Now I see that you have come to reform me otherwise 
there was nobody here when I came. You caught me unawares while I 
was sleeping.” 


*[ don't attack the sleeping; I try to wake them up.” 


The man was so scared that he forgot about his ravenous appetite and 
went off to sleep. In the morning, Yatiji crossed the river in a boat and 
went up to the Chandi temple, singing a devotional song. 
You will suffer for killing living beings. 
Don’t blame the gods for your wrong doings. 
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When you give up pure food for meat 
You make the body a grave of the dead. 
Remember your actions are being recorded 
So why pile up miseries by doing wrong? 
Shun violence for your own sake 
Or you will have to pay a heavy price. 


Yatiji reached the Siddha Strot singing merrily in the midst of the beautiful 
mountains, a soft breeze giving him accompaniment all the way. 


RAI 
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«C Chapter Forty-Five 


The King of Ayodhya 


Gangaa taranga kana $eekara $eetalaaani ! 
Vidyaaadharaadhyusita chaaru $ikaatalaani !! 
Yatsaavamaanapara pindarataa manu syaah !! 


Fer the top of the mountain Yatiji saw some smoke rising from down 
below. Seeing smoke in the dangerous jungle aroused his curiosity. 
He started walking in that direction. He saw there was a beautiful garden 
in the jungle and a small hut in the middle of the garden. He saw an old 
sage sitting outside the hut deep in prayer in front of a small fire. Yatiji 
saluted him and sat by his side. 


The sage was deep in meditation and remained so for almost four hours. 
He had no idea when Yatiji had come and sat down. Yatiji too had gone 
into meditation. After four hours when the sage opened his eyes, he was 
surprised to see a young devotee sitting silently in front of him. He asked, 
“What are you doing in this jungle alone?" 

- Yatiji said, “Maharaj, I have not come alone. There is love, courage and 
devotion with me." 


“You are brave; your speech has vitality and your countenance has 
radiance. Have you come from Hardwar?" 


‘Yes, I have come from Hardwar to take the dust of the Lord's feet and 
satiate my spiritual longing and to meet my dear friend." 


“Has your friend come into the Siddha Strot jungles? Where has he run 
from?” 


“He ran away from the bank of the Ganga and I was left sitting there. 
He had come playing with his friends. He stopped for a while and then 
ran away. He was a very lively and beautiful kid. But he came and went 
away.” 


“Gone where? Yatiji, that friend of yours is always with you. That day 
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when you had jumped from the cliff it was he who had saved you. And 
have you forgotten the sermon the old sage preached to you in the hut?" 


Yatiji was overjoyed to hear all this from the sage. It means that the 
sage knows my story. He even addressed me as Yatiji. He fell at the old 
man's feet and said, “Maharaj, you were the one who met me in the hut, 
isn't it? Now, please tell me where I will meet my friend?" 


*Yati Kishore Chandra, your dear friend is not far from you. He is with 
you day in and day out. Yati Kishore Chandra, you speak words of 
wisdom to other people. What about yourself? Your beloved resides in 
you like oil in sesame. You read the scriptures but you don't apply them 
` in your life. Have you forgotten your own composition?" 


Your beloved resides in you like oil in sesame. 
Why do you wander elsewhere looking for him? 
Those who know are wiser than those who don't 

He is thinner than air and is everywhere 
Kabir says that is the beloved that lives in you. 
Your mind is Mathura, your heart Dwarika 
Your body is Ka'aba and He is the light within. 
His presence in your heart is intoxicating 
Of course, there are very few who drink it. 


“Your beloved is with you always. You are the king of Ayodhya because 
your body is Ayodhya. Dashrath, or the ten senses are your carriage. 
Your empire is invincible. Ayodhya means that which cannot be 
conquered. Yati, you are very fortunate; you have already made your 
body invincible. Your obsession to find your friend is a mere illusion. You 
stick to your path of asceticism and social service. That is the best path 
to attain God.” 


Yatiji asked humbly, “Maharaj, you have always shown me the right 
path. Guide me once more so that I achieve the ultimate abode.” 


“What ultimate abode? This is the ultimate abode. God has always been 
coming on this soil. This land is His ultimate abode. What other ultimate 
abode are you seeking?” 
Gaayanti dévaah kilagéetikaani dhanyaastu 
te bhaaratabhoomi bhaage ! 
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Swargopavargasya cha hētu bhoome bhavanti 
bhooyah purusah suratwaat !! 


“You have to work hard to free this land that is suffering under foreign 
rule. Think of your country as Mahadev, your god, and think of your 
community as your deity and serve them with single-minded devotion." 


Yati Kishore Chandra bowed in obeisance and promised, “Bhagwan, 
give me your blessings that I live up to your expectations." 


0000€ 
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Pilgrimage to Shakumbhari Devi 


Viteerne sarvasvé taroona karoonaa poorna hridayaaah ! 
Smarantah sansaare vigunaparinnaamaam vidhigatim ! 
Vayam punyaaranye parinata$arachchandrakirana ! 
Striyaamaa ne syaamo haracharanachintaikasaranaah !! 


few days after Yatiji had returned from Siddha Strot, his friend 

hivchandra entreated him to go to Shakumbhari Devi. This temple 
is located in the Sirmaur estate of Saharanpur district. It is pretty cold 
here and you don't find flies in this place throughout the year. The devotees 
associate this with the temple though it is quite natural not to find flies in 
extremely cold regions. It is also known for a grand mela, a fair that is 
held every year after Vijaya Dashmi of the fourteenth day. 


Thousands of people come from far and near to attend this mela, although 
till recently there was no vehicular transport up to this temple. A lot of 
prasad is prepared during the festival and the temple, as usual, is 
associated with attainment of heaven. It is done to magnify the glory of 
the local deity to attract crowds. ` 


Unless some temptation is added to a thing it does not get its due 
importance. No wonder, the tradition of distributing prasad after religious 
functions attract the crowds. Miracles have an even greater value for 
the same reason. That is also the reason why attaining a place in heaven 
is associated with all the pilgrimmages. 


Similarly, there are many beautiful places in Punjab such as Kulu, 
Manikaran and Jwalamukhi in Kangra that are naturally beautiful places. 
There are hot water springs that are associated with heaven and hell by 
the custodians of religion. Another example is the particular wave in the 
Ganga that rises at a particular time and can be predicted exactly has 
also been associated with heaven and hell. What’s more, even the 
religious connotations given to Amarnath, Kedarnath and Vaishnodevi 
are misplaced since these places elevate the spirit by their sheer scenic 
beauty. Alas! People don’t go there to enjoy natural beauty but go there 
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with greed for heaven. That is the Hindu character— when they give 
they give so much that generations can feed on it, and when the get 
after someone they make it difficult for the person to breathe. 


During the Shradhs when the Hindus feed their ancestors, every pundit 
gets to eat at ten or more places. Not that they don't know that the 
priest has many invitations, yet they must send their message through 
him at any cost. They serve as postmen carrying letters from this world 
to the other world. It is ironic that the Hindu charity is restricted to giving 
to the priests only and do not spare a penny for a poor man who needs it 
badly. 


This is the philosophy of charity of the Hindu community. They make 
sevians of mounds and mounds of flour to offer to the snakes on the 
Gugga Naumi day. They will cook thousands of chapattis and offer them 
to the Brahmin even though the Brahmin might be selling them for nuts. 
The Hindus have never stopped to think that they have been taught this 
lesson from birth — you give, let the other pay for it; your job was to put 
the letter in the letter box, and you have done your job. Leave the rest to 
God and be content with what you have done. 


Atleast a hundred thousand pilgrims visit Shakumbhari Devi every year. 
In Punjab they go to Purni Devi and Vaishno Devi instead. Each region 
has its own goddess where lots of parsad is offered and attracts crowds 
of people. If you calculate how much parsad is offered and eaten by the 
devotees one wonders at the philosophy of charity of these people 
considering that half the population of this land does not even get a 
square meal a day. 


Yatiji had hardly recovered from his previous journey but he could not 
refuse his friend's request to accompany him to Shakumbhari Devi. 
They left early next morning via Dehradun. Though they had decided to 
go on foot they took a pony along lest someone hurt himself on the way. 
There were eight of them that included Shivchandra, his five students, 
Master Santram and Yati ji. Master Santram was on the pony's back 
and the students were observing the herbs minutely and asking their 
teacher many questions regarding them. Santram had not much 
knowledge about herbs but was keen to learn about them. So, he got off 
the pony and joined the class doing research on herbs and plants giving 
the pony to Yatiji. 
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The sky was overcast. It was drizzling softly. The forest looked forbidding 
but the group was advancing fearlessly. There was no one else to be 
seen anywhere except the students and their teacher engrossed in their 
botanical research and Santram was listening to them intently followed 
by Yatiji on the pony. 


By four o'clock in the evening they spotted some tents in the forest. A 
few men were sitting outside smoking. This was the post of the Forest 
Department. That day some British soldiers had come on a hunting 
expedition in the forest. The officials told this group of pilgrims to rest in 
their tent since the night was about to fall. They cautioned them that it 
would be dangerous to go ahead in the dark. Shivchandra asked them 
whether they could get some flour or rice to make a meal. The officials 
said that they bought the ingredients from a village some ten to twelve 
miles away from the jungle. However, they suggested that if the Sahebs 
would give permission they can share the stuff with them. 


Shiv Chandra asked Yatiji to go to the tents and speak to the British 
soldiers. Yatiji found the tents empty since the Sahebs had not yet returned 
from their hunting expedition. When they came back after some time, 
Yatiji wished them Good Evening. The soldiers asked, “How have you 
come here?” 


“Sir, we are pilgrims on our way to Shakumbhari Devi. We have come 
from Hardwar and have to spend the night here.” 


“Do you have any weapons?” 
“No, Sir.” 
“You are not afraid of the jungle?” 


Yatiji said, “Sir we are not afraid of the inhabitants of the jungle; they 
may be afraid of us. We are only afraid of doing wrong deeds.” 


“You are not scared of lions and elephants?” 

“No, Sir, we love them.” | 

"Oh, so you are the baba log?" said the Britisher laughing. 
“Yes, Sir.” 


“Okay, here is a lot of mutton we have brought; you can take some.” 
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“Sir, we are baba log; we don’t eat meat.” 


“No, no. This is very good deer meat. You can take as much as you 
like.” 


“Yatiji kept repeating, “No, Sir, we baba log don’t eat meat.” 


The other soldier understood at last and ordered the cook to give him 
flour. The cook asked, “How much, Sir?” 


Yatiji said, “We are eight and we require at least three seers of atta.” 


Yatiji brought the atta and salt but felt revulsion to even touch the stuff 
that had come from a kitchen where all kinds of meat dishes were 
prepared. He refused to eat anything. The others cooked and ate the 
meal, but Yatiji had only whatever little he had brought with him. Then 
he lay on a cot to sleep. He had not yet gone to sleep when someone 
came and stood by his head and asked, “Who is sleeping on the cot?” 
Yatiji stood up immediately. The man recognized him and said, “Bhagwan, 
how come you are here?” Yatiji did not recognize the man. He told him 
that they were on their way to Shakumbhari Devi. This man was the 
watchman at the post of the Forest Department. He had his family in 
Hardwar and had heard of Yati ji and Shiv Chandra too. He had gone to 
the market to buy food stuff. He served them a hearty meal. 


Next morning they set out quite early giving the pony to Santram. They 
were in the thick of the forest where the path bifurcated. None of them 
was familiar with the path. They were unable to decide which direction 
to take. Finally, Yatiji suggested that they take the path going down. It 
turned out to be the right path leading to Shakumbhari Devi. 


Since Santram had taken a ride on the pony for most of the time, Yatiji 
told him to get down and let Shiv Chandra sit on it. Santram was reluctant 
to let go, when suddenly the pony refused to move forward. Yatiji 
understood but kept quiet. The students said, “The pony wants to give 
Yatiji a ride. Yatiji asked Shiv Chandra to take his turn to ride. But the 
pony refused to move even after he sat on it. Finally, Yatiji caressed the 
pony and patted her on her back and mounted it. It started walking 
immediately. Just about fifty to sixty yards from there they saw a herd 
of about fifty elephants pass by. 


From the dense forest they emerged on to an ordinary path. Yatiji got 
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down and offered the pony to Shiv Chandra, who sat on it gladly and 
gave it a hard push that made the animal gallop at full speed. He broke 
away from the group and went way ahead of the others. Yatiji did not 
like this unkind behaviour of Shiv Chandra. He got so angry that he 
decided to cut short the journey and return to Hardwar from Dehradun. 
But, it seemed that Shakumbhari Devi did not approve of this. She did 
not want her devotee to go back after coming so far. 


It was evident from the incident that took place immediately after that. 
Aman covered in a shabby blanket appeared from nowhere. Yatiji asked 
him if they could find drinking water nearby. The man said, “You people 
look thirsty and hungry. Just go a few steps in that direction and you will 
find a solution to your problem.” 


They proceeded in the direction given and were pleasantly surprised to 
see an extremely beautiful damsel sitting behind a large pitcher. An older 
woman was standing next to her holding a branch of the tree. She said, 
"Take a drink of milk.” Yatiji was wondering what to take it in when one 
of the students brought a cup that they were carrying. Meanwhile Shiv 
Chandra took the milk making a cup with both his hands. When they had 
had enough to quench their thirst and hunger, Yatiji offered a rupee to 
the woman. She said, “We don’t sell milk. You were hungry and thirsty 
SO we gave it to you. You can have more if you want otherwise go your 
way." 


The group left amazed at finding much more than they had asked for. 
However, when Yatiji turned to look back at them he found there was no 
trace of either the women or the pitcher of milk. Yati ji quickly retreated 
his steps to solve this mystery. Master Santram had not noticed anything. 
He asked, Yatiji, do you want more milk? Aren't you satisfied yet?" 


"No, Masterji,” he said and walked towards the same spot. To his utter 
dismay he saw the two women again standing in the same position with 
the pitcher in front of them. He turned to join the group and had barely 
taken a few steps when he looked back and once again there was no 
one there, not even the tree. 


By the evening they reached a dry river bed where Shiv Chandra was 
resting under a tree and the pony was breathing heavily. The students 
related their experience of drinking milk from two lovely ladies. Shiv 
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Chandra exclaimed, “How is that possible? I have come the same way 
and I did not even see a bird leave alone women in that jungle.” 


Then he realized his mistake and said, “It seems the goddess had come 
herself to bless her devotees. I was the foolish one who has been deprived 
of her blessings due to my own ignorance.” 


He tried to explain his action. He said, “I came ahead to make 
arrangements for food. I have sent the student to fetch something.” By 
that time the student brought some gram and gur. Yati ji fed that to the 
pony. Then they resumed their journey. They reached Shakumbhari Devi 
in the middle of the night. They prayed there and returned via the 
thoroughfare. Whoever heard of their mysterious experience said that 
Shakumbhari Devi herself had come in person to bless Yatiji. 


RINII AI 
pa a 


CC-0.Panini Kanya Maha Vidyalaya Collection. 


EZ: Ei : Sant Darshari] 
T Pipitirec-by-ieye-Semai-Reundatien-ChennaLand.eGangotr" A V a 


«C Chapter Forty-Seven 


A Friendly Dog 


Paataalamaavisasi yaasi nabho vilanghiya ! 
Dinmandalam bhramasi maanasa chaaapalena !! 
Bhraaantyaapi jaaatu vimalam kathamaatmanéenam ! 
Na brahma sansmarasi nirvritimesi yena !! 


ye Kishore Chandra was to go meet Maharaj Seekar, the King of 
Seeker, an estate in Jaipur. His friend Khushiram expressed the 
desire to accompany him. They reached Seeker via Ajmer by dusk. So 
they stayed the night in an inn near the station and got ready to meet the 
Rao Raja the next morning. In the morning, just as they were about to 
leave three dogs came fighting towards them. They were two male 
dogs and one she dog. The two he dogs were obviously fighting for the 
she dog. Khushiram scolded the one who looked weaker than the other. 
He quickly departed. But the she dog ran after him. Khushiram 
reprimanded her and said, “Your master is here and why are you running 
after the other guy?” The she dog returned when she heard Khushiram 
call her back. Now she stood next to the other dog and started licking 
him wagging her tail. The dog took no notice of her overtures. After 
some time she gave up and went and sat some distance away. The dog, 
however, kept sitting at the same spot looking at Khushiram. The she 
dog made another attempt to attract the dog's attention but in vain. In 
fact, when she persisted he barked at her and chased her away. 


Yatiji was observing the whole scene. He told Khushiram to give 
something to eat to the dog. It was quite early in the morning and 
Khushiram found nothing available in the Shops nearby except a few 
pakoras left over from the day before. He asked Yatiji if he should feed 
them to the dog. Yatiji said yes and they fed the dog. 


Anyway, a lot of time passed. It was getting late so the two friends left 
soon after. The dog led the way wagging his tail. Then they came to a 
crossing where a group of stray dogs pounced on him, but he faced 
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them bravely. He held one of them by the neck and shook him violently; 
the others ran away. 


In the meantime the friends had gone ahead. The dog established his 
supremacy over his canine adversaries and joined the two men. The 
town was within reach now. The friends tried to shoo him away but he 
just would not leave them. He had picked up fights with all the dogs he 
met on the way. Khushiram expressed his annoyance at him and told 
Yati ji that must get rid of him before they reached the king’s court. But 
the dog just refused to budge from their side no matter how hard they 
tried. Yatiji picked a small stone and threwet far away from the dog. The 
dog thought it was a ball and ran to catch it. The two friends made it 
quickly into the gate and closed it behind them. 


They spent an hour and a half with the king, and when they came out the 
dog was not there. They walked through the market and came to the 
road leading to the station. Sure enough the same dog was leading the 
way in front of them wagging his tail. Yatiji fed him fondly and the dog 
clung to him like a pet. Khushiram asked, “I don’t understand one thing. 
This dog was fighting for the she dog and now he doesn’t even look in 
her direction.” 


Yatiji said, “Bharatiji, this dog has proved practically that he is a brave 
dog. Bravery means fighting for a cause not for temptation. When he 
was fighting for the she dog, it was not because he wanted her, but 
because it was his duty to protect her from a beast. This is what Lord 
Krishna teaches in the Geeta. He has just shown that even dogs have 
principles and that animals are much better than some human beings. 
How many men have killed and got killed over women! How many 
have left the same women widowed in their lustful fights! The courts 
are full of cases involving murders over women. Is this humanity? The 
scriptures have instructed us to respect all women: 


Maatrivat paradaaresu 


That is the ideal of the valiant which is taught to boys in the beginning of 
their education. This brave dog has taught the important lesson that the 
brave do not harm those whom they protect. The Indian history is full of 
wars being fought for the sake of women. Alla-ud-din invaded Chittor 
for his wife; Aurangzeb created havoc in Rupnagar for Chanchal Kumari. 
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Those women were sensible who burned themselves on their husband’s 
funeral pyres. They averted more destruction. On the other hand, we 
have examples of people like Shivaji who treated women as respectfully 
as his mother even when they were brought to him as the vanquished.” 


At night the two friends went off to sleep but the dog kept vigil throughout 

the night. Somewhere in the middle of the night he started barking but 

the friends took no notice of him. But he continued to bark incessantly 
- and even started banging his paw on the door. 


Finally Yatiji sensed something was wrong. He opened the door and lit a 
candle. He was about to step forward when the dog jumped on him and 
stopped him. Bharatiji noticed that there was ferocious black snake next 
to his suitcase. He shouted, “‘Yatiji, don't move." 


The people heard the noise and lots of them collected around there. 
"Kill him! Kill him!” they shouted. 


They were preparing to kill the snake, but Yatiji said, “Let us not kill 
him. He has done no harm to us. I will tie him up and take him far away. 
Just give me a rope." 


And, that's what he did despite violent protests from the people who 
wanted the snake to be killed. Yati ji did not listen to them and followed 
his principles of non-violence. 


And, he did not underestimate the contribution of the faithful dog who 
virtually saved his life. He gave him another lease of life. Had the dog 
not warned him so many times, he would have been bitten by the snake 
because he would have stepped on it inadvertently. 


That dogs are loyal is known all over the world, but Yatiji was not even 
his master. Yet he had taken it upon himself to protect his life from all 
sorts of dangers. There are many stories of how the gods have kept 
dogs as pets and that they could trust the canines much more than their 
human friends. Both the friends were well aware that the dog had saved 
their lives. They were very grateful to him. However, it was impossible 
to take him along with them in the train. 


Dog is the only animal that has been allowed to sit at the entrance of the 
house. Bhairav ji and Dattattreya always kept company of dogs. What 
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to talk of others, even Dharamraja himself took the form of a dog and 
accompanied Yudhishtra right up to the gate of heaven. 


At that timeboth the friends were saved due to the loyal dog. The next 
morning, both of them racked their brains how to give a slip to the dog 
and board the train otherwise he will insist on going with them. Bharatiji 
suggested, “Guruji, our train leaves at eight-thirty. There is still one and 
a half hour with us. We will lock uo the dog in the room and we will tell 
the owner of the room to open the door after we have left." 


Finally Yatiji agreed to his friend's suggestion but they gave him a hearty 
meal. Everything went off as per plan and they locked him in a vacant 
room. The train to Jaipur was ready to leave. They bought the tickets 
and boarded the train. When the train was about to start they heard the 
familiar barking. When they looked out of the window they saw the 
same dog making desperate efforts to board the train. He seemed to be 
saying, "Look, I saved your life. I have given you a new life. I am so 
loyal. Don't abandon me. Take me with you in the train. I will serve you 
all my life.”But neither Bharatiji paid any attention to the loyal dog's 
pleas nor did Yatiji recognize the importance of the loyal animal and the 
dog kept trying to jump on to the train.Two minutes later the train left the 
platform. Fora long time, Yatiji saw he dog running at full speed trying to 
keep pace with the train. Ultimately, it lost the race and was not visible 
any more. - 


Man considers himself to be the highest creation but if he can give up his 
narrowmindedness and think deeply, he will find humanity in animals to 
a much greater degree than it is in many human beings. That loyal and 
faithful dog was running at full speed along with the train, trying to keep 
pace with it and the passengers in the train and others on the platform 
were watching the scene eagerly. 


At that time, when Yatiji saw the condition of the dog, he thought, 
*Wouldn't it have been better if I had brought the dog along with me to 
Hardwar. But now it is too late; now nothing can be done. Suddenly, a 
scene from his childhood flashed across his mind's eye like a moving 
picture, That was the time when he had boarded the train to Ajmer. He 
was escaping to Ajmer and did not want anyone to catch him and bring 
him back. And from the moving train he had seen his childhood friend, 
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the prince on his handsome horse trying to chase the train to stop him 
and take him home. 


But the poor dog made of flesh and blood could not keep pace with the 
meachanical engine. He ran for about three to four miles with the train 
and then was left behind. 


32606226 
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Beehive on Neel Parbat 


Kadaa vaaraanasyaamamaratatineerodhasi vasan ! 
Vasaaanah kaupeenam Sirasi nidadhaano5njali putain !! 
Aye gauréenaatha tripurahara $ambho trinayana ! 
Praséedéti krosannimisamiva ne syaami divasaan !! 


ust as the moon is surrounded by a host of stars, Hardwar is the pivot 
round which hordes of smaller pilgrimages exist. One of them is the 
Neel Keshwar Mountain. 


Soon after the Shakumbhari journey when the rainy season had also 
passed off, and the winter was beginning to set in, one day, Yatiji was 
sitting in in Shastriji’s shop when another invitation came up. This time, 
Yatiji’s friend, Dr Kahan Singh from Ludhiana persuaded him to take 
the trip to Neel Kanths Mahadeva. They were three already and they 
wanted to take Yatiji as the fourth companion. It was decided to take 
cooked food with them. Pundit Gangaram took the responsibility of 
preparing the food. 


All four of them started at the fixed time early next morning. Pundit 
Gangaram took his servant along and so did Shiv Prasad. In total they 
were six men who crossed the bridge on the Ganga and went in a boat 
to go across Neel Dhara. They were enthusiastic and energetic all the 
way enjoying the natural beauty of the mountains. Gangaram expressed 
his regret for not taking the other route by which they would have been 
to Chandi temple as well. However, Shastriji said smiling, “Don’t worry! 
We will call Chandi Devi there. Wait and see how she comes running 
when we call out to her.” Talking such lighthearted meaningless nonsense 
they were having fun. Soon they were at the Gauri Shankar temple. 


It was ten o’clock and all of them were very hungry. It was time to eat 
anyway. They brought some water and sat down to eat their meal. Yatiji 
served himself and went near the pond and sat on a rock to enjoy his 
Meal. But, look at the mysterious ways of nature! Each grain of food 
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has the name of the consumer written on it. While the others had just 
started to eat a big bee came and hovered over Shiv Prasad's face. Shiv 
Prasad tried his best to shove it aside but it just wouldn't allow him to 
eat. Yatiji saw his friend's predicament and said, "Just let her alone; she 
will soon fly away." That's what happened. The bee flew away for the 
time being, but was back with another bee. Now the two of them started 
bothering him. Kahan Singh said, “You get up from there.” He had hardly 
spoken these words when the bee went back to its hive and a whole 
army of bees emerged instantly. The entire group of pilgrims was attacked 
simultaneously. Somehow they managed to go into the temple. Even the 
people in the temple had to take shelter inside. There was a virtual 
bedlam of people shouting in pain and getting nervous trying to avoid the 
onslaught of the swarm of bees. All this while Yatiji remained unharmed. 
He had his meal in peace. 


When he had finished he decided to carry their bags and shoes etc since 
they had abandoned everything to save their skin. Just as he approached 
the scene the bees attacked him as well and his condition became as 
bad as his friend's. Dr kahan Singh's condition was critical. As for Yatiji, 
his curly hair came to his rescue and the bees got entangled in it and 
couldn't do much harm. Yatiji started pulling out the stings from Dr Kahan 
Singh's body as he had fainted due to extreme pain. Finally, they managed 
to get him up with support and they resumed their journey to Neel Parbat. 


Then a strange thing happened. One bee hovered over them like a 
policeman to make sure that unwanted elements do not enter the 
designated area. In the same way the bee was shooing the unwanted six 
out of the designated area. Doctor Sahib was not able to walk. So Yatiji 
and Shastriji were supporting him. The bee would sometimes get lost in 
the foliage and then emerge out of it. The travelers took rest under a ` 
mango tree after some time. Dr Kahan Singh was feeling better by now. 
He explained that since he had been bitten by a mad dog earlier he could 
fight the poison of the bees otherwise he may have even died. 


Anyway, the travelers completed their journey with the bee accompanying 
all the way. When they returned to Hardwar she went back to Neel 
Parbat. The friends reflected on the wisdom of these mute creatures. 
Just as the faithful dog had done his duty to protect them, this bee made 
sure that the intruders do not encroach upon their freedom. 
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A Unigue Sight at Daksh Ghat 


Mahé swaré vaa jagataamadhee sware'! 
Janaardane vaa jagadantaraatmani ! 
Na vastubhedapratipatirasti me ! 
Tathaapi bhaktistarunenudusekhare !! 


NS the group of holy spots like Jwalapur, Mayapur, Kankhal, 
agjitpur and Hardwar of the Panchpuri is known as Hardwar today 
though it's commonly referred to as Kankhal.These days Kankhal has 
more significance than Hardwar. The old scriptures also verify that. 
Kalidasa has said in ‘Meghdoot’: 


Tasmaad gachchhe anukanakhalam $aila raaja vatornaam JI 


You must go to Kankhal that is at the foot hills of the Himalayas. The old 
buildings are also found in Kankhal only. Hardwar is more like the Civil 
Lines of Kankhal. It is a relatively new establishment which had no 
existence fifty years ago. The significance of holy dip is also more at 
Kankhal. 


Kankhal is a historical town. It was the capital of the ancient North 
Himalaya Pradesh. Just as Narendra Nagar is the capital of Tehri Garwal 
today, the kings of Tehri Garwal used to reside in Kankhal those days. 
The king of Kankhal was called Daksha. Since more people lived on the 
hills in the olden times Kankhal was as important as Delhi is today. 
Daksha Ghat is the place where millions of people take a dip to purify 
themselves and pray for a brighter future. 


The month of Shrawan when the Ganga is at its prime people worship 
Shivji Maharaj and offer flowers. They go barefoot singing and chanting 
slogans of Har-Har Mahadeva. To offer Ganga water on this ghat is 
considered a holy act. People carry water in all sorts of containers for 
this purpose. Shastriji and Yatiji decided to go on foot to Kankhal on this 
auspicious day. They filled two small bottles of Ganga water and set out. 
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They were walking merrily along the river, Shastriji in infront and Yatiji 
following a few steps behind. After some time, God knows what got into 
Yatiji’s head; he took out one bottle from his pocket and drank it saying 
Har-Har Mahadev. Shastriji was shocked. He said, “What are you 
doing?” 


“I am offering water to Shankar Bhagwan. What else?" 


“You always do these things. Give me my bottle,” said Shastriji in a loud 
and angry tone. 


“Yeah, sure. You take your bottle. As for mine, I will fill it from here. 
Ganga water is the same here as it was in Har-ki-pauri." He took out 
another bottle from his pocket and handed Shastri ji's bottle to him. 


He filled his bottle and they reached Daksha Ghat. Today Ganga had 
taken on its fiercest form wider than ever before. The river was roaring 
in full spate. There were whirlpools forming at at many places. The 
people sat on the bank a safe distance away from the rushing waves. 
Shastriji suggested, “Let us swim across." 


Yatiji was delighted to hear that and scon took off his clothes. Both of 
them were good swimmers. Yatiji plunged into the furious waters but 
Shastriji kept standing near the shore. Yatiji came out to call his friend, 
but Shastriji said he would follow soon. It happened three times. Yatiji 
came out again and again and Shastriji kept putting it off. Soon Yatiji was 
caught in a whirlpool from which he could not emerge to coax his friend 
to join him. A large crowd was watching Yatiji going round and round in 
the whirlpool but no one dared to go in and help him. Then he felt he was 
being pulled down into the depths of the river. He prayed to the support 
of the supportless for help. At that very instant he saw an old man with 
snow white hair and beard coming towards him like a swan. This man 
had a radiant face, a beautiful body and very strong arms. He held Yati 
ji by the arm and pulled him out and put him on a raft and disappeared. 
All the people watched the whole scene enacted right in front of their 
eyes. 


Shastriji saw Yatiji standing like a statue not uttering a word. He asked, 
"What happened, Yatiji?” The onlookers informed him that this man was 
drowning in the whirlpool when an old man saved him and brought him 
on the shore. Shastriji asked, “What happened?” Yatiji kept standing like 
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a statue in the same position in which the old man had made him stand. 
Finally, when he recovered from the experience, he said, “I really don't 
know. The god of the river came and brought me up when I was being 
pulled down by the force of water. But where has he gone now?" 


The people who had seen the old man also looked around everywhere 
but could not see him anywhere. They were convinced that Shankar 
Bhagwan had come in person to save Yatiji. They were filled with respect 
and devotion for Yatiji. They touched his feet and felt blessed. 


Then both the friends went up to Daksha Ghat and offered their bottles 
of water. What was special in the simple act was that the huge crowd 
made way for Yatiji to go ahead of them and make his offering. As he 
came out they fell on his feet in awe and respect. 


HIER 
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«C Chapter fifty > 


A Visit to Siddhanath 


Kaupeenam $atakhandajarjarataram 
kanthaa pavastaadriesée ! 

Nai schintyam nirapek sabhaik zyamasanam 
nidráa sma$aane vane !! 
Swaatantryéna nirankus$am viharanam 
swaaatam prasaantam sadaa ! 
Sthairyam yogamahotsave5pi cha yadi 
trailokyaraajyena kim !! 


ne cold morning in winter when a soft cool breeze was blowing 

Yatiji, Pundit Gangaram and Shastriji reached Sapt Sarovar from 
Hardwar. They took a bath in the cold water and sat down to meditate. 
They were so engrossed in their prayers that they did not know whether 
they were sitting in the sun or under the shade. When the sun was right 
on top of them Yatiji opened his eyes and saw that Gangaram was lying 
in the sand and a little distance away Shastriji lay in the same condition. 
The old Pundit, Gangaram said, “It is twelve o'clock and the sun is very 
hot. Let us have lunch, now.” Shastriji said, “I wish we had brought a 
servant along so that we won’t have to leave this lovely place to go for 
lunch.” Yatiji said. “You eat everyday; if you don’t eat today, it will be a 
fast and will do good to the digestive system as well. If you don’t eat 
one meal you will enjoy the next meal more and that will give more 
strength and energy. That is how you build strength.” The old pundit 
said, “Yatiji, you are an ascetic; you can observe austerities but we are 
ordinary human beings; we don’t have your kind of self control.” 


So, they all agreed to go for lunch. Just then Shastriji saw an old hermit 
walking on the other bank of the river. Yatiji walked faster and went and 
saluted him. Shastriji had more experience with the sadhus since he ran 
a bookshop and often came in contact with them, plus he had read quite 
a few books that gave him an insight into their lives. He was, therefore, 
not easily impressed by them. But when he saw this almost naked saint 
with locks and ashes smeared on his body, he bowed to pay his respects 
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to him. He said, “Maharaj, it’s time for lunch. Please join us.” The saint 
shook his head to say no. After they pleaded with him, he agreed to stay 
put while Shastriji gave one rupee to Yatiji to get some food from Surjan 
Singh’s shop for the saint. Yatiji was very agile; he went running and 
was back in no time with the food. He had returned so soon that Shastri 
ji thought he was still loitering around and not fetched the food. He said 
sternly, “Yatiji, what are you doing here? Why don't you go to get some 
food for the saint?” 


Shastriji and the saint were sitting on soft green grass under a tree. Yatiji 
placed the food on the platform and said, “Here it is.” Shastriji couldn’t 
believe his eyes. Had he really brought it so fast? He checked the time 
on his watch and calculated that Yati ji had covered a distance of four 
miles and come back in five minutes. 


Yatiji placed the basket of food in front of Siddhanathji and requested 
with folded hands, “Please partake of the food.” Siddhanathji took one 
piece from the basket and gave it to Shastri ji, another to the old pundit, 
the third to Yatiji, and half of it he kept on the basket to be offered to 
Ganga; the other half he ate. Yatiji offered the remaining half to him 
after he had finished his share. He ate that. Then the other two also 
offered half of their share to Siddhanathji, which also he consumed. 
Then Yatiji made a cup of the leaf and brought water for him. He drank 
that. After he was satisfied Nathji closed his eyes. Shastriji wanted to 
leave, but Yatiji said he wanted to be with Nathji for a while. 


Shastriji and the old pundit left whereas Yatiji stayed on. Siddhanathji stayed 
in the meditation pose till the evening. When it was beginning to get dark 


Siddhanathji got an Yatiji followed him. He stopped near a small path . 


under a tree and said, “Let us meditate here.” Yatiji said, “In my opinion, 
this is not a suitable spot for meditation because the tree is home to many 
birds and you might have their droppings fall on you. Besides it is so close 
to a thoroughfare that you will not be able to concentrate. I will clear a 
spot in the plain ground and you can sit there.” Siddhanathji agreed. 


Siddhanathji sat for meditation on the spot suggested by Yatiji, while he 
went to Hardwar to get something for the evening meal for him. When 
he returned at nine he saw a new bowl in front of Nathji and a blanket 
spread under him and a light fire burning close to him. Yatiji offered the 
food to him but he wouldn’t accept it. Yatiji tried again and again but 
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Nath ji refused to open his mouth to accept the food. Finally, Yatiji gave 
up and ate his meal. The rest of the night he spent there with Nathji. 


In the morning crowds of devotees came to Nathji but Nathji kept sitting 
in the same posture without moving or speaking. After a while Shastriji 
also came accompanied by the old pundit. They asked, “Yatiji, where 
were you last night? We came here and Lala Ram Prasad brought food 
and this blanket for Nathji." 


“I had gone to Hardwar to get food and I came and saw the blanket." 


The whole day Nathji stayed in the same posture, neither moving nor 
speaking. Three days went by. On the fourth day, Nathji got up to have 
a bath in the Ganga and Yatiji followed him. After he had rubbed and 
scrubbed himself clean he spoke, “I am very pleased at your devotion. 
I was waiting for this day. Now I will go." 


Yatiji asked humbly, “Bhagwan, please tell me what deeds I have done 
and what is ordained for me. Please guide me on the path that has been 
designated for me.” 


Siddhanathji said, “I will tell you a secret. Listen to me carefully. The 
best state is of a person who does not discriminate between living 
creatures, who does not see himself and God as separate and who treats 
all living creatures with the same love, respect and affection. This is the 
secret wisdom. This is spiritualism in its practical form; this is yoga at its 
best. Lord Krishna explained this practically to Arjuna that the entire 
creation is divine. Don’t get confused with destiny, fate and cumulative 
deeds. Know this for a fact that all is divine inside and outside. The sun, 
stars and air move because of Him. He is in everything. This is all there 
is to know. Now, I must go.” 


Yatiji said, “Bhagwan, allow me to go with you to serve you.” As he said 
this, his foot hit upon a stone and he looked down at his feet. When he 
looked up there was no trace of the mahatma. He just heard a faint 
sound of Aum and even that was lost in no time. Yatiji tried looking for 
him all around but he had just disappeared into thin air. Many days later 
he related the whole incident to some pilgrims who had returned from 
Badrinath. They said they had seen a similar sage up there in the snow. 
May be he was the same sage. 


30009€ 
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«C Chapter F ifty-One 


In the Group of Fakirs 


Now we have taken the decision 
To do or die, as the fakirs always say 
We will go ahead even if the path is bloody 
The Lord himself has played Holi 
Why should we falter in our endeavour? 


he words of the great man at Siddha Strot and Siddhanathji had a 

deep impact on Yatiji.The dust of the Vedant got brushed away in 
the fire for service of the country. The fire inside him exploded like a 
volcano. 


He had been gradually getting more and more perturbed by the sorry 
state of affairs in his motherland. He was obsessed with just one thought 
day and night— how to get back the lost freedom for his country. His 
efforts to open a library, a dispensary and many schools were all inspired 
by the same thought. 


At this time the Congress had a nominal existence. It was no more than 
an institution for the English speaking elite of the Indians like lawyers, 
barristers and titled gentry that owed allegiance to their alien rulers. 
They would hold a seminar once a year in December and pass a few 
resolutions and send them to their white masters. 


However, far away in the East, the sun of freedom had risen at the turn 
of the century. “Independence is our birth right” and “Freedom is within 
you; don't beg for it; take it” were the slogans that were slowly being 
heard. The very air of Bengal blew signs of revolution into the rest of 
the country. Yati Kishore Chandra heard this potent message and was 
ignited. Now freedom became his mission. 


He wanted to go to the topmost peak of Mayadevi and listen to this 
message clearly. He took his friend Master Lakshman Najibabadi with 
him and they braved through the arduous climb fraught with all sorts of 
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dangers at every step. When they were returning they saw a handsome 
man coming down. From his dress he appeared to be a Bengali. Yatiji, 
the ardent patriot was excited by his appearance thinking that this man 
has brought a special message for him. 


“Are you from Bengal?" Yati ji asked him as he approached. 
*Yes. What is your name?" 
“I am Yati Kishore Chandra.” 


“That’s great! I have heard a lot about you from the people of Hardwar. 
I am very happy to meet you personally.” 


“When did you come from Bengal?” 

“About a month back.” 

“And when did you come to Hardwar?” 

“About five or six days ago.” 

“So, have you brought the message of revolution to North India?” 


“What message of revolution are you taking about, Yatiji? You think 
Indians are ready for it? Nowhere near it. Had they been prepared the 
mutiny of 1857 would have seen the end of foreign rule. In the present 
state of affairs itis impossible to even think of bringing about a revolution. 
We need a social revolution before we can even visualize a political 
revolution. Our society has become hollow from within; it cannot bear 
the brunt of revolution.” 


“This is the country where a six-month old baby is called a widow; this 
is where eight crore of the population is considered untouchable; this the 
land where the illiterate and corrupt Brahmins call themselves the 
custodians of religion, and they are scared of harmless people like ants; 
this is where the indolent and lazy are considered saints. Can they even 
understand the meaning of revolution?” 


“Unless the entire nation rises from its slumber, there is no hope of a 
revolution. At present, even one person dares to do something there are 
hundreds who will get him caught by the tyrant rulers. What can be 
done when the fence starts eating the crop?” 


"You are right, Suresh babu, but is it fair to be daunted by these 
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impediments and leave the fate of the nation to God and wait for miracles 
to happen?" 


“I don’t say we should go back to sleep. All I am saying is that we need 
to prepare our people for the kind of image we have of freedom in our 
minds. We have to follow the lines taken by Guru Gobind Singh and 
Guru Ram Das to revolt against tyranny. In the modern times, Rishi 
Dayanand did start a wave of revolution but unfortunately he died before 
he could complete his mission. Today again, Lokmanya Tilak has sounded 
the bugles of change from Maharashtra. He is the man to follow; he is 
the soul of this freedom struggle." 


Yatiji was quite familiar with Lokmanya Tilak's ideas since he subscribed 
to the journals ‘Maratha’ and *Kesri' for his library. He asked his Bangali 
friend, “Suresh Babu, what exactly is the mission of Lokmanya Tilak? 
What are his methods of attaining freedom for the country? I have heard 
that an institution called Congress has also been established for the same 
purpose. What is the difference between in the two?” 


“Difference? As far as the ultimate goal is concerned, there is no 
difference at all. Both of them want complete freedom. The difference 
lies in the methods. The Congress wants to beg for freedom at the door 
of the rulers, whereas Lokmanya Tilak wants to awaken the incomplete 
spirit in the countrymen so that they gain independence on their own 
strength. Tilak is a follower of Chhatrapati Shivaji and Yogeshwar 
Krishna. He is a political expert. You can go to Maharashtra and see for 
yourself how he has instilled the spirit of freedom in the common man. 
He is a practical man; he is not like the English-speaking leaders who do 
nothing more than make fiery speeches from the dais. Tilak wants to 
make every Indian a soldier who is willing to sacrifice his life for the 
cause of freedom. It is for people like us who are young and strong to 
support him and fight for our freedom.” 


“You live in Bengal, so tell me, do the Bengalis also follow Lokmanya — 
Tilak?” 


“Yatiji, India is one country; it does not matter whether you are a Bengali 
or a Marathi. We are Indians. Tilak is the leader of the whole of India, 
not just of Maharashtra. In fact, Bengalis have taken to his ideas very 
forcefully. We have a group of young men and women who are called 
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revolutionaries. But let me tell you that revolution does not mean 
bloodshed and violence. We are non-violent people who consider the 
whole world to be one. But there is a fire burning in our hearts which 
will not die down till we achieve independence. Some of out compatriots 
have renounced their wealth and pleasures to join the mission for freedom. 
The world does not know them as yet, but soon everyone will hear of 
them.” 


“How many members do you have in your group?” 
“Hundreds. Almost the whole of Bengal has joined in.” 
“What do they do?” 


“They work for the cause of freedom giving up any selfish interests of 
their own.” 


“Shouldn’t this fire spread to north India as well?” 


“Of course. Why not? Will you take the responsibility to lead the mission 
in North India?" 


*With your support." 


“So, I will write your name in the group of freedom fighters. Yati Kishore 
Chandra will henceforth spread the message of freedom in North India." 


Maa nisaada prati sthaaamatwamagamah $aa swatésamah ! 
Yatkrauncha mithunaadekamavadhi kaama mohitam !! 
Navai bhinnaa jaatu charanti dharma ! 


JGC 
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The Freedom Lover 


I know that destruction awaits him who first stands up 
. To oppose the oppressor's yoke of tyranny. 
That's my fate; I feel it and I know it. 
But tell me, when and where 
Was freedom ever won without sacrifice? 


I am not a worshipper of complacence. 
` Ido not subscribe to the idea of holding meetings and conferences 
in the comfort of opulent buildings to discuss a few topics and 
feel gratified. 
I don't think there is much glory in collecting wealth to wipe 
away the tears of a chosen few and think that your job is done. 
I think true glory lies in serving the millions of poor and needy 
with whatever it takes. 
True service is to help the helpless so that our faith in human 


beings and humanity is revived. 
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C Chapter Fify- Two > 


A Meeting with Lokmanya Tilak 


okmanya Bal Gangadhar Tilak is the second person after Shivaji 

who has upheld the glory of our motherland. It is because of him 
that we are close to achieving our independence. Such were the thoughts 
of Yati Kishore Chandra as he read the highly inspiring articles written 
by Lokmanya Tilak in the magazines. 


“You say, I have done a grievous crime for which I will be imprisoned 
for life. My biggest crime is that I cannot remain mute seeing chains on 
my motherland. Is it a crime to love one's country? If the Romans 
establish their rule over England with brute force, will the British take it 
lying down? And, if they try to free their country, will they be committing 
a crime? It is true that only a few are punished but the rest of the 
community does not sit idle. The sons of this land cannot tolerate their 
mother being enslaved. It is our right to protect our rights, and Self Rule 
is our birth right. And I will not rest till I have achieved it. I will fight for 
it as long as there is the last drop of blood." 


Yatiji thought about the exemplary courage of Lokmanya Tilak who dared 
to raise such bold slogans at a time when it was considered sacrilege to 
speak of such matters. He was literally like the king of the jungle who 
roared from roof tops: 


Self rule is our birth right. 


The twentieth century had just about begun to crawl when the trio of Lal 
— Bal— Pal rose in the Indian firmament from three different directions— 
Lala Lajpat Rai from the south, Lokmanya Bal Gangadhar Tilak from 
the east and Vipin Chandra Pal from the east. In the north there was the 
great Giriraj Aditya already. ` 
Yati Kishore Chandra had infinite regard for Lokmanya Tilak. He often 
read his articles many times to absorb every word of it. Now, after 
meeting the Bengali Babu he was inspired to seek his guidance. 
kmanya was in Poona those days. Yatiji took a train to Poona after 


CC-0.Panini Kanya Maha Vidyalaya Collection. 


[250 


Digitized by Arya Samaj Foundation Chennai and eGangotfganit Darshan 


seeking an appointment with him through a letter. When he came face 
to face with him, he bent down to touch his feet and then sat down to 
talk of the current condition of the country. 


Yati — 
Tilak — 
Yati — 


Tilak — 
Yati — 
Tilak — 


Yati — 
Tilak — 


Yati — 
Tilak — 


Is there any hope for India? 
Why not? Yatiji, if a child falls, doesn't he get up and try again? 


He can get up after a few knocks but by now the whole body 
has become like a sieve with holes in it. 


He can still get up. 
How? 


On the strength of his spirit. So what if the body is ailing, the 
spirit is still in tact. 


What if the soul is also dead? 


Can the soul die? When even death cannot kill the soul how 
can a worldly power kill the spirit? 


One thousand years of slavery can do irreparable harm. 


True, but in these years haven’t we risen at least once? We 
have not only tried to regain our freedom but have also 
succeeded to some extent. You know the history. 


What success? Had we really been successful we wouldn't 
be slaves now. 


This slavery is not one thousand years old. The British came 
to India as traders barely three hundred years ago and it is 
barely hundred years since they started running the 
administration of the country. At the time the British came to 
India there was no trace of slavery of the Mughals left. It was 
the Marathas who were ruling India from Rameshwar to the 
Bay of Bengal and right up to Bombay. The brave Khalsa 
were ruling the entire northern region right up to Kabul and 
Kandahar, What was left of the Mughals was just relics of the 
past in Mohammed Ali in the South and one Nawab in Awadh 
and one Aliwardi in Bengal. And all of them paid homage fo 
the Maratha rulers. 
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Yati — 
Tilak — 


Then where has this vast Hindu disappeared? 


Rise and fall, light and darkness are two sides of the same 
coin. They form the cycle of life and individuals have to 
experience both sides. Now it is time for us to rise and rise 
with such grace that no one can threaten us again. 


But where is our Hindu empire? 


Our Hindu community has fallen prey to selfishness, laziness 
and complacency. The life of a community is not to be taken 
lightly since every action, every individual and every moment 
matters. We can become strong by loving each other and 
respecting all sections of our community. We have fallen from 
the lofty ideals given to us by our ancestors. And this has 
happened only in the last century. Even the Mughals had not 
broken our spirit or contaminated our character. In fact, their 
atrocities gave birth to people like Chhatrapati Shivaji and Guru 
Gobind Singh to stand up against their tyrannical rule. However, 
somewhere down the line the descendants became indolent 
and ruined the glory gained by kings like Maharaja Ranjit Singh. 
It was the divide and rule policy of the white people that ate 
into the fibre of this country. Nonetheless, I am hopeful that 
the wave that has risen now will soon bring back the glorious 
past and freedom is not far away. 


Whatever you say every word is the truth, but at the moment 
the country is going through a particularly bad phase. 

It is bad, I admit, but when was it any better. I am not 
pessimistic and I don't want to hear any negative talk. I am 
convinced that the community that could give birth to Shivaji, 
Guru Gobind Singh and Maharana Partap cannot remain slave 
for long. 


So you think India will achieve independence? 


Certainly, and very soon. India has shunned her slumber and is 
now waking up. Once a community awakes, no one can keep 
itin shackles for long. The lion has realized its true identity and 
is beginning to roar. The wheel of life is moving. 
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Yati — However, all this will not happen automatically. What should 


Tilak — 


Tilak — 


we do to help the process? 


This is significant. Yatiji, you must know that making speeches 
is not enough. The true India does not live in the cities but in 
the villages. Freedom is not in the Viceregal Lodge but in the 
poor man’s hut. Go into the villages and remove the darkness 
of superstition, ignorance, illiteracy and litigation. You have to 
work at the grass root level so that at least the next generation 
is more aware. Remove social evils like untouchability. The 
youth of the nation must start movements against all kinds of 
discrimination. We have to work hard to improve the physical 
and mental health of our countrymen. Of course, the best place 
to start is with yourself. First remove evils within and then 
become an example for others. Also, we Indians are more 
concerned with our next life than our present life; we sing 
songs of heaven when we live in hell. We must root at this 
tendency out of our psyche. It is the main cause of our fatalistic 
attitude. 


You are absolutely right. I have come here to seek clear-cut 
instructions from you so that we can spread your mission in 
north India. 


Yatiji, he who has sincerity of purpose and an honest desire to 
serve will find the way. You may start with organizing the youth 
and training them in martial arts and celebrate festivals in the 
true spirit. If you begin with these three objectives, I assure 
you, you will be able to light a spark in the life of the youth of 
the nation, that is its very soul. 


ULIWA 
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«C Chapter fifty-Three 


Anand Sewak Panth - 
The Path of Blissful Service 


I offer neither pay nor quarters, nor provisions, 
I offer hunger, thirst, forced marches, battle and death. 
Let him who loves his country in his heart 


Not with lips only follow me. 


ati Kishore Chandra took the guidance given to him by Lokmanya 

Tilak for his mission in life and returned to Hardwar. He had already 
given a practical shape to many of the things Tilak told him to do. The 
Sant Library, the various schools in the villages were already spreading 
knowledge and dispelling ignorance. He had already taken the oath to 
protect our ancient Indian culture, revive Ayurveda and use only 
indigenous things in his life. 


Many days had passed since he returned from Poona. It was the spring 
season and the month of Falgun, February-March. The trees had shed 
their leaves and were covered with fresh lush green leaves. One day, 
Yati ji walked to Sapt Sarovar enjoying the fragrant breeze. There was 
a riot of colours with the flowers in full bloom. The entire scene was 
breathtaking. 


Yatiji was so captivated by the sheer beauty of nature that he forgot to 
go home. He went on walking till he reached the sixth stream and then 
sat down under the shade of a tree looking at the Ganga flowing in all its 
glory. It was noontime and the sun was pretty strong but the cool breeze 
made it tolerable. 


While he was sitting there he saw an ordinary scene being enacted on 
the other shore of Ganga. An elephant came majestically to drink water 
in the Ganga, and a bird started hovering over his ears. He took no 
Notice of it and continued to drink water. After some time five more 


CC-0.Panini Kanya Maha Vidyalaya Collection. 


E54 Digitized by Arya Samaj Foundation Chennai and eGangoGant Darshan 


birds joined the bird and started attacking the elephant creating a virtual 
bedlam in his ears with their screeching. Finally, the giant size elephant 
lost his cool and quietly walked away. 


Tt was an ordinary thing which most people would have taken no notice 
of, but the wise draw lessons from ordinary events. Newton saw an 
apple falling to the ground and gave the world the theory of gravitation. 
Stephens saw the kettle boiling and invented the steam engine. Similarly, 
Valmiki saw a man shooting an arrow at the pair of swans and said: 


Maa nisaada prati sthaaamatwamagamah Saa swatesamah ! 
Yatkrauncha mithunaadékamavadhi kaama mohitam !! 


That event became the basis of Ramayana. 


Yati Kishore Chandra watched this insignificant incident and realized 
the strength in unity. If he had not seen it, he wouldn’t have believed that 
such a huge animal was forced to retreat by half a dozen tiny birds. 
Unity is strength has been repeated so often but he saw it practically. 
The scripture also says: 


Navai bhinnaa jaatu charanti dharma ! 


Yatiji drew his lesson from it. He thought that a handful of white men 
can rule over 35 crore Indians because they are not united. It really boils 
down to one man ruling one thousand Indians, which is not possible even 
with sheep. Are we worse than sheep? These thoughts inspired him to 
organize the youth. He thought of naming it ‘Anand-Sevak Panth’ which 
means to work selflessly to alleviate the pain and suffering of the world 
and make the world a better and happier place to live in. 


ue eos a manifesto of his organization and presented it to the 
public. 


Our Objective : 


1. (a) To serve the public that gathers in religious and social 
functions of various festivals. 


(b) To take care of the sick and helpless pilgrims. 
(c) Torescueany drowning person while bathing in the Ganga. 
(d) To catch and punish the rogues who that under the garb of 
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saints kidnap young boys and girls on such functions. 


(e) Totrace the lost kids and send them back to their guardians. 


To open gymnasiums for physical exercise and to teach martial 
arts as permitted by the law of the land. 


To celebrate festivals like Holi, Rama-Lila and Shivaji festival, 
displaying valour and bravery. 


To go to the slums on holidays and Sundays to preach useful 
things. 


To be prepared to remove social evils rampant in the Hindu society. 


The members of the Anand Sevak Panth will have to take the following 
oaths at the time of initiation into the organization: 


1. 
2. 


I will do unto others as I expect others to do unto me. 

I will speak the truth and live my life according to religious tenets 
having implicit faith in God and remaining firm in my mission to 
serve others for divine attainment. 


Iwill have amicable relations with my fellow colleagues and follow 
the discipline of the organization. 


I will follow celibacy as far as possible and will consider myself, 
my family and everything of mine to be the nation’s property. 

I will not make distinctions between human beings based on caste, 
high-low hierarchy or untouchability, and will see the divine spark 
in each individual. 

I will love and promote my national language Hindi and carry out 
my work in Hindi. 

The aim of my life is service to others. 

I will reduce my unnecessary needs and spend less on occasions 
like marriages. I will use the money I save for activities of national 
interest. 

I will pattern my behaviour according to the ten principles laid 
down by my religion. 
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10. I will have no regret in sacrificing anything for the purpose of 
attaining freedom for my country. 


Yati Kishore Chandra became the founder of this organization. He took 
this message to Agra, Mathura, Aligarh and Hathras. He wrote two 
books on the same subject— ‘Satyata ki Kunji’ and ‘Upadesh Amrit’. In 
a short while the members of the organization crossed over three 
thousand. 


On one occasion, he addressed the members and said, “Today the 
condition of our country is pathetic. On one hand we are being ruled by 
the white traders from overseas who are sucking the blood of our 
motherland and on the other hand we have the Indian priests who are 
lost in darkness of ignorance and are full of hatred, fear and animosity 
for those who think of progress. This condition is like a dying man cursing 
his doctor. 


So many atrocities are committed in the name of gods and goddesses; 
mute and helpless animals are ruthlessly killed to please the gods; and all 
sorts of witchcraft is practiced as religion. People have no faith in God 
though they shout from roof tops to claim their religiosity. Their behavior 
reflects the worst kind of atheism. 


I ask all of you who have joined this organization to get rid of all these 
evils that have crept into our social system. You have to demolish this 
sand wall in order to break the shackles of out motherland. 


On another occasion he said, “No community can come from the outside 
and ruin the other community. It is the sins of the community that make 
it weak for anyone to tread over it. It is a pity that this is the country 
where seven crore people are considered untouchable, and are treated 
worse than other countries treat their cats and dogs, where infant girls 
are called widows, where caste system has divided the country into 
9999 parts. I entreat you to root out the menace of caste and untouchability 
if you want to see your country free.” 


Again, he said on another occasion, “We have very little time and a lot to 
do, but do not lose heart. Nothing is Impossible for you who are the 
descendants of the great ancestors who ruled the whole world. You are 
the descendants of the great sages who drank the whole world in one 
gulp. “The path of service is the path of sacrifice. Never fear the external 
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enemy; he can do no harm. But look at the devil sitting inside your heart 
and take him to task. And the best way to do it is through celibacy. 
Brahmacharya is the medicine for all ailments. It is the only secret to 
maintain good character. It is the essence of life. So, you should take the 
vow to remain a celibate. You have no need to bow before any tyrannical 
power if you have faith in God and confidence in yourself. Remain 
undaunted like the Himalaya and ultimately you will succeed. 


My respected friends,! We have to uplift this great nation that has fallen 
from its majestic heights. First we have to diagnose the ailment of this 
sick nation. A nation is made up of a group of people. Just as a body 
does not function properly unless all its organs and systems work well, 
the nation also cannot function properly even if some of its parts are not 
working well. In a body restraint plays an important part to keep it healthy. 
The same is the case with the nation. Unless each and every person in 
the country does not do his duty it will remain sick. It will go astray and 
its downfall is certain. 


Today India has gone astray; it has wavered from its culture. We have 
to bring the Indians back on track. To follow your culture is what the 
Hindu religion is all about. ” 


Yatiji achieved remarkable success in his endeavor. His army of sevaks 
became active at a time when the Congress, the Mahavir Dal and other 
such institutions had just a nominal existence. Once, Yatiji went to Buland 
Shahar on some work connected with the organization. There is a sizeable 
population of rich people in Buland Shahar who are Hindus at heart but 
have converted to Islam due to some reason. He spoke to them addressing 
his members, “My respected friends! We have to uplift our nation that 
has succumbed to brute strength. We have to cure this ailing nation as a 
competent doctor. The nation is like a human body. It is made of various 
parts that share the same culture, the same civilization. They have to 
work in harmony to keep it healthy. But, when there is discord the body 
becomes sick and so does the nation. 


Today, the Indians have forgotten their duties and responsibilities. We 
have to show them the right path. Hindu religion is all about following 
your culture. Restraint is the singular principle that can help keep the 
body fit. This human machine of flesh and blood acting in accordance 
with the laws of nature is called Hinduism. 
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You often hear of a Hindu becoming a Muslim, but you have never 
heard of a Muslim becoming a Hindu. The Ganga is flowing upstream. 
What should have happened is that people move towards progress and 
humanitarianism. Instead itis moving towards animalism and materialism. 
Giving up Hinduism is as good as giving up humanitarianism. 


Each individual lives in two worlds— one that he can see with his eyes 
open and the other he can see with his eyes closed. The Hindu religion 
tells you how to live in both these worlds. It is up to you to believe it or 
not, but the scriptures are very clear about it: 


Andhamatamah pravisanti ye vidyaaamupaaasate ! 
Tato bhooya iva te taamo ye vidyaa rataa !! 
Vidyaam cha avidyaam cha yo nastadvedeebhyam saha ! 
Avidyoyaa mrityum teertwaa vidyayaa5mritama snuté !! 


Inorderto live in peace in both the worlds, one must have full knowledge 
of metaphysics and materialism. 


There is only one religion in the world but there are many sects. You can 
change your sect but you cannot change your religion. Today sects have 
overshadowed religion. Each sect wants to increase its numbers. Today, 
India is divided into two main sections— one that is comprised of true 
patriots fighting for the freedom of the country, the Hindus; and the 
other comprised of Muslims and Christians who are traitors. It is they 
who call the shots because they allow you to do whatever pleases you 
and give you the assurance that you will be forgiven if you join their 
sect. The Muslims sing praises of their tyrant rulers like Auranzeb, 
Altamash and Gauri. On the other hand, Hinduism binds you with 
restraint. You commit the slightest sin and you will be punished and you 
will have to repent. For instance, if a Muslim man brings a Hindu girl by 
force there is celebration, whereas if the reverse happens even with the 
girl's acceptance, the Hindu society will makes life miserable for them. 
Anyone can abuse Ravana, Kansa, Dusshasana and no Hindu will take 
offence, but say a bad word about the worst of the Muslims, and they 
will not allow it. I stand here to tell you the reason behind this difference. 


Today there are six thousand million Muslims in India; they have not 
come from Arabia nor have they fallen from the sky. They are our own 
brothers who have separated from us, Brothers often fight with each 
other. These Muslims left the Hindu religion because of the ill treatment 
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of the pundits; they did not want to convert to Islam but were left with 
no choice because of the custodians of Hindu religion. They were driven 
up the wall by these priests who claim to be God incarnate. These are 
the people who are responsible for making six thousand million brothers 
our enemies. 


It happened for the first time in the sixth century when Mohammed Bin 
Qasim attacked India and our brothers sick of the atrocities of the pundits 
converted to Islam to root out the Brahmanic autocracy. Subsequently, 
Mohammed Gaznavi, Subakatgin, Mohammed Gauri invaded India and 
continued to rob this land over and over again. Had it not been for these 
custodians of religion, the invaders would have imbibed our culture, our 
values and our lifestyle. The tales of Ferozshah, Sher Shah Suri and 
Akbar are world famous. Everyone knows the anecdote of the cow-and 
the donkey of Akbar and Birbal. This anecdote reflects the attitude of 
the contemporary Hindus. These custodians of religion, instead of 
converting them into Hindus, became sycophants of the Muslims 
conquerors. 


What is happening now is the reaction of what the pundits did then. The 
lower castes could no longer take the atrocities of the Brahmins and 
have crossed over to join the Muslims who were keen to establish their 
rule in India. These people from the low castes had pleaded with these 
pundits to include them in the mainstream and purify them, but the sole 
agents of Hinduism refused point blank. 


Consequently, the Muslims began their drive to convert people with or 
without their permission. The poor of India, the real life of the country 
became Muslims. Today the great families you see of the Muslims were 
Hindus some time ago; they were the descendants of Maharana Partap. 
And, who is to blame for all this? I hold myself responsible. 


Here I must relate the incident that took place between Pundit Jaggannath 
with Aurangzeb. Aurangzeb wanted to prove that the water of A'abe- 
Zamzam is purer than Ganga water. He held a debate in which Pundit 
Jagannath had to contest the great mullas. The condition was that if 
Pundit Jagannath lost he would convert to Islam and if he won then 
Aurangzeb would marry his daughter to him. Pundit Jaggannath won, 
and he was married to Aurangzeb's daughter. He took her to the Ganga 
to purify her and then went home. 
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The reason why I have related this historical event is because of what 
happened later. When he went to his home town, Kashi, instead of 
welcoming Pundit Jaggannath as a hero they ostracized him saying he 
had become a Muslim. Look at the height of their stupidity. They say 
when a Hindu girl marries a Muslim she becomes a Muslim, and when a 
Hindu man marries a Muslim he becomes a Muslim too. It’s a no-win 
situation. Whether the knife falls on the apple or the apple falls on the 
knife the apple gets cut either way. 


Even in the present times, there are thousands of Muslims in Aligarh, 
Meerut, Alwar, Mathura and Etava who observe Hindu customs in their 
marriages. They may call themselves Muslims but they are still Hindu at 
heart. 


I want to make you aware, my fellow travelers that this is a death signal 
for us. If you don’t wake up even now, these invaluable people will 
leave you. Today they are 40% Muslims and 60% Hindus, but soon the 
situation will reverse if you don’t take heed. You owe it to our ancient 
Sages to extend a friendly hand towards them. If you want to alleviate 
pain and suffering from this land and if you want the country to progress, 
you have to plant the seed of Hinduism in them. You will have lived your 
life meaningfully and you will pay the debt of your ancestors.” 


After returning from Buland Shahar, Yatiji stayed in Hardwar for some 
days. He took a dip in the holy Ganga on the moonless night in Somwati 
which is considered auspicious. As he was leisurely strolling on the bank 
of the river he saw some men washing their face and brushing their 
teeth in Ganga water. Another man was washing his dirty clothes in the 
river. Yatiji was terribly upset and told them not to dirty the holy water. 


A few days later he said to the members of his organization, “My dear 
friends! Look at our sorry state of affairs. How low we have fallen in 
our ethical values! On the one hand we worship the holy Ganga as 
goddess Mateshwari, Jagjanani, and on the other hand, we throw our 
garbage into it. This is the height of our Stupidity. This spreads many 
diseases. You may say it is a small matter, but my contention is that if 
you take care of small things the bigger problems will take care of 
themselves. We call water a god, but it is sad that we just leave it at that. 
Hindu religion Isa very scientific religion. But you know how to distinguish 
between religion, conservatism and tradition. Following someone blindly 
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is conservatism; it should be discarded. Traditions can also be changed 
in accordance with the changing times, but culture is eternal and should 
be followed in earnest. 


Ganga water is considered holy; people drink it with reverence. Then 
why should anyone contaminate it with their filth. If you see someone 
doing this, you must stop them and explain to them why itis wrong to do 
so. Each person must be responsible for his actions; you cannot shift the 
blame to others. 


We have to learn to live an excellent life. This is important to achieve 
our ultimate goal of self-rule. A decent life style is the beginning of 
aspiring for higher goals. Our values are misplaced; we consider it great 
to leave food on our plates during marriages and other functions. What 
is so great about it? It is a national waste. Just think of how much food 
goes waste when everybody leaves food on his plate! Learn something 
from the Sikhs who sit together and eat and consider it a sacrilege to 
waste food. They say eat as much as you can but don't waste even a 
morsel of food. 


Japan has proved this in practical life. A small country attacked by a 
mighty power like Soviet Russia could stand its ground. The Japanese 
are so courteous; if you don't find a seat in a train the Japanese will 
stand up and offer his seat to you. They will help you in every possible 
way when you are in their country. They have an excellent work culture. 
That is why Japan is doing so well; our government has levied 10096 tax 
on Japanese products yet they sell like hot cakes. 


Compare this with India. Here something as simple as buying a ticket is 
a Herculean task. You have to be prepared to be kicked and knocked by 
the crowds. There is no concept of a queue in India; there no one dares 
to go out of turn. Look at our festivals and fairs. The religious and historical 
significance of these festivals has taken the backseat; all people do is 
eat spicy food and gossip. There is a dire need to bring reality into our 
lives; we have drifted away from our ideals; we must revive them and 
return to them. You have to take the lead. Wake up the slumbering 
countrymen even if you have to give them a jolt. But you must be 
grounded even if you create ripples; you must bring revolution through 


peace! 
HORDE 
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«C Chapter Fifty-Four 


The Volunteer of Kumbh Mela 


Sirah saarvam swargaatpa supati Sirastah k sitidharam ! 
Mahéejhraamduttungaadavani bhavané schaapi jaadhim !! 
Adho gangaa séyam padamupagataa stokamathavaa ! 
Viveka bhra staanaam bhavati vinipaatah Satamukhah !! 


atiji had just organized the Anand-Sewak Panth when it was time 

for the Kumbha Mela. This was the year for the Hardwar-Kumbha 
Mela since it comes after twelve years. Yatiji was not against the mela 
as such but he was very perturbed by the wrong practices going on in 
the name of the auspicious occasion. People had lost sight of the original 
significance of the mela when learned pundits and scholars used to get 
together and hold religious discourses, debates and conferences. They 
used to think of ways and means to put religious principles into practice 
in day-to-day life. 


Now, what happens is just the opposite. They come in millions, spending 
lakhs of rupees and create a stampede. What do they gain out of it? If 
only this amount of money was spent on matters of national interest it 
could pave the way to national progress. But, who cares about the nation? 
They are interested in getting a passport to heaven by taking a dip in the 
Ganga on this auspicious day. 


Gone are the days when people from all religious groups would exchange 
views and contemplate on service to the country and humanity at large. 
Not only has all that vanished but the national character has fallen so 
low. Now the Kumbh mela has become the breeding ground for epidemics, 
like cholera and small pox. Instead of religious discourses all you see in 
Hardwar during these days is rows and rows of vendors selling spicy 
food. Satyug was the age when spirituality was given prominence, so 
there were religious meetings. Kaliyug is the age that centres round the 
belly so food becomes Most important and food sellers have replaced 
the rishis of ancient times. Hardwar, often referred to as Paris of India 
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becomes a stage for vulgar display of fashion and all untoward activities. 


From Har-ki-pauri to the Railway Station, there are about fifty sweet 
shops, thirty cosmetic shops, ten shops selling foreign dresses and the 
rest sell things like contraceptives, paan supari, nactarian pills and other 
such products. Brahma-gyan or divine knowledge seems to have been 
eroded by the 1924 floods. 


The genuine sadhus have disappeared. However, there are many pseudo 
saints in saffron robes parading as religious gurus. They are beggars. 
And if you make the mistake of giving one of them a pice, you are sure 
to be swarmed by hundreds of them. Like vultures they pounce on tearing 
at your clothes, your bags and even your limbs. 


If you get past them in one piece, you will have to go through a similar 
experience with the coolies and then the tonga-walas. Each one is pulling 
and tugging to grab you as a customer. They try to monopolise you by 
pushing the others out of the competition. This is briefly how you are 
welcomed in the holy city of Hardwar during the Kumbha Mela. 


Hardwar is the door to Hari’s home just in name. It is no different from 
any other city. And, if you were not to see the Ganga, it could be just like 
Lahore or any other city. There are multi-storeyed buildings and huge 
inns made by the wealthy businessmen who know that it is a lucrative 
business to accommodate pilgrims. The fallout is that the natural beauty 
of Hardwar is totally destroyed. Great memorials stand at places where 
the rishis had their peaceful cottages. There was a time when this was 
the place to gain divine knowledge and yagnas were held. Now all sorts 
of crimes like foeticide and abortions are done blatantly. 


The windmill of Hardwar goes round and round 
But, right next to it is the mosque of the Muslims. 


Hardwar has been totally destroyed. It is no more than a carcass. Even 
that is being beaten. Nothing else. Spare a thought for the wisdom of the 
Hindus and their power of organization. Thousands of Hindus come to 
Hardwar. They come and eat all sorts of junk food, take a couple of dips 
in the holy Ganga and return home after spending their valuable time 
and money. 
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Nothing more than this happens. There is a constant fair in Hardwar, but 
the huge fairs are held every six and twelve years. The Kumbha Mela. 

There was a time when Hardwar was really the door to God's home 
and the kumbha was a true gathering of elevated souls. 


The Muslim population has increased in the adjoining areas. In Jwalapur 
there are ten thousand Muslims in the total 18,000 population. For about 
twelve miles you don't see a single Hindu house. No wonder, the Muslims 
say that they are wherever the Hindus are. 


Hardwar has been completely ruined; only a corpse remains, and that 
too is taking a beaten ruthlessly. Look at the stupidity of the Hindus! 
They come in millions to Hardwar and spend their time eating; take a dip 
or two in the Ganga and they go home having lost everything. 


There is a mela in Hardwar all the time, but when the Half Kumbh 
comes after six years and the Full Kumbh after every twelve years this 
city is ready to burst. Hardwar is big enough to accommodate 20-25 
thousand people and has to bear with 20-25 lakhs in those days. No 
wonder, epidemics break out, things become hundred times costlier, and 
Hardwar spreads to fifteen to twenty miles beyond its limits. 


The blood-sucking pseudo religious leaders exhibit their shabby talents 
to rob the public. Newly married women show their finery and dance in 
the park. Kumbh has become a centre for religious robbers, and exponents 
of each denomination vie with each other to prove their superiority. There 
are all the varieties of sadhus such as the Nagas, the Bairagis, the 


Sanyasins, the Udasis, the Nirmalas and whatever else that exists in the 
name of religion. 


At the Railway Station, the scene is worse than a deluge. People elbow 
and jostle to get to the ticket counter pushing others back forcibly. They 
know that there is a train every hour but they must push their way to get 
into it some how or the other. The law of the jungle prevails. And when 
the train arrives lakhs of people try to board it. Not less than two hundred 


ope die in the process every time during the stampede at Kumbh 
ela. 


Then there is the protocol of who will bathe in the river first. Heads are 
chopped off and rivers of blood flow over this issue. For the sadhus it is 
no small matter; they are surrounded by policemen supervised by senior 
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officials just to escort them to the river. The Nagas go in first. These 
Nagas go on heavily adorned elephants sitting on brocade rugs as though 
they were no less than Emperor Ashok as he returned victorious from 
Patliputra. And these are the naked saints! After them the sadhus of 
other sects follow to take their turn to have a bath in the holy river. 


This is the stupidity of the Hindus. At least ten crore rupees are spent on 
one Kumbh. And what do they get in return? Nothing! 


It was the year 1903. Yatiji had organized the Anand Sewak Panth. He 
had an inherent dislike for these kinds of activities. He felt that there is 
nothing to gain out of them and there is so much wastage of money and 
energy. He also knew that many Muslims in the garb of sadhus come 
there to rob the innocent people. Hindus are by nature so impressed 
with the saffron colour that they are ready to kiss the feet of anyone 
wearing saffron robes. The negative characters know their weakness 
and take undue advantage of it. Yatiji posted his volunteers in the crowds 
and told them to catch young boys who have gone astray and catch hold 
of the imposters and teach them a lesson for life. That year, they brought . 
250 boys and thrashed fifty imposters. 


At one place Yatiji saw a robust sadhu who had smeared his own excreta 
on his body and was drinking his own urine. A crowd of hundreds had 
gathered around him to see this new wonder of creation. The ignorant 
Hindus are so gullible that they are ready to believe any stupidity to bea 
spiritual act. One man asked him, “Maharaj, I have one desire." 


“First put your sacred thread and your tuft of hair here then I will grant 
your wish,” said the imposter. 


Yatiji understood the game plan. He knew that a Hindu would not make 
such a demand. He told his volunteers to pour a few buckets of water 
on him. When he was a little cleaner, Yati ji held him by the neck and 
gave him a solid punch. He said, “Speak. Who are you?” At first he 
resisted then he came out with the truth. He said, “I am a Muslim. I did 
this to make the Hindus give up their religion. Please forgive me.” Yatiji 
was not willing to pardon such audacity. He remembered that Sultan 
Prithviraj had taken Mohammed Gauri prisoner seven times and had let 
him free, But when Mohammed Gauri took him a prisoner only once, he 
did not show any mercy. His minister reminded him that Prithviraj had 
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shown mercy seven times. He said, “Prithviraj was a fool; I am not..." 


Yatiji beat him black and blue and then handed him over to the police. 
He and his workers caught hold of many such imposters. He saw another 
man with three young boys dressed as Krishna, Baldev and Subhadra. 
He was doing great business as the passers by would stop and bow to 
their deities and offer money at their feet. Yatiji was furious at the way 
he was trivializing the great gods.’ He accosted the man and made him 
admit the truth. He, too, turned out to be a Muslim ridiculing the Hindu 
gods. Yatiji gave him a thorough thrashing and offered the money at the 
temple. 


Hindus are taught to be compassionate and forgiving from birth. They 
are told that God punishes the sinners. This weakness of the Hindus has 
made them so vulnerable. 


Yatiji was very concerned about maintaining the purity of Hardwar. By 
now he was quite sure that the worst kinds of criminals come to Hardwar 
during Kumbh and do their shady deeds parading as sages and saints 
alluring the public with their saffron robes. There was a time when 
criminals would become saints after a dip in the holy water. But, alas! 
How time has changed everything. The Ganga is the same; the Chandi 
Mountain is the same; the Surya Kund is the same, everything is the 
same but Hardwar has changed. Once upon a time, disturbed people 
came to Hardwar to get peace, but now there is no peace in Hardwar. 


Yatiji served the people as much as he could without bothering about his 
own health. He would rush to help people falling prey to epidemics along 
with his fellow workers. He was also concerned about the cleanliness 
of the city, but when a person tries to reform the Hindu community he 
has to face tough resistance from his own people to begin with. Yatiji 
was keen to set up a common platform at Hardwar where scholars and 
sages could hold discussions and exchange their views with one another. 


He met with the prominent people of Hardwar and drafted the following 
plan to improve the condition of Hardwar: 


I. First of all, the entire Hindu community of India must declare the 


area surrounding Har-ki-pauri in a radius of ten miles as an 
independent Hindu state. ; 
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Till such time the British Government does not approve of this 
demand, it should take care of the following points: 


(a) Regardless of what the Muslim population be in Jwalapur, 
they will have no representation in the Hardwar Union. 


(b All the employees of the police stations in Panchpuri will 
be Hindus from the constable to the Superintendent Police. 


(c) The Joint Magistrate of Roorkie should not be the Chairman 
of Hardwar Union; he should be selected from among the 
members of the union. 


(d) No non-Hindu should be appointed in the Post and Canal 
Departments. 


(e)  Theentire staff of the Hardwar Railway Station should be 
Hindu and 9596 of the coolies should be Hindus. 


All the small temples in and around Har-ki-pauri should be included 
in a vast temple on the bank of Ganga, and this temple should 
have the map of India on it. India should be depicted as a Goddess 
and Brahma, Vishnu, Mahadeva, Bharat, Rama, Krishna, Buddha, 
Pratap, Shivaji and Guru Gobind Singh should be standing in front 
of her with folded hands. Ganga should be flowing from the head 
of Bharat Mata. This should be the only temple of the Hindus and 
whoever wants to make offerings should do so in this temple 
only. Accounts of the income of the temple should be maintained 
and with the money religion should be spread through discourses 
from the common platform. 


Religious discourses should not imply speeches and lectures only, 
but should encourage spiritual, physical, mental, social and political 
awareness and progress. The topics for discussion in the 
forthcoming week should be put up on display beforehand. The 
weekly program: 

(a) Characteristics of the Hindu religion. 


(b)  Thehistoricalups and downs in Hinduism since its inception. 


(c) The present condition of Hinduism and how it will affect 
the future. 
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(d) 


Emphasis should not be on the stories of Ramayana and 
Mahabharata but on our bright past and rich heritage. 


Emphasis should be laid on all the pilgrimages in India and 
highlight their importance. 1 


How to live a healthy and good life. 
Karmayog— the path of power. 


Shops selling meat and fish should be forcibly removed from the 
precincts of Hardwar. 


A separate bathing enclosure should be made for women pilgrims 


on 


Har-ki-pauri so that they are not forced to bathe along with 


the men. 


Fifty yard area of Har-ki-pauri should be considered holy and 
people must remove their shoes before entering this area. 


MOX 
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«C Chapter Fifty-Five 


The Nature Worshipper 


Nature is the best cure. 


he Kumbh Mela is a great attraction for not only the thieves and 

robbers but even diseases and epidemics. After all, where else would 
they get such numbers and such willing victims? Most of these people 
who come to attend the Kumbh Mela know from the beginning that they 
will be robbed by the coolies, the tonga-walas, the beggars, the pundits, 
the vendors of spicy food, milk and curd and even vegetables. Then how 
can epidemic be left behind? 


Yatiji had never fallen sick; he had had a brief experience of sickness 
when he had planned his visit to Sbivlok and Swarglok. Nonetheless, the 
human body is made of flesh and blood and is vulnerable. Even the most 
robust people get sick, and Kumbh area is the headquarters of epidemics. 
Yatiji served the sick people during the Kumbh Mela for nearly a whole 
month. Yatiji was born to do this service to humanity. Even as an infant 
of a few days he had been instrumental in eradicating plague from his 
birthplavec Brahmapuri. So, it was not surprising that he went all out to 
treat the sick and cure them of their ailment. 


Along with his volunteers of Anand Sewak Panth Yati Kishore Chandra 
went wherever he got a distress call from. He attacked the area affected 
by cholera and fought with the disease with all his strength. 


About four or five days after the Kumbh was over when the peak of the 
cholera epidemic had almost receded, Yatiji felt that he, too, was getting 
the symptoms of the disease. He felt nausea and started puking and had 
loose motions. 

He knew that the symptoms were of the disease but he believed in 
patience, He did not take any medicine. He was himself a good physician; 
he could have taken one of his own herbal medicines, but he believed in 
Nature as the best cure. After his experience with doctors when he felt 
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weak because of what he had read about Keekar Singh, he never took 
any medicine prescribed by them. In the animal kingdom we see animals 
getting injured or sick and they get healed naturally. 


Sarpaa pibanti pavanam na cha durbalaaste ! 
Su skaih trinaih vana gajaah balino bhavanti !! 
Kandai phaih munivaraah k spayanti kaala !! 


In the jungle animals are so strong and healthy. In Panchatantra there is 
the story of a farmer who left his lame bullock in the jungle. In a few 
days he became so healthy and strong that he fought with the lion. In 
India, even now 28 crore people in the villages mostly cure themselves 
naturally; only a fraction of them go to doctors in the cities. In the towns 
and cities there are so many maternity hospitals, but in the villages, the 
women would be working in the field and deliver perfectly healthy babies 
there. The closer you are to nature the healthier you will be. 


After he observed symptoms of cholera in his body, Yati ji tied his loin 
cloth and went for a long run. He was a very good runner, and had once 
covered a distance of four miles in five minutes when he went to get 
food for Baba Siddhanath ji. Now, he started running towards the Chandi 
Temple. He had great faith in the Goddess Chandika Devi; he had spent 
the first night in her temple when he first came to Hardwar. Now, he 
was confident that she will take care of his pain and suffering. When he 
was missing his childhood friend and had completely lost himself in his 
longing for him, even then he had felt peace in her lap. 


Now, he ran towards the Chandi Mountain. The contractor of the Neel 
Dhara Bridge, Gauri Shankar, came out of his hut and saw Yat ji running 


at full speed. 
He asked, “Maharaj, what is the matter?” 


T eee Shankar, Jet me go where I am going. I will tell you 
ater. 


“But, what is it?” 

“Nothing much. I have cholera.” 

"Then take medicine for it...” 

“Okay, Lalaji. Now I am going; I will see you later." 
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Gauri Shankar was left looking. Yatiji picked up speed and crossed the 
bridge. He entered the jungle. Running made him perspire profusely. 
His body was drenched in his sweat. He felt thirsty, but knew that water 
at this time would do him harm. So he restrained himself from drinking 
water and kept running. 


He reached the office of the Forest Department and asked the ostler to 
give him some hot water. The ostler stood there with his folded hands 
and said, “Sir, you appear to be of an upper caste whereas I belong to a 
low caste. How can I give you water? I will be going against my religion.” 


“I am asking for it. So, don’t worry,” said Yati ji. 


But, the ostler insisted, “No, Sir. I cannot go against my religion. I will 
have to suffer for it.” 


“You will do no wrong by giving water to a thirsty man.” 


“Sir, you will go against your religion by drinking water from my hands 
and I will have to suffer for that too.” 

This is the absurdity of the Hindu religion! It has left such a deep impact 
on the minds of people. What is worse is that they do not even allow you 
to lift them up from the darkness in which they live. It is the height of 
stupidity to consider that your religion is contaminated if a man of lower 
caste gives water to the other of a higher caste. 


Yatiji was dying of thirst and the man was in a dilemma and was talking 
of what would happen if he broke the tradition. 


“Maharaj, if you take water from my hands, you will go against your 
religion. And will I be punished for it?” 


“Whose religion?” 
“Your religion.” 


“Your religion and my religion are the same, you fool! You are a Hindu 
and so am I a Hindu. So, what is the difference?” 


“But, Maharaj, I am low.” 


“What nonsense! Is all this hierarchy restricted to water only? Don't the 
Hindus take milk from even the Muslims? Don't they eat fruit cut by 
them ordrink water filled by them? If their religion is not harmed by that, 
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then why should my religion suffer if you give me water? Don't fear! 
You will come to no harm if you give me water." 


But, the spirit that has been crushed for centuries cannot awaken in a 
few minutes! 


Yatiji said, "Look here, the same religion has also prescribed exceptions 
in case of emergency. Remember Raja Harish Chandra who had to live 
and serve a low caste man. Do you think he did not drink water in his 
house? So, don’t be scared and give me some hot water.” 


The poor man yielded at last and gave him water. Yatiji drank water and 
resumed his running. When he reached Gauri Ghat he asked the 
shopkeeper to put some basil leaves and gur in water and boil it. he | 
drank it and went off to sleep. When he awoke he was absolutely healthy 
again. 


Yatiji stayed at Gauri Ghat for ten days. He had left his house open. In 
fact, he never locked the doors of his house or the library. He only bolted 
them. People would unbolt and go in to read and close the door after 
they had finished. The same with his house; he never locked it. 


This time he spent ten days in the lap of nature at Gauri Ghat. When he 
returned he found six Punjabis staying in his house. When they saw him 
enter the house confidently, they asked, “Maharaj, is this your house?” 


“Not mine, but yours,” he said. 
“Are you Yati Kishore Chandra?” 


“You have some business with Yati Kishore Chandra?” he asked looking 
him up and down. 


“Yes.” 
“If you are pilgrims and want to stay here, you are welcome to stay for 


as long as you like,” Yatiji told them. “However, if you have some specific 
work with Yati Kishore Chandra, then he will be with you soon.” 


“We have to meet Yatiji only.” 
“What for?” 


“We can tell him only.” 
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“You can take it that you are speaking to him only.” 
“Then why don’t you say it plainly that you are Yati Kishore Chandra?” 


“Okay, I am Yati Kishore Chandra. Now, tell me what brings you here 
and where are you coming from?” 


“We have come from Lahore to meet the freedom fighter, Yati Kishore 
Chandra.” 


“Good. Yati kishore Chandra is at your service!” 
They gave him a letter. He read it: 

Lahore, 13-5-1903 
Respected Yatiji, 
On my last visit to Hardwar you had started the topic of creating a 
symbol of India’s Independence in the form of a flag. It is a very good 
idea and everyone who has heard of it has appreciated it. The flag will 
serve as an inspiration to the coming generations. If you are successful 
in your efforts you will be serving a noble cause. It is time we hoisted 
the freedom flag from the highest peaks of the Himalayas. These four 


men are invaluable gems from Punjab. They will work with you, and 
help you hoist the first flag on Maya Devi Mountain. 


Yours... 
Suresh Babu 
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«C Chapter Fifty-Six 


The First Flag of Independence 


Fearlessly we pledge to abide by this flag 
May our motherland live long! 
May we succeed in our mission! 


en we talk of the first flag of independence by Yati Kishore 
Chandra we bow to the Lord Veda who hoisted the first flag in 
the form of Brahma, the creator of the universe, giving his sermon: 


Yasyaa maaapah paricharaa samaanée 
raho raatreapramaadam k sranti ! 
Saa no bhoomi bhooridhaaraa payo 
duhamatho vk satu varchasaa !! 


It means, the motherland on which selfless volunteers work day and 
night gives sustenance to them in the form of rivers of milk full of energy. 
This was the first instruction given by Veda Bhagwan to men and women 
of the world. This was the ideal for which myriads of countrymen have 
sacrificed their lives to uphold the freedom of the country. Eight hundred 
years after the last emperor of India, Samrat Vikramaditya, the immortal 
flag has remained hoisted on the highest peak of Himalaya spreading 
cool breezes of peace and harmony in the world. 


Then times changed; the Indians, out of fear of the Muslims, uprooted 
the flag and drowned it in the Arabian Sea. Then the Rajputs tried to 
restore it but succeeded only partially. However, Chhatrapati Shivaji 
managed to hoist it again on the peak of the Himalayas. The Khalsas of 
Punjab were still not satisfied and they took it right up to the place from 
where Mahmud Gaznavi had come to loot the Somnath Temple. 


Unfortunately, this victory was short-lived. The Khalsas themselves 
retreated and then the white race took over. Lord Dalhousie uprooted 
the flag and imprisoned it within the walls of the White House. The 
wounded India once again tried to free it in 1857. The brave soldiers like 
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Nana, Lakshmi Bai and Tantya Tope showed exemplary courage but 
did not succeed in their endeavour to free their motherland. 


At the end of the nineteenth century, Rishi Dayanand again tried to lift 
the flag of freedom. He wrote in his book, 'Satyarth Prakash’: “Foreign 
rule may be beautiful and comfortable, but it cannot compare with self 
rule.” 


Yati Kishore Chandra was the first man in the twentieth century to 
unfurl the flag of freedom. In the age of Sardar Ajit Singh, Sufi Amba 
Prasad and Lala Hardayal, he was the first man to think of hoisting the 
flag of freedom. 


During that time, in the first decade of the twentieth century the first 
meeting of the North Indian Revolutionary Party held its meeting in the 
Sant Library. In this meeting, Yatiji proposed, “Every nation has a flag as 
a symbol of their nationalism, but we don’t have any such flag. Just as a 
believer sees God in the idol in front of him and takes its help to reach his 
goal, similarly, the freedom fighters need a symbol of freedom. This 
symbol will be our flag. We will hoist this flag on the highest peak of 
Mayadevi Mountain since it has great historical significance. At one 
time, the Vena Raja had his fort here. This is where we will hoist our 
flag of freedom, which will become the centre of our patriotism. And, 
once we unfurl it we will never let it come down.” 


Everyone appreciated Yatiji’s proposal wholeheartedly. They decided to 
hoist the flag on Mayadevi the next day. All of them started from Sant 
Library towards the mountain early in the morning. They were fifteen in 
all but each one was as good as a lakh and a quarter. This group of 
freedom lovers went all the way singing inspirational songs: 


O brave countrymen! Come with us! 
Let’s unfurl the flag of freedom. 
Remember the brave soldiers 
Banda Bahadur and Chhatrapati 
Make them your ideals 
To free your motherland! 

May the shackles break! 

May the days of misery end! 
May the clouds of Slavery vanish 
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To let the sun of freedom shine! 
Awake and arise, O scholars! 
All of you- Muslims, Christians 
Parsees, Sikhs and all the others 
To light the torch of freedom! 


Give up your differences and unite! 
Think only of your goal of freedom 
Put in all that you have 
To win freedom at any cost! 
This is a team of freedom lovers 
Who take their heads on their palms, 
Eveready to die for their motherland 
To let you live and breathe free! 


They went round Panchpuri after they left Sant Library. Then they took 
the blessings of the Holy Bhagirathi. The Ganga rose in foam to welcome 
this group of freedom lovers. 


Fill our bodies with strength 
And our spirits with patriotism! 
Millions of your sons are ready 

To sacrifice everything at your altar! 


They moved on saluting Mateshwari on the way. She blessed them: 


Go! My brave soldiers! Go ahead! 
Ferry the boat of free India across! 
March on fearlessly. Victory to you! 

Victory to freedom of motherland! 

Our dear Bharat Mata! 
Dearer to us than our homes 
We will die for you! 
But will not let you suffer any more. 


Thus they proceeded from Mateshwari to the peak of Mayadevi. They 
hoisted the flag of freedom on the spot where Vena Raja had first hoisted 
' it. It seemed the entire region came alive as the songs of these freedom 
lovers resounded in the valley all around the lofty peak. 


India will be free like all the other countries 
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Germany, France, Japan, America, England 
Italy, China, Sweden, Hungary, Spain 
Ireland, Egypt and Turkey are free 
So, shall we be free. 


The Chandi Mountain joined them in their chorus echoing their inspired 
singing. 
Don't ever look back till you reach your goal! 
Go on and on confidently till you have won freedom! 


3C 
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«C. Chapter Fifty Seven D> 


The Two Newspapers— 
Yugantar and Lokantar 


Those who sacrifice their all, on their motherland 
Are the truly blessed and get the rewards of their lives. 


E reality, success in this world is the best sign of greatness. No matter 
ow lofty your goal, how great your values if you fail in the end your 
greatness, your lofty goals are nothing in the eyes of the common man. 
The only difference between a thief and a leader or a prisoner and a 
ruler is of success and failure. If he is successful, he is the ruler or the 
leader, and if he fails he is a thief and a prisoner. Napoleon was a great 
emperor of Europe as long as he was successful, but when he failed in 
Waterloo he was a prisoner in St Helena. In India the revolutionaries did 
not succeed and that was their greatest crime. Not only the common 
people but even the leaders call those freedom fighters idiots. Had they 
been successful they would have been worshipped like heroes, patriots 
and brave men. 


There are two types of people in this world— one who are easy going 
and play with the sentiments of innocent people to axe their grind, while 
the others who burn themselves to ashes for the sake of their poor 
countrymen. 


These young people had to suffer grave torture in the hands of the ruling 
officials. Many of them were hanged to death and many others tortured 
to unimaginable limits. Many of them committed suicide while many of 
them were locked up in solitary confinement. They lost their youth; they 
lost their homes and families, but they didn't give up. 


The Indian leaders had been saying that the revolutionaries are immature, 
their effort is futile. But the British Government had realized that if they 
are allowed to proceed unchecked, the condition of India will soon change. 
That is why the government took only the revolutionaries seriously in all 
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the movements that took place from time to time, and they took out their 
venom on them with a vengeance. 


Whenever a sleeping community awakens such atrocities are used on 
them to crush them, but if the community really awakens then no power 
on earth can come in its way. On the contrary, these hardships accelerate 
their activities. These atrocities should not be taken as a curse but a 
boon because they act like oil in fire. The revolutionaries never really 
blamed the British Government for its policy of suppression; they were 
grateful to them for instilling life into them and rejuvenating them. They 
knew that sacrifice was essential to achieve independence. Each sacrifice 
was considered a milestone on the way to freedom. 


These revolutionaries were youth from good and noble families. If they 
wanted to live comfortably, they had the means to do so. But they carried 
the fire of freedom in their hearts and they could not rest when their 
country was reeling under foreign rule. Some called them traitors while 
others called them mad; they were really crazy to get India freedom. 


If it is mere excitement, it dies down after some time. But if it goes on 
month after month and year after year, it has to be bravery, sacrifice and 
patriotism. They lacked appropriate leadership, yet they jumped into'the 
fire unconcerned of the consequences. These were the young men loved 
by their families and brought up in comfort and love. But they considered 
the poor country men their true brethren and their country their real 
mother. Whatever they did, it was to reduce the pain and suffering of 
their fellow farmers, workers and the downtrodden masses. 


These revolutionaries sacrificed their lives and their youth for the freedom 
of the country, but no one from the teeming millions of India’s population 
took out processions for them or garlanded them for their daring acts. 
No one even gave them medals or rewards. It was not expected either. 
Ina country where people kill each other to get jobs, where elections 
are rigged to win votes, where bribery prevails, you can’t expect the 
revolutionaries to get due recognition. 


In the Congress movement the leaders who made sacrifices are not 
even a fraction of what the revolutionaries sacrificed. Four days in prison 
ERYSTDS to lengthy articles in newspapers. If reporters did not appear 
at the time of their arrest, they felt insulted. They plotted shrewdly to get 
proper coverage in papers for their small sacrifices. And, if they Were 
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not received with pomp and show they would send in their resignations 
to the Congress office. In jail if they did not get A class or B class they 
would create a raucous. 


But these young revolutionaries were least concerned with publicity. 
They did not even seek recognition when they were dying and were 
asked to give a dying declaration. That is the time when the true colours 
can be seen, and these people proved what mettle they were made of. 
They left unwept, unhonoured and unsung. They were very different 
from those who blow their own trumpets amidst adulating crowds. They 
only said, “Please don’t disturb me; let me die peacefully,” when the 
police wanted to know who they were and where they had come from. 
*Please don't disturb me; let me die peacefully," were the only words 
that escaped their lips. 


One such revolutionary of Bengal, Yatindranath was hungry and thirsty 
for many days. He was being chased by the police and had taken shelter 
in the jungle. His fellow comrades requested him to escape in disguise 
and sand they waved handle the police. But he refused to leave them 
alone. He said, “We are all brought up with love and affection; we have 
renounced all that. Now we will work together. We have to die one day, 
so why should I go back on my word?" 


Two young men from Bengal, Manoranjan and Narendra wrote to their 
friend, *Chitpriya and Dada have gone. Hope you carry on the work as 
before. May you succeed in your mission! Today, it is our turn. Accept 
our final salute. Those who go away don't come back. It is up to you to 
decide what to do next." These words spell infinite courage. 


A yourig man, Kartar Singh from Lahore had shackles round his legs 
and arms and was being led to the gallows, but the glow on his face 


appeared to be like that of a bridegroom walking majestically to the 
altar. 


Sohan Lal Pathak of Burma was inciting the soldiers and was caught by 
the police. He had three loaded pistols in his pocket; he could have killed 
them there and then but look at his courage. He told the policeman to 
think of his country men. When he was being executed, the jailer said, 
"Sohan Lal, apologise and we will forgive you." He replied, “Why should 
Tapologise. It is the British who should apologise to us.” 
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Kanhaya Lal had 105 degree temperature in the prison but he did what 
he wanted to do. And who can forget the immortal song of Om Prakash 
written in the Alipur Prison? 


I was ready to die for that 
For which I am deprived in life. 
I am thrown here in this condition 
Was there no other way to torture me? 


Once gone from here, I shall never return 
Who is there to listen to me? 
Who will remember me? 
Who will ever know that I too was free? 


Whatever I have is for Mother 
My heart and my life is all for you! 
Home is not made of brick and stones 
I am going to another world 
To grow another garden in another desert. 


My friends and brother!You wait and see 
When the motherland is free. 
We have done our best 
So you can live in freedom. 


Our only hope and desire is to see 
You succeed in your mission 
We leave our dreams with you! 
Make sure you live up to them! 


It was easy to live in peace and comfort 
Our parents brought us up with affection 
We could not even bid them farewell 
Try and understand their tears and pain 


Love and service of the country 
Is the only thing we know 
We have pledged our lives to our motherland 


. We shall consider ourselves successful 
When you get inspired one day 
To lay down your lives as we did before you 
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For our beloved motherland. 


People will forget this story 
But we are carrying our Cross 
Fakirs are known for playing with dangers 
Kanhaya has done it in Bengal 
And now it is our turn. 


This book is not the history of the revolutionaries. The few examples 
quoted above are merely to show how crazy these freedom lovers were 
and how they willingly sacrificed their lives for their country. Tilak came 
out of the prison and realized the deception in the old ideals; he even 
decided to leave India and go to Germany. Vipin Chandra Pal returned 
from England and started saying emphatically that total freedom for 
India is not convenient. Aurobindo Ghose gave up politics and absorbed 
himself in the pursuit of divine knowledge and how to balance family life 
with the life of a sanyasin. But, even then the unknown patriots continued 
with their endeavours to attain freedom for the country. 


Just because these young men did not succeed in their efforts it does not 
mean that there was any flaw in their attempts. They couldn't succeed 
because the rest of the country was indifferent towards them. They 
were men of impeccable character and lofty ideals. They had immense 
self control and enormous self confidence. They had the courage of 
their convictions. Such people are difficult to find in the world. 


Prior to the advent of Mahatma Gandhi, the Congress was led by 
moderate leaders. However, because of Aurobindo Ghose, Tilak, Lala 
Lajpat Rai and for some time Vipin Chandra Pal a new life had been 
instilled in it. They had presented the ideal of freedom to the youth of the 
country which inspired them to lay down their lives for the noble cause. 
Also, because of international understanding new awareness was coming 
in. Art and literature, history and science also contributed in awakening 
the masses. A new era was being ushered in. 


The Bengal revolutionaries brought out a newspaper they named 
“Yugantar’ meaning that which will change the era. As the name suggests, 
the government became apprehensive of it. They thought it was a time 
bomb. It was published in English and Bangla languages simultaneously. 
The government spared no efforts to crush ‘Yugantar’. It really brought 
In a revolution. It sold at ten rupees each. The government closed it 
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forcibly even thrice a day but every time it became more and more 
aggressive. 


They couldn't break them with force so they tried to break them with 
intrigue. Earlier *Yugantar' was the only paper, then its younger brother 
*Lokantar' appeared. This was even more forceful. It seemed to be a 
warrant from the house of Yamaraj for the government. It did its best to 
suppress these papers but they had vowed that they will not stop till the 
era actually changes. They said it will come from the forests and the 
mountains, from the rivers and the ponds, from the homes of sadhus and 
the celibates. 


Yugantar spread its wings in such a way that there was no need of a 
printing press. It was conveyed through the air to the far reaching peaks 
of the Himalayas and the Chandi temple to Hardwar and the Ganga. It 
was being printed from Yati Kishore Chandra's home or Sant Library 
and sent by mail. 


In the North, Yati Kishore Chandra's library became the publication 
house of Yugantar. It was the centre for the great revolutionaries. One 
day, Yatiji suspected a man from the secret police hovering around the 
library. He suggested to shift the venue of the paper. One youth got 
agitated at this suggestion and pointed his gun at Yatiji. He said, “You 
want to throw us out of here." Yatiji was quick enough to grab the pistol 
from his hand. He said, “You are a reckless youth; you have no patience; 
it is immature people like you who get caught." 


The British government made all possible efforts to crush Yugantar but 
the youth kept it going in the face of gunfire and prison cells. Alas! We 
have not spared a thought to the people who could make death glorious, 
who could give up all worldly pleasures, who had no desire for name or 
fame, who were not scared of anything at all and who suffered all kinds 
of hardships to make India free. 


What adjective can we use for these revolutionaries? Perhaps, they 
were mad or stupid immature boys because our clever political leaders 
thought them to be just that. 


2K 
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«C Chapter F ifty-Eight 


Teaching CID a Lesson 


Asya dagdhodarasyaarthé kah kuryaat paatakam mahat ! 


here is a big difference in present state of affairs and the conditions 

that existed then. Today, the Government is talking about 
Independence, although it is an entirely different matter it gives freedom 
or not, but they are declaring in their speeches, “We will soon give 
Independence to India.” But, those days were awful; it was a crime to 
even mention self rule and death penalty could be given for committing 
that crime. Lokmanya Tilak was imprisoned in the Mandla prison for six 
years for saying, “Home rule is our birth right.” And, Ajit Singh was 
thrown out of the country for uttering these words. Many Bengali youth 
were hanged to death for committing this crime. 


The Indian firmament was overcast with dark clouds. It was the time of 
arrests and imprisonments; voices were being brutally silenced; and all 
efforts were made to suppress and crush the spirit of India. The Criminal 
Investigation Department CID was spreading like locusts. CID exists in 
every country to catch criminals, and such secret services have existed 
in India since times immemorial. It is called the eyes of the king in the 
book on diplomacy: 


Chaaraih pa syanti raajaanah ! 


It means that the king saw things from their eyes. But the difference lies 
in an independent country or a slave country. This is the department that 
conveys the grievances of the people to the king. It was through such a 
department that Rama heard of what people were talking about Sita. 


But, that was long ago when our country was free. Now the condition is 
exactly opposite. Who is bothered about the grievances of the public 
these days? If you go to the Collector’s bungalow with an appeal the 
police is there to break your head. For the sake of livelihood, they can go 
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to any extent just as the snake eats her own eggs to satisfy the hunger in 
her belly. 


Swachchhanda vana jaatena $aakenaapi prapooryate ! 
Asya dagdhodarasyaarthé kah kuryaaat paatakam mahat ! 


When hunger can be quenched with leaves and grass then why does 
man commit crimes for it? This is the driving force that makes some 
leave their homeland and go to alien lands; the thief steals, the servants 
listens to the abuses of his master, little boys work as slaves in homes of 
the rich and mighty, women sell their bodies and all sorts of sins are 
committed for keeping the fire in the belly quenched. 


God has given everything. Then why does man not satisfy his hunger 
with what Nature provides? Why does he torture others? These foreigners 
who came to India from overseas have changed the ideals of Indians 
completely. An ideal Hindu never lived to eat, but he ate simply to live, 
but since the influence of the ill-cultured foreigners this conception of 
Hindu life has been changed completely. Now-a-days a Hindu lives to 
eat. 


This team of revolutionaries was ready to sacrifice their lives for their 
country men and ironically some of their own country men were on the 
Jook out to get them caught and destroy the spirit of the nation. 


The network of CID was spread in the entire country. The officials 
Suspected every youth and followed him like a shadow wherever he 
went. These were Indian officials who were obeying orders for the 
sake of earning their livelihood. But the people they were targeting could 
have earned many times their salaries if they wanted but they had 
renounced everything to serve the cause of freedom. 


Yatiji was being followed by a very experienced official. His name was 
Ram Sewak, and Yatiji called him Sarkar Sewak. Yatiji had an extremely 
optimistic nature; he would face difficulties with excitement, treating 
them as opportunities. One day, he thought of making use of the man 
who was posted on duty to observe his activities. He addressed him, 
“Tell me, bhai, are you on duty to Stay with me or around me?” 


“Maharaj, I can be anywhere and take care of you.” 
"But you can take care of me better if you stay with me. I feel sorry for 
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you. I have seen that when I sleep comfortably in my room you have to 
stroll out in the cold, and when I am inside the library reading you have 
to march up and down the road unnecessarily. You may be a CID person 
but you are an Indian after all. You are my brother, my country man; 
they have bought you for ten rupees a month. That is an insult and I 
consider your insult as India’s insult. So, from now onwards, you stay 
with me. When I am at home you can sleep in the adjoining room and 
when I am in the library you can be here during the day." 


Ram Sewak was touched by Yati ji’s generosity. He said, “Maharaj, I 
had only heard of you; now I know that you are better than what people 
say you are. You are a great sadhu; I think of you as my hero; I respect 
you. I know I am committing a sin against my own people but I have to 
earn my livelihood. The government treats you like thieves and robbers 
and I have to become their instrument just for the sake of feeding myself 
and my family. I feel rotten inside and hate my work.” 


Yatiji consoled him. He said, “No, brother, your work is not bad. It is 
your duty to observe us and give an accurate report of what we do. 
There is nothing wrong in that, but sometimes, you concoct things and 
get innocent men arrested.” 


Ram Sewak started staying with Yatiji from that day. Yatiji thought of 
using his services. He told him to do the household work including 
cleaning, dusting, and serving him his meals etc. The government paid 
his salary and he worked for Yatiji. Yatiji didn’t give his clothes to the 
dhobi; he used to wash them himself. Now, he told Ram Sewak to wash 
his clothes. Ram Sewak said, “Maharaj, I can fetch the water but I 
can’t wash clothes.” From then he slowly stopped working for Yati ji 
and resumed his earlier duty. 


Yatiji was very diplomatic; he could forgive his worst enemy, but if he 
decided to teach someone a lesson, he would do it perfectly. Great souls 
are known to be extremely compassionate and cruel as the situation 
demands. 

Vajraadapi kathoraani mridooni kusumaaadapi ! l 
Lokottaraanaamam chetaansi kona vijgyaatum marhati !! 
Now that Ram Sewak had transformed into Sarkar Sewak again, Yatiji 
thought of letting him know what this CID thing was all about. Sarkar 
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Sewak was patrolling outside his house in the morning and would peep 
in to make sure Yatiji was inside. If he saw him, he would breathe a sigh 
of relief. Poor thing! He had to adjust his timings with Yatiji’s schedule. 
Even when he would go to answer the call of nature he was worried 
about Yatiji all the time. His job depended on not losing sight of him. He 
would eat only when Yatiji would go to sleep. 


It was nearly two o’clock in the afternoon. Sarkar Sewak was waiting 
for Yatiji to sleep so that he could eat his lunch. But, instead of sleeping, 
Yatiji took a pot in his hand and started walking towards Surya Kund 
Mountain. The summer sun was scorching and he had to literally run to 
keep pace with Yatiji. He had not even eaten and the climb was steep. 
He wondered whether Yatiji would stop at Surya Kund or go further. 
But, he had no choice but to follow him wherever he went. Yatiji was in 
the habit of walking long distances at a stretch; he didn’t feel tired, but 
Ram Sewak was totally exhausted. Yatiji made Sarkar Sewak walk till 
night and then the poor fellow got a chance to eat something. 


One day, Yatiji was sitting with his friends discussing the political situation 
of the country. Sarkar Sewak was patrolling outside as usual and peeping 
in once in a while. They had food and then walked out of the house 
merrily. They went up to Neel Dhara and then sat in the boat to go 
across. Now poor Sarkar Sewak was in a dilemma. He didn’t have the 
guts to sit in the boat; and he couldn’t ask them where they were going. 
He sat on the shore and soon they were out of sight. Sarkar Sewak 
didn’t know what to do. He kept sitting there waiting for them to return. 
But they didn’t return. He stayed on the shore the whole night worrying 
about his job. Yatiji knew all the ways; he took his friends to Gauri Ghat 
and returned home. The whole night he was sleeping comfortably in his 
home while Sarkar Sewak kept vigil on the banks near Neel Dhara. 


Sarkar Sewak was getting tired of these activities happening every day. 
The next day again, Yatiji started walking towards Neel Dhara. Poor 
Sarkar Sewak had not even recovered from the previous day’s 
exhaustion. He has blisters on his feet; he walked a few steps, then fell 
atYatiji's feet. He begged, “Forgive me, please, Maharaj! I am a family 
s Ihave to support my family. Please forgive me or I will give up my 
job. 


Yatiji paid no heed to him. He took him aside and said, “Who are you to 
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stop me? I will go wherever I feel like going. You go and report where I 


am; that's your job; you do that. I am a sadhu; I will not be deterred by 
the likes of you." 


Sarkar Sewak kept cringing, “Maharaj, please forgive me. I am a sinner; 
I have sinned against you. Have pity on me.” 


Yatiji laughed and said, “Don’t worry! I am going to answer the call of 
nature. You relax here; I will be back soon.” 


“Maharaj, I have strict instructions to follow you everywhere you go.” 


“Then what can I do? I like walking in the forest. I have not sold my 
freedom to you. I will do what I feel like doing.” 


Sarkar Sewak did not let go of his feet. He kept saying, “Maharaj, please 
take pity on me. I will do whatever you say; I will even wash your 
clothes happily.” 


Yatiji relented when he felt he had taught him a lesson. He had shown 
him the stupidity of the CID. He came back. Now the employee of the 
Criminal Investigation Department was drawing his salary from the 
government and working for Yatiji, washing his clothes, sweeping and 
mopping the house and the library and washing dishes. 


23624062026 
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«C Chapter Fifty-Nine 


Attack on Lord Hardinge 


Animal power— the power of swords and bomb shells no doubt 
can for a while crush the mortal structures, but how long can this 
tyranny last? Everlasting is the power of satya, truth, ahimsa, 
non-violence, and of satyagrah, peaceful resistance that conquers 


and controls the human souls for ever. 


fter the fire test of the 1857 mutiny, the British Government became 

o confident of its rule in India and had started taking liberties and 
crossing all limits. A dozen lieutenants of the almighty Badrinath, 
Kedamath, Amarnath, Triyuginath, Ambarnath, Rameshwaram, Somnath, 
Vaidyanath, Dwarikanath, Ayodhyanath, Vishwanath and Jagannath kept 
watching silently as the tyrannical powers rushed into the twentieth 


century. 


They felt that their Queen Victoria was the incarnation of Sita and had 
come to rule this land after seven generations. So, what harm could 
Tantya Tope, Lakshmi Bai and other Indian soldiers do to them? They 
started tightening the shackles of slavery round the country. But, they 
began to feel the heat of opposition from the beginning of the century. 


Queen Victoria was good, kind and sympathetic but she was thousands 
of miles away. India was being ruled by Curzon. And, it was the Goddess 
Kali who appeared in her bloody form to oppose them. Bengal was the 
centre of revolution. After all, they had borne the brunt of British Raj for 
more than hundred and fifty years whereas Punjab had been under their 
rule for only fifty years. No wonder the wave of revolution began in 
Bengal that had got tired of the tortures of the rulers. Prominent leaders 
like Kanhaya Lal Dutt, Khudiram Bose and hundreds of other brave 
Bengali soldiers had challenged the British Government. 


The Ganga of patriotism began to flow in Bengal. Bankim Chandra 
Chatterjee's “Vande Matram’ instilled bravado in every Bengali’s heart. 
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Aurobindo Ghose and Rabindranath Tagore inspired the youth through 
literature and music. They made it difficult for them to stay in Calcutta. 


The British Government made Delhi their capital. Lord Hardinge was 
the Viceroy of India. He wanted King George V to inaugurate the new 
capital of British Government in Delhi. But the brave Bengalis who did 
not allow the invincible conquerors like Aurangzeb and Shahjehan to 
establish their rule, why would they let King George V to stand on the 
same pedestal and declare: 


“I am the master of all I survey, 
My right there is none to dispute. 
From the center, all round to the sea, 
I am the lord of the fowls and the brute." 


They had kicked them out of one corner of India and realized that, if 
they were knocked from the other side, they would have to return to 
their homeland. 


Yati Kishore Chandra was a different kind of a revolutionary; he 
considered religion and non-violence to be very important 


Ahimsaáa naamaiko dharmo nabhooto na bhavi syati ! 


He believed that freedom achieved through violent means cannot be 
permanent. The power of violence dies with it whereas the power of 
non-violence lives ever after. Who remembers the Taimurs, the 
Aurangzebs and the Hrinayakashyaps of the world? People hate their 
very names, and where are their empires? History stands witness to the 
fact that though kings like Maharaja Ranjit Singh spread their empire on 
right lines but within a short spell of nine years it disappeared. On the 
other hand, the non-violent people like Mahavir and Buddha will be 
remembered for all times to come. 

Revolution does not imply violence at all. It has nothing to do with 
bloodshed. Didn't Buddha bring about the greatest revolution in the world? 
Violence can end one rule but it cannot replace it with another. The good 
of humanity lies in non-violence only. 

The world recognizes the peaceful methods of Gandhiji. He had no pistols, 
no airplanes; he had only spiritual power. This spiritual power he gained 
through non-violence. At the time of signing the Gandhi-Irwin Pact, when 
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Lord Irwin came and sat across the table in front of Gandhiji, he felt a 
strange magnetism that pulled him towards Gandhiji. He said later, 
“Gandhi is a magician. Whenever I spoke to him I forgot myself; I couldn’t 
understand what I had to say and what I was saying.” 


This is the strength of spirituality. Lord Willingdon did not want to meet 
Gandhi ji for the same reason. He knew he will forget his royal power 
and start towing the line of the semi-clad fakir. In the present struggle 
Lord Linlithgo had first tried to get his views on it and had spent three 
hours with him in Simla. He is the living example of non-violence. 
Although he has not yet thrown the British Raj out of India but he has 
certainly loosened the nuts and bolts of their administrative machinery. 


Thus, Yatiji was full of patriotism but he considered violent means to be 
detrimental to the cause of freedom. He had seen some young patriots 
who were trying to nurture the tree of freedom by sprinkling water on its 
leaves. Yatiji knew this was not the way the tree can be nurtured. He 
had organized Anand Sewak Panth to water the roots of this tree. He 
strongly opposed bloodshed and often argued with the Bengali youth 
against it. 


Only a fortnight was left for the Delhi-Darbar celebrations. There were ` 
two activities going on side by side. The administrators were preparing 
to parade the indigenous kings before His Royal Majesty and the others 

` were planning to destroy these felicitations. Yati Kishore Chandra was 
in Hardwar and he, too, wanted to see the glory of Delhi Darbar. 


However, he was strongly against any plot to destroy the program. If an 
act has good consequences it is worth doing, but if it is not going to result 
in any good, why do it? Throwing a bomb or two on Lord Hardinge was 
not going to get them freedom, so why do it? India was not being ruled 
by one or two individuals; it was under the British Empire. If you kill one 


Viceroy, they will send another in his place, so what will you gain by 
killing him? 


On such occasions, all you do is show your strength and in the bargain 
many innocent people get killed. The real culprit escapes and innocent 


people get arrested. Yatiji wanted to go to Delhi to witness the royal 
pageant. 


That night at about three in the morning, he had a dream. He was dressed 
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in a churidar pyjama-kurta and a shervani; a Patiala style turban on his 
head and beautiful shoes on his feet. He was walking through a big city 
with skyscrapers and large shops. It appeared to be a grand capital of a 
grand king. And it was decorated with buntings and flowers. Thus 
admiring the beauty of the city he reached a place and asked someone, 
“Where does this road lead to?" “To the palace of the king,” he was 
told. He started walking towards the palace. Just then he felt someone 
had thrust a heavy substance into the pocket of his shervani. He felt it 
with his hand and kept a grip on it till he reached the palace. 


He was admiring the palace when he saw smoke arising from various 
places. He wondered what had happened. Then he saw a water-carrier 
coming from the opposite direction. He asked the man to pour water on 
the spot from where smoke was emerging. But, lo and behold! Wherever 
he sprinkled water it turned into a raging fire. Within minutes the entire 
place was on fire and everything turned to ashes soon after. 


He tried to figure out what had happened when he remembered the 
round thing in his pocket. For a moment his grip on it loosened and the 
ball fell on the ground creating a loud sound and blinding light. He left the 
place immediately. Outside he saw huge tents and horses and elephants. 


Yatiji woke up with a start. He replayed the dream sequence consciously. 
He hardly ever dreamt and when he did, it always had a meaning. He 
went over the entire sequence and got out of bed. 


After the daily regimen when he sat down to meditate the dream sequence 
flashed on his mind's eye. He was aware that he had a desire to see the 
Delhi Darbar celebrations and he was also aware that the Bengali 
revolutionaries were planning something violent. Was this dream a 
premonition of coming events? What was the significance of fire? He 
pondered over all the possibilities. Since he couldn't concentrate he 
decided to walk up to Sapt Sarovar. On his way he met Lala Ram Prasad 
sitting outside his shop. He asked, “Yatiji, when are you planning to 
leave for Delhi?" 


"There are still ten days left; I will leave in a day or two." 


Then he related the whole dream giving all the details. Lala Ram Prasad 
was an experienced man. He was 70 years old. He said, "Yatiji, you 
have done right to tell me your dream. I will advise you to give up your 
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plans to go to Delhi. Some untoward incident is going to take place in 
Delhi, and God has cautioned you well in time. Don’t ignore this warning. 
There is bound to be some violence there. Your name is already on the 
black list of the police. So, stay away from Delhi. Your presence will be 
recorded even if you don’t actually do anything yourself. You may be 
innocent but your absence from Hardwar will become your biggest 
mistake. 


You have strong feelings of patriotism but you also love peace and non- 
violence. You have no faith in a bloody revolution, but when the police is 
looking for criminals it has no time to go into your feelings and motives. 
You will be imprisoned; you can do better service from outside than rot 
in jails. So, take my advice and stay in Hardwar. The government is 
already alert and views everything with suspicion. Early morning dreams 
are considered premonitions in our scriptures as well. I have said what 


was in my mind as I thought it was my duty to warn you. What you 
decide to do is up to you." 


RIOR 
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«C Chapter Sixty > 


To Hell with Three Lakhs! 


For my native land I perish, 
I feel it and I know it. 
But tell me where and when was 


Freedom won without sacrifice? 
h! Mister Rasbehari, where are you?” 
“T am with my friend, Yativar Kishore Chandra.” 
“But where are you coming from at this time?” 
“I am coming from Dehradun.” 
“From Dehradun or Delhi?” 


“If I was coming from Delhi I would have met you at Jwalapur not on 
this deserted jungle of Motichur.” 


“I am really astonished to see the mastermind of the Delhi bomb blast 
here in Panchpuri. How did you manage to escape from that burning 
volcano, Rasbehari?” 


“This is not the right place to be talking about it. You know that the police 
is following me; I have come to take a few day’s rest in Hardwar. Do 
you have the courage to take this responsibility?” 


“You are asking me about courage? Even if this body is chopped into 
Pieces Yati Kishore Chandra will not complain. You are in safe hands; 
No one can touch you as long as I am alive.” 


Rasbehari Bose started living in Yati Kishore Chandra’s house on the 
banks of the Ganga. Yati Kishore Chandra knew exactly what this 
responsibility involved. Giving shelter to him was as good as waiting to 
be caught in the jaws of death any moment. Rasbehari was the live wire 
dynamite that had shaken not only the British administration but the 
native kings as well. : 
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No one knew who was responsible for the bomb blast during the Delhi 
Darbar, but the police believed Rasbehari was the mastermind behind it. 
The government and the sycophants tried their best to catch him. 
Nonetheless, Yati Kishore Chandra considered it his duty as an Aryan to 


give shelter to his friend. 


eee eee 


“Three lakh cash award!” 


The notice had such a catchy headline that every passer-by stopped to 
read it from beginning to end. Under the headline was the picture of a 
handsome young man. It was a hefty award for anyone who would help 
by giving clues to arrest the mastermind of the Delhi Darbar bomb blast. 


Yati Kishore Chandra had gone to the Hardwar Railway Station for 
some work when he saw this notice pasted on the wall. First he saw the 
picture. It was the picture of his dear friend, Rasbehari Bose. 


It read, “An award of three lakhs would be given to the person who 
helps the government to arrest Resbehari Bose the man who planned 
the Delhi Darbar bomb blast.” 


Yatiji read the notice and returned post haste. He was not surprised, 
worried or pained by it. He knew the government would go to any extent 
to arrest an absconding accused. 


eee eee 999 


"Rasbehari, the government has, finally pasted the price of your head on 
the walls,” he said smiling. The Sikh soldiers" heads were priced for just 
three rupees; yours is three lakhs!” 


"Three lakhs! Then you have won a lottery, Yatiji. Now what are you 
waiting for? Earn your three lakhs." 


“You have a good sense of humour, Rasbehari. You are talking of three 
lakh rupees; I would kick the treasure of three worlds for you...” 


Rasbehari smiled. Just then they heard someone shouting at the door — 
Yatiji! Yatiji! 


“Who is it?” he asked and peeped from the window. He saw a Constable 
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in uniform standing outside his door. 
*What is the matter?" Yatiji asked. 


*Maharaj, the senior officers of police have come here. They have 
instructed me to bring you to the Police Station." 


Yatiji was very shrewd. He went with the constable to the Police Station 
at once. He saw the Superintendent of Police, the Agent of Roorkie and 
the Inspector of Police all sitting there. All three of them wished Yati ji 
and told him to sit down. 


The Superintendent of Police asked, “Yatiji, you did well by not coming 
to Delhi to attend the Delhi Darbar otherwise many have had to pay for 
what one has done, and you may also have been arrested along with 
others." 


Yatiji remained silent. The inspector asked, "But who has done this 
mischief? I think Yatiji will have a great deal of information on this, 
because he is connected to the Yugantar Party." 


Yatiji remained silent. He had not been asked a direct question. The 
Bara Saheb said as soon as the Inspector finished his sentence, "But, 
now we know who the culprit is. Then turning to Yati ji, he said, “Yatiji, 
do you know Rasbehari?" 


“Yes, sir, I know him but casually as an acquaintance. I am familiar with 
his views but not his plans.” 


“When did you meet Rasbehari last?” 


“About two years ago... I met him on the train going from Gaya to 
Benaras.” 


“Do you know anything about the Delhi bomb blast?” 


“Very little. I have not been able to go out of Hardwar for the last three 
months." 

"But you don't have to go out of Hardwar to plan; you can do that from 
Tight here.” 


“Sir, you know that I believe in compassion, non-violence, truth and 
Universal brotherhood. Although I am a freedom lover andI too have the 
same enthusiasm to see my country free as Rasbehari, but neither do I 
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believe in things like bomb blasts nor do I have any sympathy for those 
who do believe in these things. I have no hesitation in sacrificing my life 
for the freedom of my country but I will not hurt anybody else because 
terrorism will do no good to the country. As far as Rasbehari Bose is 
concerned, I respect his character but I have no knowledge of his 


programs.” 
“You do know that the government has kept an award of three lakhs for 
his arrest.” 


“Yes, I know. I read the notice pasted on the station wall.” 
“Can | expect your cooperation in this matter?” 


“If I had any knowledge, you could expect help from me, but I have not 
met him for two years, so I don't know how I can help you." 


“Yatiji, Maharaj, one doesn’t get this kind of opportunity many times ina 
life time. You can become rich overnight. I feel if you make some effort 
you may win the award. In addition, you might be granted a jagir and a 
title as well. Can I expect your cooperation?” 


Yatiji smiled as he thought that they think they are very smart and I am 
a fool. He said, "Sir, I will do my best to help you in every possible way.” 


eee eee *99 


“Where did you go?" 

“I went to listen to the sermon of the Saheb Bahadur.” 

*What sermon? Which sermon?" E 
*Oh! The same old story of helping the government." 

“Oh! So, it was the Superintendent of Police?" 


“Yes, but I think we should be more careful. Since they have researched 
onour previous meetings, they will definitely come here also. I will be on 
my guard, Rasbehari, you have nothing to worry about." 


“But, Yatiji, I have something to say.” 
“Yes?” 
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“Four of my friends will be coming from Lahore. Inform me when they 
arrive." 


*Okay." 


Two days later, Yatiji was walking outside his house. Sometimes he looked 
up at the blue sky and sometimes at the Ganga. He was deep in thought 
as though he was trying to solve a complicated problem. 


“Rasbehari, you are great! You have so much courage, bravery and 
such determination. Like Hanuman you dared to enter the assembly of 
the kings and cause havoc. Your means may be different from mine, but 
we have the same goal. Out path is long but your path is to jump from 
the peak of Himalaya in one go. It shows the height of your sacrifice. 
Rasbehari, you are young and handsome. If you wanted to live a life of 
luxury, you had everything going for you. But, you have chosen the 
difficult road; you have sacrificed everything for the love of your country." 


He was lost in his thoughts when he heard someone ask, "Is this the 
home of Yati Kishore Chandra?" 


“Yes.” 

“Are you Yati Kishore Chandra?” 
“Yes, what can I do for you?" 
"We want to meet Rasbehari." 


“But Rasbehari Babu is not here. Why should he be here? Where have 
you come from?" 


*We have come from Lahore; we have to meet Rasbehari urgently." 


“But I don't know Rasbehari. I have heard his name. This is Hardwar; 
talk of religious matters here." 

“Yatiji Maharaj, please don't mistake us for CID people,” said one of 
them and then he took out a letter from his shoe and gave it to Yatiji. He 
read the letter which Rsbehari had written to them and asked them to 
meet him at Yati Kishore Chandra’s house. 


Now he was convinced that they were not from the CID. But he wasn’t 
Boing to take any chances. He said, “Rasbehari Babu isnot here. Anyway, 
you have come to meet him; you are welcome. And, if Rasbehari Babu 
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is anywhere in Hardwar, we will get to know very soon.” 


Yatiji put them up in the corner room of his house. They went out to the 
Ganga. In the meantime, Yatiji informed Rasbehari and described them 
in detail. Even Bose Babu was not going to surrender easily. He told 
Yatiji to ask them who is Harish Babu. 


The young men returned after four hours. Yatiji involved them in light 
conversation and casually asked, “Do you know anything about Harish 
Babu?” 


“I am Harish Babu..” 


Then he informed Rasbehari and came back and said, “Come, Harish 
Babu.” All of them got up. Yatiji was surprised to note that these people 
who looked like Punjabis were actually Bengalis. They met after a long 
time and talked till late. All five of them decided to leave for Calcutta the 
next morning. 


“But how to go out without attracting the attention of the police?” 
“I know the way.” 


All of them started to change their appearance. Rasbehari dressed as a 
Sikh gentleman from Patiala. He wore a churidar pyjama-kurta, a shervani 
and wore his turban in the Patiala style. The others did the same. 


They left at three thirty in the early morning. It was absolutely still and 
silent at that time of the night. Yatiji's front door opened and the five 
handsome Punjabi gentlemen walked out briskly on the Station Road. 


RRR 
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Rasbehari in Benaras 


We die so that others may live. 


he Dehradun Express left with the five brave men living in hiding. 
Yati Kishore Chandra stayed on in Hardwar for the time being. 


What providence! Early next morning the police raided Yati Kishore 
Chandra’s house. They looked in every nook and comer but their prey 
had already escaped. 


The next day, Yati Kishore Chandra decided to go to Benaras, but he 
had to be very careful not to arouse any suspicions. The CID has its 
network everywhere; they come in plain clothes and are ready to pounce 
on you anywhere anytime. So, he decided not to go directly to Benaras. 
He took the train to Saharanpur; from there he went to Delhi and then 
from Delhi to Benaras. 

Rasbehari and his friends were staying in an ordinary looking house on 
the bank of Ganga. Yati joined them and felt very happy and nostalgic in 
the place where he had spent his childhood as Phool Kunwar. 


“Rasbehari, you are right but will you be able to stay away from your 
homeland?” 


“I will certainly carry the pain of separation within me, but there is no 
alternative.” 


“There is,” said Yatiji. 

“What?” 

“One more attempt for the freedom of the country.” 
“The last attempt, Yatiji?” 


“Can there be anything more dangerous than the attempt at Chandni 
Chowk in Delhi?” 
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“Anything can happen.” 


“Not only in words, but in practical terms: Ours is such a vast country. 
Can't all of us protect a single individual?” 


“If it could, you wouldn't have to go from place to place hiding yourself, 
On the one hand you have the public that worships you like a hero, and 
on the other hand, it is a crime to mention your name in front of the 
powerful." After a pause, Yatiji asked, “So, have you decided to leave . 
India?" 

“Yes, Yatiji, Maharaj! It's better to live and serve rather than die an 
untimely death in the hands of the enemies of the nation. It's not good 
for me to stay like this. How long can I hide myself?" 


*But, how will you go abroad? The CID is following you like a shadow. 
Which route will you take? There are daunting mountains in the Himalaya 
on one side, the dense jungles of Burma on the other and the sea and the 
sky above. Where will you go?" 


“Buddhism has spread in Japan; it is the source of inspiration for India. 
I will go there and plant the Kalpavriksha, the wish-fulfilling tree, in 
Japan." 


"But Japan is so far away; you will need a passport from the British 


Government; you will have to go from the British ports. How will you 
reach Japan?" 


“You don't worry, Yati Kishore Chandra! To give a slip to the police and 
escape is child’s play for Rasbehari. I will reach J apan safely.” 


PRIN 
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«C. Chapter Sixty Two > 


The Devil in the Form of Giriji 


Very sweet in appearance but poisonous within 
Friendship with such a man is like a bitter cucumber. 


NS bade farewell to Rasbehari before he left for Japan and returned 
to Hardwar. Here, nature had planned another trip for him. His 
friend, Shee Shivdayal Giri wanted to send a sum of 300 rupees and a 
set of clothes to Neel Kanth Maharaj. He knew that Yatiji often went 
there, so he requested Yatiji to do this favour. Although Yatiji had no 
intention of going there, he decided to take the trip to Neel Kanth. Giri 
gave him the money and the clothes which Yati ji kept above the door of 
the library. 


The sadhus trust everyone; they don't see a thief in others because they 
don't have the thief in them. Yati Kishore Chandra was not in the habit 
of locking his library or reading room. He didn't consider anyone a thief, 
so where was the need of locks and keys. 


The next morning he got up early and got ready to go to Neel Kanth. 
But, as he stretched his hand to pick up the money and the clothes, he 
found that the clothes were there but the money was missing. He looked 
everywhere but it was not to be found. He did not get disturbed; he was 
determined to get Giri ji's gifts across to Neel Kanth. 


Apooryamaanamavichala prati stham 
samudramaapaah pravisantiyadvat ! 
Sages are not affected by loss of money; they have already renounced 
it. Since he did not have three hundred rupees with him he decided to 
borrow money from Giriji and return it with interest afterwards. To him, 
getting it to Neel Kanth was more important and he would take the 
money as a loan in his account since it had been lost because of him. 


With this intention he went to tell the whole story to Giriji. Giriji saw him 
from a distance and came to welcome him with open arms. He said, 
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“Come, Gurudev! You have come back so soon!” 


Yatiji said, “Giriji, I have not yet gone to Neel Kanth. I kept the money 
that you gave me on the library door and went to have my meal. When 
I came back the money was missing but the clothes are still there. But, 
you don't have to worry about it; your money is my responsibility. I have 
come to borrow 300 rupees from you now, which I will return later." 


It was a small matter which could have been solved easily, but money 
has the power to corrupt anyone. Money changes a man remarkably. 
He looks the same but behaves so differently where matters of money 
are involved. 


Artho smanaa virahitaah purusah sa aiva ! 
Twanyah k sanena bhavateeti vichitramétat !! 


Giriji was a rich man; for him 300 rupees was not a great sum. He had 
ancestral property worth lakhs from which he had a substantial income 
every month. He could have dismissed the matter, but it is strange how 
a man changes so fast. A poet has said: 


Aite satapurusaa pararthaghatakah swaarthaana parityajyaye ! 

Saamaanyaastu paraarthamudyata bhritah swaarthaavirodhenaye ! 

Te5bhi maanusa raak sasaah parahitam swaarthaaya nighnanti ye ! 
Se tu ghnanti nirarthakam parahitam te ke na jaaaneemahe !! 


There are some personalities in the world who serve others without 
thinking of themselves; then the next category is of those who serve 
others for their own interests; the third category is of those who ruin 
other people for their own good; but those who ruin others unnecessarily 
are the worst and an unwanted weight on the earth. 


me same Giriji Maharaj who had come with open arms to welcome his 

Gurudev’ turned turtle instantly. He was the devil in the garb of a sanyasi, 
a tiger in the sheep's skin or poison in the bottle of nectar. He said, “I 
have nothing to do with this story. Just return my money to me...” 


"I will return your money, Giriji... Very soon. I am innocent; maybe 
Someone saw me put the money and took it away in my absence. I have 
taken your money; I am responsible for it. Please give me three hundred 


Tupees as a friend; I will return it as soon as possible. Let me do your 
work first." 


¥ 
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«I have no desire to get my work done by you. You are telling lies. The 
money is not lost but you have taken it. Give me my money. Now.” 


“Please listen to me,” Yatiji pleaded. “Trust me, I am speaking the truth. 
The money has got lost.” 


“No, no; I don’t believe you. You have my money; return it to me, at 
once. If you don’t return my money now, I will call the police.” 


“You can call anyone... the police or the army. I am asking you to give 
me a loan of three hundred rupees. You give loans to other people on 
interest; I will pay back the loan with interest to you.” 


“I give loans but not to you! You just give me my money.” 


This carried on for some time. Just then a prestigious man of the town, 
Lala Gauri Mal was passing by when he heard this commotion. He 
came neared and said to Yatiji, “Why are you taking all this nonsense 
from him? What is the matter?” 


Yatiji told him the whole story. He said, “Just tell him that he never gave 
you any money; he has no evidence against you. He can’t do any harm 
to you. You didn’t give him any receipt.” 

“What receipt! No, I can never tell lies. L admit that Giriji gave me three 
hundred rupees.” 


“You need to deal with crooks in their own language.” 


“But that doesn’t mean that I become a crook as well. What is three 
hundred rupees; I am ready to give my life for the sake of truth.” 


Again he started pleading with Giriji to give hima loan of three hundred 
rupees and Giriji let out a barrage of abuses and kept insisting on getting 
his money back. Then Yatiji's friend Bharatiji happened to pass by. He, 
too, stopped and enquired what was going on. Yatiji told him everything. 
Bharatiji was a rich man but of a very different temperament. He asked 
politely, “Giriji, what is the matter?" 

“He has taken my money and is not returning it,” said Giriji pointing an 
accusing finger at Yatiji. 

"I take responsibility to pay back whatever money you have given to 
Yatiji,” Bharatiji said. 


“ 
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“You will take the responsibility?" 
“Yes, but don't say anything to him.” 
“Okay then, give me my three hundred rupees.” 
“Three hundred is not a big deal, Giri ji. Don’t lose your temper.” 
“I want my money back.” 
“You will get your money; just be a little patient.” 


“Twill not relent till he pays the money. If you want to pay on his behalf, 
go ahead, but I want it now.” 


“Giriji, I don't have that much money on me, right now. The money is in 
the vault, and my nephew has taken the key by mistake. He has gone to 
Saharanpur; he will be back in a day or two and then I will give you the 
money." 


"No, I can't wait that long; I want my money instantly." 


Bharatiji took out his gold chain and threw it at Giriji. “Here, take this. 
When I bring three hundred rupees I will take it back. This is worth 
three thousand rupees at least." 


"Who are you trying to deceive? I know you have some dubious plans. 
I will not take your necklace. I want my three hundred rupees." 


“Itisa limit, Giriji. There is something called trust in the world, but you 
have no idea of it. Okay, tell me, how will you be pacified?" 


Giriji went on grumbling. Luckily, Bharati ji's munshi, cashier came that 
way. Bharatiji told him to write a pronote promising to pay three hundred 
rupees. On the basis of this promise Giriji gave three hundred rupees to 
Yatiji, who went and delivered it at Neel Kanth the next day. 


KCK 


CC-0.Panini Kanya Maha Vidyalaya Collection. 


[Part - Five 305] 


igitized by Arya Samaj Foundation Chennai and eGa T 


Bharati ji’s Debt 


Apoet has rightly said: 


Why kill with poison when, 
you can kill with kindness. 


atiji was extremely grateful to Bharatiji for freeing him from the 

devilish grip of Giriji. However, the thought of paying back his debt 
became overpowering for him. Every moment of the day, day in and day 
out, he worried about it and wondered how he would be able to return 
his money. 


At one point of time he was rolling in wealth, but the ascetic that he was, 
he had not much attachment to it, and soon he had just enough to make 
his both ends meet. That’s the way of the world; history stands testimony 
to the fact that great souls have to undergo hardships to prove their 
mettle. The examples of Arjuna and Draupadi are known to all and 
sundry. 


Yatiji had declined magnificent offers from pretty girls who were ready 
to give themselves to him. He had also declined rich invitations from 
kings who wanted him to stay in their palaces and enjoy the luxuries of 
life, But he had remained steadfast in his determination to renounce all 
such worldly pleasures. Now, he was caught in a fix; three hundred 
silver coins weighed heavy on his heart, he needed money to return to 
his good friend, Bharatiji. He was dying under the weight of his kindness 
and wanted to repay him at the earliest. 


In this depressed state, Yatiji was sitting on the Ahalaya Bai Ghat of the 
Ganga and he did what he always did. He prayed. He prayed to the 
gods to give him three hundred rupees so that he could pay back the 
debt of his friend. One day, he was sitting on the bank of Bhagirathi and 
watching the wanton play of the waves. In his heart he was praying to 
the gods to help him in his new difficulty. Suddenly, he heard a soft voice 
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asking him, “Why? Why are you so worried?” 


Yatiji was taken aback by this voice. He had not noticed anyone 
approaching. He tumed to look at the man who had spoken. He was a 
poor and very old man in worn out shabby clothes. He looked like a 
beggar. Yatiji looked him from head to toe. 


“So, what is ailing you?” he asked again. 

Yatiji paid no attention to him. He started watching the waves again. 
“Why, maharaj? What is the harm in telling?” 

Yatiji waved his hand to dismiss him. He said, “Go, Baba, forgive me.” 


But the old man was adamant. He said, “There has to be a reason for 
your worry. Why don’t you tell me?” 


“Go, please. Go your way,” said Yatiji and turned his back towards him. 
“Oh! So you have a grave problem?” said the old man. 

“Will you leave me alone?” Yatiji said. “What will you gain by listening to 
my problem? Can you solve it?” 


“Beta, if I could solve it, would I have come to you in these torn and dirty 
clothes? It is God who solves everybody's problems." 


"Yes, God solves all problems, I know that and that's what I am doing. I 
am praying to God." 


24 are right, but do one thing. Don't go out of town for the next eight 
ays." 


Yatiji smiled at the old man and said, “Okay, Baba, now you go.” 


Afterhe left, Yatiji smiled at the irony of things. He doesn't have anything 
and he has come to allay the worries of the world! 


eee *99 999 


Seven days after this incident, Yatiji was sitting in the bookshop of his 
friend, Pundit Harish Chandra in the Kushwrat market. At about nine in 
the morning, the postman delivered the letters to Harish Chandra and 
seeing Yatiji there, he handed over his packet to him as well, which had 
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come by registered post. Yatiji turned it upside down to read the sender’s 
address, but there was nothing on it. He thought it must be a Bengali 
newspaper, but wondered why would anyone send it by registered post? 
He read his name again to make sure the postman was not making a 
mistake. But, sure enough, it was addressed to Yati Kishore Chandra, 
Sant. Library, Hardwar. 


Yatiji signed the receipt and took the parcel. He asked Pundit Harish 
Chandra for a pair of scissors and cut open the packet. It was an old 
edition of Vasumati, a Bengali newspaper. He turned a page and was 
shocked to see a hundred rupee note. He looked at Pundit ji, who was 
busy reading his letters. He turned another page and found another note 
of the same denomination. He couldn’t believe his eyes. What miracle 
was this? He said, excitedly, “Punditji, look at this!” 


“What is it?” 
“Look at it. It is a Bengali newspaper, a monthly journal.” 


Pundit Harish Chandra could not read Bangla, so he was not interested 
in it. But Yatiji insisted that he take a good look at it. When he agreed to 
take it his hands, Yatiji told him to open it the first page. He started 
opening and saw the hundred rupee note. He exclaimed, “What is this?" 


Yati ji said, "Look at it carefully from the beginning and then you will 
know." 

“Currency notes at every step!" Punditji said, “Yatiji, you were praying 
day and night; now God has sent you money by registered post!" 

Both of them were awestruck by this miracle. They tried to look again 
to find who the benevolent sender was, but there was absolutely no clue 
to discover the mysterious sender's name. Punditji asked, “Yatiji, did 
you ever write about your problem to anybody?" 

Suddenly, Yatiji remembered the incident at the bank of Bhagirathi and 
he described it to Punditji. He had specifically said, “Don’t go out of 
town for the next eight days.” 

Punditji pondered over the whole incident and said, “Yatiji, that shabby 
old man was no other than God himself. He comes 1n so many forms to 
help his devotees. He came to your rescue as a poor old man. Now, you 


CC-0.Panini Kanya Maha Vidyalaya Collection. 


B12 Digitized by Arya Samaj Foundation Chennai and eGan ofpant Darshaj] 


go and pay back Bharati ji’s loan with interest.” 


“J would like to that immediately, but what if there is some plot behind it, 
Then I will get into more trouble. I am already blacklisted by the 
Government. I think, we should wait till we find out who the sender is, 
He asked Pundit ji to keep the money safely for some days. 


After this divine intervention, Yatiji and Punditji spent the next few days 
waiting for another revelation. On the fourth day, Yatiji received a letter 
that had the stamp of Agra on it. He opened the envelope and read the 
letter: 


Agra Fort 
23-6-14 
Dear Friend, 


Please come to Agra Fort as soon as you see this letter. Stay in the inn 
near the station of Agra Fort. I will meet you there and then you will 
know who I am and what is the purpose of my calling you here. I know 
you very well. You can come here without hesitation and it will be good 
for you. ` 


There was no signature at the bottom. Yatiji handed the letter to Punditji, 
who read it and remarked: 


Why are you weeping in love? 
Just watch what comes next. 


This seems to be the first chapter of a great plot. 
"So, what do you say?" he asked Yatiji. 


“What is there to say? Now, I think we shall take it to its logical 
conclusion. We have seen the beginning; let's see how it ends. I will 
take the first train to Agra in the morning tomorrow. I will get down at 


Agra Fort and go the nearest inn. If there is something urgent, please 
write to me at that address." 


Yati Kishore Chandra left for Hardwar with hundreds of questions in his 
mind that were begging answers. Who could this benefactor be? Why 


does he not reveal his identity? How did he know of his problem? And 
so on and so forth. 
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He was not expecting anyone to meet him at the station, so he wasn't 
surprised when he saw nobody come to receive him. He certainly, 
expected his benefactor to be at the gate of the inn to meet him. But 
there was no one. He went in and found a room and made himself 
comfortable. Three days passed and no one came to see him. 


On the fourth day, Pundit Harish Chandraji was going to his home town 
Khechari in Rajputana. His train was to go via Agra. He decided to 
break his journey at Agra to find out the mystery of this strange drama. 
He was extremely surprised to know that no one had appeared for four 
days. 


The two friends went round the city of Agra and spent their day 
sightseeing. They visited the Taj Mahal, the Agra Fort and the Mental 
Asylum. Pundit left the same night. And Yatiji kept waiting for the sender 
of the letter. 


999 000 **9 


After one whole week, a young man of about 32-33 years came and 
asked, “Have you come from Hardwar?” 


“Yes,” Yatiji said. 
“Are you Yati Kishore Chandra?” 
“Yes.” 


Yatiji looked at him trying to place him. He was sure he had never met 
the gentleman before. He made some polite conversation and then said, 
“Yatiji, you have stayed here for quite a few days. I think you should 
move from here. I will make alternate arrangements and let you know.” 


The next day he took Yatiji to a beautiful bungalow that he had taken on 
rent for forty rupees a month. He made all provisions to make his stay 
comfortable. There were servants to attend on him and chauffeurs to 
take him around in beautiful cars. He said, “Yatiji, I am going out for 
some days. Please make yourself comfortable.” Before he went he 
handed a wad of hundred rupee notes to Yatiji. “This should see you 
through the days I am not here,” he said. 


A week later, the young man came again and left more money for Yatiji. 
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Yatiji lived in royal comfort for a month and a half. Then, one day, he 
said, “Yatiji, if you wish to go to the Vindhyachal Parvat for a few days, 
I will make the arrangements. I am going there for some days.” 


But, Yatiji had already spent too many days away from Hardwar. He 
was keen to resolve the mystery so he had prolonged his stay. Anyway, 
he politely declined the invitation to go to Vindhyanchal. The young man 
gave him another thousand rupees. 


Yatiji returned to Hardwar and paid back Bharatiji’s loan. But who that 
young man was and what was his connection with the poor old man on 
the banks of Bhagirathi remained a mystery then and is still a mystery. 


MICHIE 
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The Martyrs? Blood 


My challenge to the British nation is 
Will you settle it with pen or sword, with ink or blood? 
India has no arms, 
But if she has to fight with her back to the wall 
She can make swords out of her bows 
And she will have her freedom 


B ps dogged efforts of Lokmanya Tilak had shaken the autocratic 
bureaucracy. Tilak and Gandhi, the sun and moon on the Indian 
firmament, lit up the whole country and woke up the sleeping nation. 


Thelion who had strayed into the flock of sheep had started thinking he 
was a sheep. Now he recognized who he was and roared with full- 
throated ease. The aliens had come to rule over the Indians as ‘our 
reserved donkey’ shouting slogans, ‘God save the King Long live the 
King!’ Now, the rulers were taken by surprise when they saw their pet 
donkey not braying but roaring like a lion. The sleeping lion of India had 
woken up.They were scared of him and worried who would carry their 
burden? So, they decided to beat him black and blue so that he would 
forget all about being a lion and revert to his designated position of a 
donkey. 


It was the year 1919 and the auspicious day of Baisakhi in the town of 
Guru Ram Das, Amritsar. The patriots of India had gathered at J alianwala 
Bagh to hold a meeting. More than thirty thousand brave soldiers of 
Punjab were singing patriotic songs: 

The goddess of freedom, come back to India, 

Blow your cool breeze in the deserted land; 

Bring back the old glory of the motherland; 

Let the spring of freedom flow in India; 
Help the exploited tortured masses; 
Show the path of freedom to the sleeping people; 
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Light the torch of hope in the burning hearts of millions; 
Eradicate the curse of slavery from India. 


The sound of victory arising from this brave land spread in all directions, 
The British soldiers came flying from the banks of Irawati and without a 
warning started firing bullets recklessly. 


Thatak! Thatak!! Thatak!!! 


The firing continued for fifteen minutes. There were high walls all around 
the shrine. There was only one entrance to it. The killers fired at it with 


their machine guns... 
Thatak! Thatak!! Thatak!!! 


There were 1756 bullets fired.and the firing continued till the last bullet 
was fired. In Amritsar, the holy pond of nectar, rivers of blood flowed 
that day. 


The Lion of Punjab was not there; he had sacrificed his life for the 
cause of freedom. Lokmanya Tilak was making plans for the next move 
elsewhere. The saint of Sabarmati, Mohandas Gandhi had started his 
Non-cooperation Movement; Motilal Nehru, Madan Mohan Malviya, 
Chitaranjan Das had already created unrest in their respective states. 
Scores of Punjab’s gems— Kichloo, Satyapal, Bugga, Rattan Chand, 
Rajaram and many others had been killed by the British administration. 


All the leaders rushed towards Punjab. But the administration did not let 
them cross the Punjab border. Whoever tried to come to Punjab was 
stopped midway. The land of five rivers, the Punjab had become à 
battlefield. The goddess of freedom was perhaps testing these brave 
soldiers of Mother India. 


Yati Kishore Chandra was sitting in his library waiting for the postman. 
Newspapers were not being distributed; they came by post these days 
since he neys from Punjab were fiery. When the postman gave him the 
newspaper, ‘Pratap’ from Punjab, he saw the headline: 

Dire's rain of Fire in Guru-ki-nagari 


Continuous firing for fifteen minutes... River of blood in Jalianwalà 
Bagh. - General Dire opened fire on a gathering of innocent men, women 
and children... No warning given before opening fire... 
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Yatiji may not have been a Punjabi by birth, but he had infinite love and 
respect for his Punjabi brothers. He was a sanyasi, and for him everyone 
was his own. Hardayal, Ajit Singh, Sufi Ambaprasad, Swami 
Shraddhanand and Lala Lajpat Rai were very dear to him. 
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After reading about this massacre in Amritsar, Yati ji could not stay in 
Hardwar in peace. He left for Amritsar with his friends and colleagues 
the very next day. He was a true karam yogi as described by Bhagwan 
Yogeshwar: 


Karmanyévaadhikaarasté maa phalésu kadaachana ! 
Maa karmaphala héturbhoo maastésangoSstwakarmani !! 
Tasmaadasaktah satatam kaaryakarma samaachaar 


Following these principles he left for Amritsar, the land of the martyrs 
after seeking blessings from the holy river, Ganga. He was not looking 
for any reward or award. He had no desire whatsoever to become any 
kind of a leader either. He had but one wish— to alleviate the suffering 
of his country men. He considered it the greatest honour to be of some 
use to them and lie like a flower at the feet of the deity: 


I want not to adorn the head of a beautiful damsel 
I want not to adorn the garland of the lover 
I want not the glory of being in the wreath of king’s funeral 
I want not the pride to be offered to the Lord of Universe 
Pluck me, O Gardener! And throw me on the path 
On which martyrs go to offer their heads to their motherland. 


Yatiji left for Amritsar with the same kind of feelings that the flower has, 
and he served the country men with all his physical, mental and financial 
strength. 
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Amritsar Congress 


There will be gatherings on the graves of martyrs every year 
That is the only way they will be remembered 
Who laid down their lives for their motherland. 


huge rally had been organized in Amritsar that day. The blood of 

artyrs does not go waste. Each and every grain of sand dipped in 

the blood of the brave patriots had grown into a huge tree. The martyrs 
of Jalianwala Bagh had ignited fire in the whole riation. 


In this huge rally all the leaders were present. They had come to pay 
homage to the valiant soldiers and take inspiration from their sacrifice. 
This was no ordinary meeting; it had all the ingredients of a huge yajna 
in the memory of the dead. It was a unique yajna that had brilliant 
personalities like Mahatma Gandhi, Madan Mohan Malviya, Lokmanya 
Tilak, Motilal Nehru, Jwaharlal Nehru, Deshbandhu Chattaranjan Das, 
Ganesh Shankar Vidharthi, VJ Patel, Halim Ajmal Khan and Swami 
Shraddhanand ji Maharaj. He was the brave son of Punjab who had 
single-handed hoisted the national flag at a time when it was a crime to 
utter Vande Matram or mention the word freedom. 


On the land where Dire performed the dance of death 
Throwing everyone in the havan of Jalianwala Bagh 
On the same land roared the Lion of Punjab, Shraddhanand. 
He hoisted the Indian flag and shouted slogans of Jai Bharat! 


In Delhi when the tyrants marched to Chandni Chowk 
To quench their bloody thirst with blood of innocents 
He roared like a lion baring his chest for more bullets. 


He said your thirst will be quenched by the blood of a sanyasi 
This was the precious gem of Punjab, Swami Shraddhanand 
He laid down his life for the motherland leaving behind a void. 


Yati Kishore Chandra had already been in Amritsar for two months. 
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Like Hanuman he stayed serving the people in the true spirit ei selfless 
service. He came to be the right hand of Swami Shraddhanand. 


Then the great day arrived when Lokmanya Tilak came to Amritsar. 
The sky resounded with slogans of “Long live Lokmanya Tilak! Long 
live Maharashtra Keshari!’ Swami Shraddhanand accompanied by Yatiji 
welcomed Lokmanya Tilak. Tilak looked a little fatigued by the journey. 
They escorted him to the meeting place where thousands had gathered 
to greet him. He walked up to the stage amidst slogans: 


‘Long live Lokmanya bal Gangadhar Tilak!” 


Then the yajna began despite desperate efforts by the government to 
stop it. How could they stop it when there were the great luminaries like 
Gandhi and Tilak the sun and moon, and Malviya, Motilal, Deshbandhu 
Chittaranjan Das, Swami Shraddhanand, Subhash Bose, J awaharlal, and 
others present? The yajna was successful; the blood of the martyrs did 
not go waste. : 
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Pundit Motilal Nehru was the Chairman of the Thirty Second session of 
the Congress. The resolution condemning the dastardly massacre at 
Jalianwala Bagh was before them. Shankar Vidyarthi inaugurated by 
presenting the resolution and sat down. Then a man with a glowing face 
rose and his voice rang like thunder. He said: 


“Tam here to support the resolution presented by Vidyarthi ji. Not only I 
but the entire universe is condemning the dastardly act. However, I 
believe that these atrocities are to awaken the Kumbha Karan of India. 
That is the will of God, who does not want this Indian lion to remain 
slumbering for long. He wants to wake you up to get back the glory that 
has been cruelly snatched from your hands. So many of our brave soldiers 
have laid down their lives, but that will not go waste. Long back Mir 
Mannu had tried to suppress this valiant race. The Guru’s Sikhs became 
stronger and spread their empire right up to Kabul and Kadahar under 
the leadership of Maharaja Ranjit Singh. The tree of freedom grows 
with sacrifice only. 


Brave soldiers of Punjab! I congratulate you that it is in your land that 
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the seed of freedom has sprouted. The blessings of Gandhiji, Malviyaji, 
Tilakji and Motilalji are with you! Go ahead fearlessly; we are with you, 
You lead the way and victory will kiss your feet." 


He said this and took his seat. There were loud slogans of “Long live 
revolution!” This man was Yati Kishore Chandra. 


The next day a sea of love, devotion, and enthusiasm flowed from 
Lohgarh to Jalianwala Bagh. Lokmanya Tilak was going to pay homage 
to the martyrs. Kishore Chandra had reached the spot two hours in 
advance. Lokmanya Tilak reached the shrine of martyrdom at ten o’clock 
sharp. Kishore Chandra took him to the spot and said, “Bhagwan, this is 
the place where General Dire rained fire on thirty thousand gods of 
freedom.” 


Tilak spent some time there and left. Kishore Chandra addressed the 
audience: “Brothers! The Goddess of Freedom is pleased with the 
sacrifice. India’s two arms are Punjab and Bengal, and both of them are 
competing with each other to make sacrifices. In Bangal you have 
Kanhayalal Dutt, Khudiram Bose, and thousands of young men who 
sowed the seed of freedom on Banga-Bhanga day. That seed has grown 
into a tree and reached the valiant soil of Punjab. Now there is no doubt 
that it will spread in the whole country. 


Yati Kishore Chandra praised the brave soldiers of Punjab and appealed 
the audience to contribute one paisa each to build a memorial for the 


martyrs and 125 rupees were collected and put in the Jalianwala Bagh 
committee fund. 


XO 
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The Katarpur Case 


Guroombaa baalavridhau vaa braahmanamvaa bahu srutam ! 
Aatataayeenamaayaantam hanyaadeva5vichaarayan !! 


he Hindu society has committed a grave mistake. For the sake of 

retaining their supremacy, they have sold the real treasures of the 
country to foreigners. The poor and the backward are the backbone of 
a country. The society that does not respect and appreciate its poor is 
destroyed in no time. There are good and bad people in all communities; 
the whole world can't become saints; all types of people make the world. 
But Hindus want to turn everyone into a saint. And in order to do that, 
they throw people out of their society. Even if a person commits an 
insignificant mistake, he is ostracized. They have never made an effort 
to reform the sinners; they just throw them out. 


The custodians of religion have been committing grave sins against seven 
crore children of their motherland. As a result, they have gone to the 
others for solace. And they nursed the feeling of revenge in their hearts. 
After all, even the dust under your feet tries to rise and go over your 
head. After being tortured for centuries, these people went and joined 
Islam and became Muslims. Everyone knows that to every action there 
is an equal and opposite reaction. They determined to do exactly the 
opposite of what Hindus do, and whatever gives them pain. And the 
irony of it is that it was begun on the holy Ganga itself. 


About seven miles from Hardwar there is a village called Katarpur on 
the banks of the Ganga. The Muslims of this village decided to slaughter 
Cows on the occasion of Eid. The Constable of Jwalapur incited them to 
do so on the banks of the Ganga. It had never happened before. 


This news spread like wild fire and the Hindus felt pained. The very 
thought of cow slaughter was painful, and that too on the banks of the 
Ganga was unbearable. The cow worshippers of Panchpuri tried to talk 
sense to the Muslims to change their decision. They even offered to 
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contribute five hundred rupees for the construction of a mosque in their 
village if they gave up the idea of cow slaughter, and would provide 
goats for sacrifice on Eid. Bit, the Muslims did not budge from their 
decision. 


On the day of Eid, thousands of Muslims from far and near gathered in 
Katarpur. The Security Forces from Jawalapur arrived and the Agent of 
Roorkie was also present. 


An excited mob of Muslims rushed towards the temple chanting Ali-Ali. 
As a mob they lose all sense of propriety and behave like mad men. If 
only they could pause to think, they would see the stupidity of their 
action. If their wrath is against the Hindus, then why kill the poor cows 
that have done no harm. In fact, the cows don't distinguish between 
Hindus and Muslims. The Muslims also drink cows’ milk and the bullocks 
plough their fields as well. So, why this madness? It was only to challenge 
the authority of 28 crore cow worshippers. 


It meant to say, *O descendants of Rama and Krishna! It is the hour of 
reckoning for you. It is the test of your tolerance, your contentment, 
your self restraint and your love for your religion. Come and protect 
your Gomata, the cow mother! If this cow is taken through the market 
safely, it will mean that Hindus have been destroyed in India, and only 
the cow slaughterers will rule this land." 


This was a challenge for the self respect of the nation. Every Hindu's 
blood boiled at such an outrage. In the village of Katarpur, they heard a 
similar call, “Is there anyone who can protect his mother?" 


An old man was sitting in the temple when he heard this. His blood 
boiled and he jumped up and rushed outside, shouting ‘Narayan, Bajrangi, 
Har Har Mahadev! He pounced on the butcher with all his force and got 
hold of the rope from his hand and saved the cow. 


They shouted, “Kill the Kafir, the non-believer! Kill him!” Thousands of 


Muslims attacked him and thousands of Hindus fought with them. It 
was a War scene. 


The day all this happened, Yatiji was not in Kankhal; he was in Agra- 
From Agra he had gone to a place called Kailash on the day of Eid. 
Kailash is a beautiful place where Ganga takes a sharp turn to the east 
from a spot called Renuka. There is an underground cave there, and 
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many sages have done their meditations in it. Yatiji also spent some time 
praying inside the cave. When he came out, he sensed that his 
companions looked perturbed for some reason. 


«What is the matter?” he asked. “Why do you all look so sad?” 


“Maharaj, it the occasion of Eid today and Muslims are known for creating 
trouble on such occasions. Everybody is talking of riots breaking out in 
the city today.” 


“No, no. There will be no fighting in Agra. The fight has already happened 
in Hardwar.” 


“But, you have been in Agra for many days. How do you know what 
happened in Hardwar?” 


“As I was meditating, this thought occurred to me again and again.” 


“The servant has gone to the market in the city. He will bring the news,” 
they told him. 


The servant came back and reported that nothing untoward had taken 
place in Agra, but they had received a telephonic message from Hardwar 
that a fierce fight had taken place near Hardwar. Yatiji’s inner voice had 
already informed him of the events. He left for Hardwar immediately. 
He had to change his train at Muradabad. When he got down at 
Muradabad station, some of his companions and well wishers told him 
not to go to Hardwar as yet. They told him that the fight was over but 
the police was actively making arrests. They cautioned him that he might 
get picked up from the station itself. 


So Yati Kishore Chandra stayed in Muradabad for a couple of days and 
then proceeded to Hardwar. At the Hardwar station he met Lala Kishan 
Chandra Rai. He looked very disturbed. Yatiji asked him, “Lalaji, where 
are you going? How is your locality?” 

“I am going to Lucknow. Here people are being arrested recklessly. I 
suggest, you also come to Lucknow.” : 

Yatiji said, “Okay, Lalaji. You go ahead. I will study the situation here 
and follow you soon.” 

Lalaji left for Lucknow and Yatiji got out of the station and pasi le 
city. There was an eerie silence everywhere. The police had spread 2 
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wave of fear among people. It was deliberately troubling them by rounding 
anyone at random with the intention of making extra money. He studied 
the situation and thought at this time it would be wiser to be out of 
Hardwar. So, he went to Rishikesh. 


Lalaji reached Lucknow but, as luck would have it, it turned out be just 
the opposite of what he had expected. Lalaji had made a silly mistake. 
When the riots broke out near Hardwar, the government was targeting 
all the wealthy people and Lalaji was on their list. But he had left for 
Lucknow. Lalaji wrote to Mr Gaud, the Superintendent Police of 
Saharanpur from Lucknow that if he wanted any help, he should come 
to Lucknow. Mr Gaud was waiting for this moment; he asked Lalaji to 
return to Hardwar and ordered his men to arrest him at the station. He 
was accused of being the leader of the Hindus who incited them and it 
was he who sent gram and gur to Katarpur. 


The enquiry was held in the prison and he was sentenced to life 
imprisonment. 


The ways of the world are strange and stranger still are the interpretations 
of victory. When a soldier kills others, he is awarded medals and is 
treated like a hero, but when a common man kills a thief or dacoit to 
uphold the dignity of himself and others, he is considered a criminal and 
sentenced to death or imprisonment. What crime did the brave Kharag 
Bahadur commit when he protected a helpless woman? Helping a person 
in distress is a crime in this world. Actually, there is no other sin worse 
than slavery. 


Once, an African professor visited a school in Japan. He went to a 


classroom and asked a boy, “Well, my boy, will you tell me who is your 
Guru, master?” 


“Mahatma Buddha.” 

“And, who is your God?” 

“Confucius.” 

“What if someone dishonours your God and your Guru?” 

“We will beat him.” 

“Very good, my brave boy! Now suppose an army with Buddha as the 
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Commander and Confucius as the Governor attack Japan?” 
“We shall beat both of them." 
The professor was pleased with the answer. 


The boy continued, "Do not think, sir, by doing so we are doing any 
disgrace to our God and Guru. But we know that as long as Japan is free 
our God and our Guru both are free, but when the country is enslaved 
everybody becomes a slave." 


999 999 *99 


Hundreds of Hindus were arrested for protecting their honour, and for 
protecting the cow. All the Hindu leaders of Panchpuri were arrested 
including the Sub-Inspector of Police in Hardwar and the Hindu Secretary 
of Octroi. Many things happened that left a deep scar on the mind but 
one of them was extremely sad. Lala Krishan Chandra was a well 
respected businessman who had scores of wealthy men of Amritsar, 
Lahore, Layalpur and other cities as friends. When they were called as 
witnesses, they blatantly denied having any connection with him. They 
said, “Sir, we don’t know him at all. We have no relation with him. We 
are being dragged into this case for no rhyme or reason. When we don’t 
know anything what evidence can we provide?"And, these were the 
people who, at one time, had grown up on the leftovers of Lala Krishan 
Chandra and who used to bend double to please him. 


On the other hand, the poor people lived up to their responsibility. These 
are the people who have always served the Hindu community down the 
centuries; they did not shirk from their duty now. Whether they served 
Rama as monkeys or Krishna as milk men or Buddha as bhikshus or 
Pratap as bhils or Chhatrapati as his soldiers or the five beloved of Guru 
Gobind Singh, they have always risen up to the occasion. They tried 
their best but the cruel bureaucracy went about mercilessly pronouncing 
severe punishments on innocent people. Six men were hanged to death, 
sixty were sentenced to Siberia and Lala Krishan Chandra was sentenced 
to life imprisonment. 


GOCE 
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«C Chapter Sixty-Seven D> 


Protection of Cow Worshippers 


He who suffers in the others’ suffering 
Is a truly compassionate person; 
So, judge your own pain as small as a pinprick 
And, your friend’s pain as big as a mountain. 


Soe of cow worshippers were put in jails because they dared to 
protect the cow that feeds the whole world. The cow that chews 
dry straw and gives life saving milk was in danger and it was the duty of 
everyone to protect her. But, slaves have no god and no religion. He 
who wields the stick has everything. Even your own shadow deserts 
you in darkness. Those who were imprisoned included wealthy 
businessmen, saintly sages and the common men. 


Those days, the British had strengthened their policy of divide and rule. 
Though this had been their policy much before the Mutiny of 1857, but 
after that all the Viceroys who came to India like Clive, Wellesley, Curzon, 
and others followed this policy to intensify the differences between the 
Hindus and Muslims. Although it was difficult to have unity in India 
without their destructive policies, the Hindu-Muslim unity of the Congress 
gave a warning signal to the policy makers. They wondered if the 
Congress could make the impossible possible, whether they could actually 
make the east and west meet. Thus, they intensified their policy of divide 
etempera. 


The Hindus are born patriots; they are not for sale. So, they found it 
difficult to buy the Hindus, and they bought the Muslims. They gave 
their own coloring to the incident in Katarpur and sent many right minded 
Hindu people to jail. What is a jail, a prison? Jails have different 
connotations for different people. For the white people jail is as good as 
paradise; for the A and B class prisoners it is like a rest house; but fot 
the C class prisoners itis virtual hell. Those days, Nawab of Mehboobabad 
was the Jail Minister and he considered it his religious duty to torture the 
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prisoners. 


Yati Kishore Chandra spared no effort to protect the cow worshippers 
but he was helpless in the face of an adamant administration. Many 
days went by. Then one day, he received a message from Lala Krishan 
Chandra: “Come to meet me at once; it will probably be our last meeting.” 


Lala Krishan Chandra had lived a life of luxury; he had scores of servants 
at his beck and call; he hardly ever walked but roamed around in horse 
carriages and motor cars. Now he had to sleep on the bare floor with a 
brick as a pillow. Every moment was like a year in the prison. But, the 
laws of nature are such that you cannot wish your death even when life 
becomes unbearable. No one has control over death; it will come at its 
fixed time. 


Yatiji left for Pratapgarh as soon as he got Lalaji’s message. He reached 
Pratapgarh the same night. After resting in the inn at night he reached 
the prison early in the morning. A Brishish officer came on his cycle 
almost at the same time. He was surprised to see an ascetic like Yatiji 
there. He asked, “Yes, Maharaj, what can I do for you?” 


“T have come to meet a friend of mine.” 
“Whom do you want to meet?” 
“Lala Krishan Chandra of the Katarpur Case.” 


“Okay. You will meet him. Just write an application and put it in the 
Petition Box. The meeting will be arranged by nine o’clock in the 
morning.” 


Yatiji wrote a petition and put it in the petition box, but every moment 
weighed heavy on him. He found it difficult to wait for the morning. He 
decided not to go back to the inn, instead he spent the night in a sweet 
shop near the prison. The shop keeper was a nice man; he served Yatiji 
With respect. Yatiji saw a group of forty to fifty prisoners walking in four 
-Tows. They would bow their heads in reverence as they passed him by. 


Yatiji knew how to make use of any opportunity that presented itself. He 
asked the person in charge of the prisoners, “Jamadar Sahib, do you 
know Lala Krishan Chandra of the Katarpur Case? 


“Yes, I know him.” 
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“Good. Please tell him that I have come from Hardwar to meet him, 
The meeting is arranged in the morning.” 


“Okay, Maharaj. I will give your message and bring a reply also. Just 
wait here.” 


Yatiji was overjoyed and thanked God. He had something to eat and 
started waiting for the Jamadar Saheb. He came out of the prison at two 
o’clock with another group of prisoners. He handed a slip of paper to 
Yatiji and said, “He is fine and looking forward to meeting you. He has 
asked for four seers of gur.” 


“Four seers of gur? How will I take it in?” 


“You don’t have to worry about that. It is my job. Four seers of gur is 
nothing; I can take an elephant in also.” 
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The time of the meeting was nine on Sunday moming. He decided to 
spend Saturday night in the same sweet shop close to the prison. He 
would sleep out in the open and enjoy the fresh air. As he was walking 
towards the jail at about five on Saturday evening, he saw an Englishman 
going on his cycle. The officer kept looking at Yatiji continuously; even 
when he had gone ahead he kept looking back at him. Yatiji had no idea 
who he was and had no desire to know either. 


The next morning, Yatiji was at the prison gate much before nine. But he 
kept waiting till eleven to be called in but no one called him. Finally, he 


went up to the officer and said, “Sir, you said I could meet my friend at 
nine, and it is eleven now." 


The officer said, “The man you want to meet has already had a meeting 
a few days ago, and as per rules, I cannot allow him to meet you.” 


Yatiji was thoroughly disappointed. He said, “Sir, I have come all the 


way from Hardwar for this meeting. That day you promised to fix this” 


meeting and now you are telling me about rules.” 


“But, Baba Saheb, that day I did not know that he has already had 4 
meeting. I cannot bend the rules; my boss is very strict; I cannot do 
anything without his permission.” 


CC-0.Panini Kanya Maha Vidyalaya Collection. 


[Part - Five 


“So, now I will have to meet the jailer?” 
“Yes, if you want a meeting.” 
“Very good,” said Yatiji and walked out of the gate. 
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Two gentlemen were sitting in the verandah of a double-story house. A 
tonga stopped in front of the gate and dropped a handsome saintly person 
and moved away. He looked around as though he was waiting for 
someone. 


One of two gentlemen approached him and asked, “Are you looking for 
someone?" 


“Yes. I wish to meet Jailer Saheb.” 
“You can come up and meet him.” 


Yatiji went upstairs and sat on the chair next to the two men. Then he 
recognized the man to be the one who had been looking at him the day 
before. He was the jailer. 


He said, “Yes, Maharaj...?” 


Yatiji told him story briefly and he listened to him very intently. Then he 
said, “Okay. You come at six tomorrow morning and you will meet your 
friend.” 

The next day, Yatiji was there at five in the morning. At quarter past five 
the jail attendants came out for their daily drill. One of them remarked, 
“Who is this Baba? He has been coming here for many days.” 


“Hope he isn’t planning their escape,” said another. 
“He looks suspicious to me; I have seen him talking to the prisoners.” 


"I have heard a lot about him,” said a third attendant. “If he stays here 
too long, he may break the prison wall.” 

While the juniors were making their own conjectures about Yati ji, he 
Was amused at them. At exact six o'clock, the same jailer came on his 
cycle and entered the main gate. A little later, his assistant came forward 
and shook hands with Yatiji and asked him about the meeting. 
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Yatiji said, “Bara Saheb has said it will be just now.” 

Just then a man came and said to Yatiji, “Bara Saheb is calling you.” 
“Jf you meet him you might spoil the case?” 

“Yes, it might.” 


iji i t his signatures on 
He pushed a paper towards Yatiji and asked him to pu 
it. Yatiji signed it and gave it back. After that he was taken to a room 
where LalaJi was brought. Lala Krishan Chandra looked very weak but 
by the grace of God he was alive. The two friends met after all. It was 
a poignant moment. 


IOK 
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Chapter Sity-Eight > 


The Brave Soldier 


Praak paadayo patati khaadati pri stha maansam ! 
Karné kalam kimapi rauti k sanai vichitram !! 
Chhidram niroopya sahasaa pravi satya $ankaam ! 
Sarvam khalasya charitam masakah karoti !! 


he poet has given a beautiful description of the mind of a villain. He 

says a villain is like a mosquito that first falls at your feet, but is too 
diplomatic to bite your feet. Gradually, he moves up to your back and 
tries its sting to see how aware you are. If you just brush him aside 
lightly, he comes close to your ear and sings in it. Then he enters your 
ear to make you feel miserable. Now he appears like a monster and you 
can do nothing to him. 


Mahmood Gaznavi proceeded towards Somnath Temple to satiate his 
greed for wealth. There is no comparison between Central Asia and 
Somnath. He started from his home, crossed Attok, and entered the 
desert of Rajasthan. He went on and on. A couple of times, he tested the 
awareness of India on the way and realized that India was in a deathlike 
stupor. Then he marched forward fearlessly and reached Somnath. 


Shahabuddin Gauri fell at Prithvi Raj's feet six times. But Prithvi Raj did 
not crush him under his foot; he did not extinguish the fire in him; he 
merely covered it with some dust. The dust dispersed with one draft of 
wind and he rose from the ground. The seventh time he bit Prithvi Raj 
on his back. Prithvi Raj still took no notice of him. Slowly Gauri came 
right up to his ear and entered it. Now, Prithvi Raj felt miserable... but it 
was too late. 


The Indian history is a compilation of such historic stupidities of the 
Hindu community. None of the Delhi sovereigns took note of the invaders 
like Taimur, Nadir, Abdali, Babar, Changez and others till they came 
right up to Panipat and started singing in their ears. Even then, they 
rubbed their ears as they reluctantly came to Panipat. This mosquito 
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tendency is still the same. 


Some of the rich Hindus in Saharanpur have employed Muslim servants 
thinking that if there are Hindu-Muslim riots in the city, they will protect 
them. But the opposite happened. In 1924, when the time came, these 
Muslims servants entered their masters’ ears and gave them hell. When 
the mobs came they opened the doors to let them in. The protectors 
became predators. One Marwari Seth of Calcutta sent his two daughters 
with his Muslim servant to Rajasthan. At Amroha, he took them to the 
mosque and the girls never reached their home. In Agra a rich 
businessman bought some land. He employed Muslims to dig the 
foundation. After two days of digging, one of them shouted, Look! There 
are bones; our ancestors must have been buried here. A mosque has to 
be built here.” Who can take cudgels with Muslims! The business man 
had to wash his hands off his land. 


The seven crore stepchildren of mother India have taken a vow to become 
traitors. If a Muslim starts praying in a public place, doing his acrobatics 
nobody pays any attention to it. Indeed, the Hindu religion says that one 
should remember God in whichever form one likes: 


Ye yathaa maam prapadyante taanstathaiva bhajaamyaham Ji 


It means that God comes to the worshipper in the form he prays to him. 
Religions are the many paths leading to God. All the roads lead to the 
same station, the same goal. You can go by bus, by car, bullock cart or 
even walk on foot. The idea is to remember God; you can do that in the 
silence of your room or in the noisy marketplace. 


The Hindu God has given them unlimited peace. They remained slaves 
for over a millennium but peacefully They were robbed by the invaders 
from Central Asia time and time again, but they remained peaceful; 
even today the rulers have robbed them all their powers but they are at 
peace; they have lost their lands, their jobs, and even when they have 
become one with the soil of the cemetry, they chant Aum Shanti, Shanti, 
Shanti. 


Many days later the man who started praying in a public place doing his 
acrobatics, places two bricks on the same spot and paints it white with 
chalk powder. Soon, a few of his fellow worshippers JOIN him in the act 
and before you know it, it is known as à mosque. Then they say they 
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have to build a mosque there. Why? Because they have prayed there; 
where even one believer has said his prayer 1s a place of worship, a 
mosque. Then who can dare to remove those two bricks from that public 
place? Islam is in danger. 


This is exactly what happened in Lucknow some years ago. Lucknow 
wasn't such a big city before the British made it. Indeed, most of the 
cities in India have been built by them. The first was Calcutta in the 
sixteenth century. Bombay was nothing three hundred years ago. The 
Delhi you see today was not even one-fifth of its present size five years 
ago. 

Lucknow was not a big city but the British built tall buildings and it 
started spreading. All the adjoining villages were absorbed in the city. 
The grand buildings you see in Aminabad Park was some sixty years 
ago a tiny village by the same name. Hardly fifty to hundred poor people 
had their huts there. On the graves of those poor people stands the 
magnificent park. 


The British have a great quality; they learn from their past events. 
Whenever they wanted to expand their empire they sent their soldiers to 
teach the lesson of revolt. In Aminabad village there was a Hunuman 
temple. While making the park they did not touch the temple. But 
whatever has to happen must happen. And, those who have sworn to 
destroy peace will not sit idle. 


Right next to the temple, some Muslims started doing their namaz. The 
Hindus did not make a hue and cry thinking it was an insignificant matter. 
Soon, many people started doing their sit-stand there. The Hindus still 
remained unconcerned and engrossed in their own salvation. 


The problem was not tackled when it started, so it spread like a disease. 
The proverbial mosquito moved right up to the ears. “Your temple bells 
create disturbance in our evening prayers.” This is how they started the 
feud. The continuous traffic in the marketplace and the loudspeakers 
advertising various things do not disturb their prayers but the temple 
bells do! Muslims have their own philosophy; they have no hesitation in 
imitating the English and wear western dresses, but they have serious 
reservations about dhoti kurta and the temple bells. 


No one asked them that if their prayers were disturbed by temple bells, 
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then their resounding the call for prayer disturbs the Hindu prayers as 
well. It is said that you can stretch a rope and a fight to any extent. The 
underlying hatred for the Hindus had been brewing in their hearts; the 
issue of aarti-namaz was just an excuse. The underlying motive has 
always been looting and robbing; but when the activity is given the label 
‘Islam is in danger’ then everything is justified. 


A handful of religious robbers vitiated the atmosphere of Lucknow city. 
The fear of communal riots loomed large over the city. The administration 
was fully aware that the Muslims are responsible for it, but they did not 
want to get into unnecessary trouble. The top officials called the Hindu 
leaders like Shee RS Narayan Swami and others and asked them to 
change the time of the evening prayer, Aarti in the temple. 


“The atmosphere of the city has become highly sensitive; you change 
the time of Aarti to before or after the namaz only then peace will be 
maintained." 


“Do you hold the Hindus responsible for this situation? Don’t you know 
that the Hindu temple has followed this tradition for centuries? Why 
should they change their tradition for the sake of a handful of rogues?” 


“There is no question of giving up your tradition. Just change the timings.” 


“There should be a reason for that. They don’t have a mosque there. 
They just gather in the park to say their prayers. Tomorrow they may 
demand that the centuries old temple be removed from there. Sir, you 
are not only being partial but you are also showing your weakness. The 
Hindus will not change the time of Aarti nor will they stop ringing the 
temple bells. You can ask them to stop doing their namaz in the park if 
you want peace...” 


“But, we have to maintain peace in the city.” 


“Do you want to maintain peace on the grave of Hindus? Why don’t you 
stop the Muslims?” 


“They are fanatics.” 


“That doesn’t mean you should put undue pressure on the Hindus. Is 
this justice for you?” 


“We are not talking of justice; we are watching the situation which is 
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deteriorating. So, change the timing of the Aarti.” 


“What can I do about it?" 
«You are the leader of the Hindus; explain it to them,” 


“What should I explain to them? Do you think the Hindus are dead and 
they will take your orders lying down? No, sir. They respect their religion 
deeply.” j 

“I have not asked you to come here to listen to your elaborate speech. I 
only want to know whether you will help us in maintaining peace in the 
city or not." 


“J don't have the right to answer on behalf of all the Hindus. I will have 
to hold a meeting and find out what they want to do in this situation." 


eee *99 999 


The news of this interview spread like wild fire. The rioters felt encouraged. 
The Hindus not only changed the timings of the Aarti but also closed the 
temple till such time as the situation calmed down as a protest. 


A huge rally had been organized in the compound of the inn of Chhedilal. 
The audience was surcharged with enthusiasm; even the weak felt 
emboldened. RS Narayan Swami was addressing a gathering of ten to 
twelve thousand people. He was explaining the duties of a Hindu; there 
was pin-drop silence. The audience was listening to the speaker 
spellbound. Just then a radiant young man pierced through the crowd 
and went up to the stage. 


Shree Narayan made the following points by way of concluding remarks: 


"Fortunately, we have among us a brilliant personality who is the pride 
of not only the Hindu community but the entire nation. The great leader 
of Katarpur case is here to give us guidance. He has come to Lucknow 
to protect the accused in the Katarpur case. He needs no introduction: 
indeed giving his introduction is like showing a candle light to the sun. He 
will come before you and give his divine message. His name if Yati 


Kishore Chandra. Now I request Yatiji to guide us and give us his 
message.” 


The audience shouted “Har Har Mahadev!” as Yati Kishore Chandra 
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stood up to speak. After the resounding welcome there was absolute 
silence. Yatiji began: 


«Honourable President, sir and all my brothers! I am very happy to see 
your enthusiasm over your honour. Today, we have realized that foreign 

wers have encroached upon our rights. Today, we have learnt to protect 
our rights and it is my belief that the community that truly wants to 
regain its rights has a bright future. 


“Live and let live; eat and let others eat’ has been our motto. Our sages 
have said: 


Sarvé bhavanti sukhinah sarve santu niraamayaa ! 
Sarvé bhadraani pa syantu maa ka schit dukhabhaag bhavet !! 


We want to see everyone happy. We have never fought with anyone, 
not even those who came to rob us. We never started the fight; we were 
always second. All the invaders like Nadir, Mahmud, Changez, 
Ahmedshah and Bakhtiar came and wrced havoc on our land, but we 
did not go to their lands even once, not even to see where they have 
horded the wealth of Somnath. We got robbed, we were beaten and we 
were tortured but we still maintained peace. Shanti, Shanti, Shanti. We 
have always been worshipping in peace. 


However, today I can see the revolutionary aspect of the same peace. 
Our peace was not the peace of the graveyard, or of death, or of a 
deserted barren land, or of the north pole. It was the peace of the Pacific 
Ocean that can remain calm for centuries tolerating everything, but when 
it comes to show its power, it can shake itself and turn everything upside 
down. That peace was of the burning embers covered by ashes. Touch 
itand you will be burnt. 


A single draft of wind has awakened the dormant fire in us. Those who 
have tried to play with our sentiments will be destroyed in this brilliance. 


We must learn our lessons from what has transpired. A wise man learns 
from his mistakes. We must not only correct our mistakes but also make 
Sure that we do not make the same mistakes again. We Hindus wake up 
only when danger hangs right over our heads. We have made this mistake 
Over and over again; history is full of such mistakes. We don't nip the 
evil in the bud; we wait till it attacks us. The Delhi rulers did not stop the 
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invaders till they reached next door in Panipat. Had we adopted the 
aggressive policy and roared like the king of the jungle, there would be 
no issue of aarti and namaz today. Actually, it is not a matter of aarti and 
namaz; it is a matter of two different cultures. 


Today we have become aware; this is a fortunate sign. Danger is lurking 
over our heads. We have to face not one but two disruptive forces— 
one that has started the whole thing, and the other that despite its power, 
it has become subdued by them. 


Shree Narayan Swami has spoken to you. It’s a pity that he knows that 
the Muslims are being unreasonable but he is telling the Hindus to suspend _ 
aarti! 

One more thing. Friends! We are going to start a religious war today. 
May God give us the strength to protect our rights! One more thing. The 
Muslims are prepared for the fight. If you remain united no power can 
defeat you, but if you panic you will get killed. You are free to have 
diversity in happy times, but in sorrow you must remain united. Don’t 
fear authority; fear of the real is not as bad as the fear of the future. The 
enemy will roar to scare you but if you face him he will run away. 
Hindus don’t start a fight but if they are involved in one, they don’t spare 
the opponent. 


We are the descendants of Prithvi Raj and Samar Singh who kept the 
Muslims under control, so why should we fear them?” 


Yatiji was still speaking when a man came running and said in a loud 
voice, “You are holding a meeting here and out there the Muslims are 
forcible converting a boy Hindu to Islam." 


These words changed the complexion of the meeting. They were already 
excited and when they heard this they started running in that direction. 
Then they heard a voice from the stage: 

"Wait! Where are you going? I know you have the fire in you, but you 
must also have a strategy as well. If you go bare handed, what will you 
do? If you have to go, take the means for self defence with you...” 


Most of the people retuned, but about forty of them who had rods with 
them followed the man who had brought the news. 


In reality, it was the mischief of the messenger. The world is made of 
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mischief mongers who ignite the fire and then watch the tamasha from 
a distance. Although forcible conversions were happening all around, 
but at this time it was only a fabrication in the mind of this mischief 
monger. So, he led the way and the forty odd men followed him armed 
with their sticks and rods. 


It was the shop of a Muslim. The excited Hindus attacked the shop. The 
shopkeeper in his nervousness switched off the lights. It was pitch dark 
inside. Had the lights been on the Hindus would have seen for themselves 
that there was no boy being forcibly converted. But in the darkness they 
were not sure so they took out their venom with a vengeance. Yet they 
did not see any untoward scene. They broke the windows of the shop 
and went back. 


The spark was already there; just a trigger was required. The Muslims 
found the right excuse to give vent to their feelings and carry out their 
unholy plans. They came out in mobs shouting slogans of Ali-Ali. 


Their main target was the Chhedilal Inn. By the end of the speech the 
situation was so tense that it was difficult to go home safely. 


It was past eleven o'clock in the night. The meeting was over but the 
organizers were still there. This was a serious problem before Yatiji. He 
made arrangements to send the people to their homes, making groups of 
people belonging to colonies that were purely Hindu and did not have to 
approach through Muslim colonies. The others were told to stay on in 
the inn. He was also worried about the security of the inn. He went up 
to take stock of the situation and saw a group of two hundred people 
leaving the inn. From a distance came loud screams of “Infidels! Stop!" 
The crowd ran helter-skelter and started running in fear. 


Yatiji saw the whole scene and said loudly, “O descendants of brave 
soldiers! The brave don’t run away from the battlefield!” 


They all came into the inn. Yatiji came down and saw the chaotic scene. 
Everyone was talking at the same time worried about their families and 
how to get home safely. He raised his voice above the din and said, 
“Brothers! Listen to me quietly. Make groups and take stones and bricks 
in your hands. I assure you no one will attack you, but if they do, stay 
United; don’t start running here and there. You will all reach your homes 
Safely, but if each one of you thinks only of himself then all of you will 
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get killed. There is strength in unity. Remember the history of the Rajputs, 
In the Rajput tradition a soldier who leaves the battlefield out of fear 
finds no place at home also. I could have closed the doors on you now 
when you returned like cowards. Shed you fears and walk together 
chanting Har Har Mahadev." He encouraged them to go and then 
organized the others in the inn. 


He was fully aware that there would be a reaction to what the Hindus 
had done to the shop. Not only the Muslims but the British officers 
would come. And that's what happened. At two o'clock in the night the 
Police Superintendent came with his men to the inn. Yatiji threw open 
the doors at once. They were expecting to find arms and ammunitions 
but here they saw a very different scene and they went back. 


Shree RS Narayan Swami was expecting an attack from the Muslims. 
Yatiji told him not to worry and assured him that he was personally 
responsible for his safety. Early in the morning he escorted him to his 
home in the Marwari Colony before trouble started. 


In the morning, the other Marwaris came to talk to Shree RS Narayan 
Swami. They said the Muslim butchers lived next to their colony and 
what if they get together and attacked them. Narayan Swami said that 
he was too disturbed to think straight and pointed to Yatiji. “Ask him,’ he 
said, “He has come as your saviour.” 


Yatiji laughed and said, “You wealthy people have made money your 
religion, your God. You have amassed lots of wealth but you have not 
learnt to take care of it. Now, this wealth has become your enemy. 
What good is your money if the Muslims attack your homes? What will 
become of your children? Today you ask me how you can defend 
yourself? You say, “Where is the power, the strength. We have no power.” 


Then you are doomed. Security lies in strength, in power. Do you have 
any strength? Train your children to defend themselves. Then he enquired 
whether they had any weapons. One Marwari said he had a pistol. Yatiji 
asked him if he would fire in self defence. The man said, “No.” 


“If you can’t do it, then give your gun to us,” Yatiji said. 
“Maharaj, I can’t give my gun to you,” he said. 
Yatiji said, “At least you can stand on the roof top and fire from there?” 
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The man said, "If the time comes to defend us then my servant would 
do as he Was told." 


yatiji said, “Don’t panic. You will not be hurt; I take responsibility but 
you will have to do as I tell you to do. First of all, give me all your 
servants. (2) Get one sack of-ground red chillies. (3) Eight large cans of 
kerosene oil. (4) One thousand bricks. (5) And ten to twelve tubs of 
water. Put these things on the terrace of houses on either side of the 
street. All the men go up on the terraces and the women and children 
should stay downstairs. Have a drum placed at the entrance and instruct 
the people to beat it as soon as they see any Muslim coming this way. To 
the men he said that they should throw red chillie powder mixed in water 
on the attackers and then throw the bricks on them. If they still persist 
then throw kerosene oil on them and a lit match stick. He said you are 
capable of doing this for your safety. 


After giving instructions, Yatiji went downstairs. This house belonged to 
an ex-body guard of the Viceroy. He had died last year and his two sons, 
Vidyanand and Shivanand lived in the house. There were a few weapons 
in the house. Yatiji had kept them handy in case of an emergency. Just 
then a Police Inspector came in with a few policemen. He captured the 
weapons. Yatiji said, “Saheb, you can take the weapons, but if our house 
is robbed then you will be responsible for it.” He handed him a paper 
and said, “Please give it in writing that you will be responsible.” The 
Inspector had no answer to that so, he left the weapons there. 


The news of such elaborate arrangements of security in the Marwari 
Street spread quickly not only amongst the Marwaris and Hindus but 
also among the Muslims and the butchers. Now the panic shifted to 
them. Yati ji and his companions were all set to counter any attack from 
the Muslims. Each one understood his role and they waited. 


At about four in the evening a 500-strong mob of Muslims entered the 


Marwari Street. At once the drum beat loudly. Then it was the same 
scene: 


The Muslims ran for their lives 
Forgetting everything — prayers and all! 
The brave soldiers chased them out 
And took charge of the battle ground. 
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The crowds vanished in thin air 
Like birds chased by a falcon. 

The ordinary men turned into warriors 
And showed courage unimaginable, 
As though the Lord had bestowed 
The strength of Rama on them. 


Inless than three minutes there was no trace of the five hundred Muslims 
left. The sun set... it was the second night of their vigil. Once again, 
Yatiji reassured them that as long as the sword was in his hand they had 
nothing to worry about. 


The next day the Muslims went and complained to the police that the 
Hindus had collected a lot of ammunition and had hired one thousand 
strong men in the Marwari Street. A Police Sergeant came to survey the 
situation along with the Muslim. As soon as they entered the street the 
drum beat was heard and a brick fell on the Muslims head. The Sergeant 
left his hat and went back. Yatiji knew that now he would send more 
troops. He instructed his people not to make any move till they heard the 
drumbeat. True enough, the Sergeant returned with a large posse of 
policemen. Yatiji went forward and explained the whole situation. He 
said that if the government was not doing anything to protect them, they 
had to protect themselves somehow. The Saheb returned once again. 
After he left, a much bigger mob of Muslims came shouting Ali-Ali. 
They had swords, daggers and sticks and stones with them. In a moment 
the street turned into a battlefield and a fierce battle took place. 


OOOO 
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< Chapter Sixty-Nine > 


A Strange Scene at Sultanpur 


Praarabhyaté na khalu vighna bhayena neechaih ! 
Praarabhya vighna vihataa viramanti madhyaah !! 
Vighnairmuhurmuhurapi pratihanyamaanaah ! 
Praarabdhamuttamagunaa na parityajanti !! 


I is not easy to free a prisoner from the British Jail. The only way out 
is that the British Officer himself takes pity and releases the prisoner. 
Also, even if someone makes a fooiproof plan and rescues the prisoner, 
the real problem is where will he go? He has no place on the earth; he 
cannot escape the vigilant network of the CID. Escaping from the prison 
is like going out of a smaller prison into a bigger one. It is like out of the 
frying pan into the fire. 


This was the biggest problem for Yatiji. He was hoping that the 
administration would take pity on the innocent people imprisoned in the 
Katarpur case. He tried his best to appeal to the officers through the 
efforts of Kesridas Seth, the chairman of Nawal Kishore Press, but in 
vain. He expected compassion from those who have none of it. 


He had come to Lucknow for another purpose but he had to take the 
role of a commander in a war suddenly. He stayed on after the battle for 
a fortnight more in Lucknow and when he felt the situation was calm 
again, he went back to Hardwar. 


Although Yatiji was not successful in getting Lala Kishan Chandra 
released from the jail, as a result of his efforts he was shifted from the 
horrible Partapgarh prison to the Sultanpur Sanitorium Jail This was his 
first Victory for which he had to work very hard. He could not rest in 
Peace till he got the innocents released. He left Hardwar for Sultanpur 
to meet his friend Lala Kishan Chandra. 


Sultanpur is a beautiful town located on the banks of River Gomati. Yatiji 
Stayed in a shrine and liked the environment very much. He would go 
for his bath on the beautiful ghats made on the river and take long walks 
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on the banks of the river. One day, he went further up enjoying the 
beauty all around. He stopped to take rest at a spot where there were 
three mango trees, a peepal tree and a well and a small temple. Yati ji sat 
on the platform built around the peepal tree. 


A Brahmin was making preparations to cook a meal nearby. The 
preparations were as elaborate as preparations for the Panipat battle. 
He had a tilak on his forehead, the sacred thread around his neck and 
a dhoti tied around his waist. First of all, he attacked the tree to get 
wood for the hearth. Then he placed three bricks to light the fire in it. 
Then he placed the pan on it to cook the food. 


Yatiji did not pay attention. He was a little uncomfortable so he moved to 
the other side of the tree. As soon as he came there, the man shouted, 
“Can’t you see? This is my kitchen!” 

“Godlike Mahatmaji! I know this is your kitchen,” Yatiji said. 

“Then why did you not see it while pssing by?” 

Yatiji had immense reverence for Brahmins; even after he heard his 


insulting words, he did not give up patience. He said, “Mahatmaji, I was 
going away from it so that I don't disturb you." 


“Tf this is called far away, then what is close?" 


“I didn't come near your kitchen but if I have done something wrong, 
please forgive me." 


The Brahmin mistook Yatiji's humility as cowardice and the more Yatiji 
bent the more he became aggressive. 


The Brahmin was grumbling continuously. And, there is a limit to 
everything; beyond that even nectar becomes poison. Yatiji spoke firmly, 
“Why are you carrying on and on? I am asking you to excuse me an 
you are crossing all limits of decency. How have I ruined your meal? I 
am here and your kitchen is far away. Your meal is not worth more than 
a paisa and a half and you are making noise as though I have caused you 
a loss of ten rupees. Here, take two paisa from me.” 


Instantly, the Brahmin lost his nerve when he heard Yatiji speak S9 
strongly to him. He lost the nerve but not the arrogance. He said, " at 
two paisa? I have spent three paisa on the ghee and four paisa on Suddh! 


CC-0.Panini Kanya Maha Vidyalaya Collection. 


Par- Five Digitized by Arya Samaj Foundation Chennai and eGangotri 345] 


and what about my labour?” 


Yatiji had never heard of Suddhi; he asked, “What is this Suddhi, 
Mahatmaji?" 

«That's none of my problems. If you don't know what it is then I am not 
interested in telling you." 


Yatiji thought that this man is going to complain about something or the 
other. He had no great desire to sit there, so he moved a little further 
away from the tree. After some time another passer-by stopped to take 
rest and sat near Yatiji. Yatiji asked him, “This man is cooking his food 
and he says he has spent four paisa on Suddhi. What is this Suddhi?” 


“Suddhi is meat.” 


Yatiji was taken aback. He had never associated a Brahmin with meat. 
This Brahmin was a demon. Yatiji was very angry and the man was 
stirring his dish taking out a bit of it to see if it was done every now and 
then. Yatiji could see bones on his spatula. He spoke from where he 
was, “You cruel man! You are not a Brahmin; you are a demon! Your 
stomach is a graveyard. Your hearth is a funeral pyre. You hypocrite! 
On the one hand you parade your Brahminism by wearing the sacred 
thread and wearing only a dhoti, and on the other hand, you eat meat.” 
Yatiji could not tolerate this scene any more. He got up and left. 


He was very upset. He wondered how the Brahmin could even entertain 
the thought of eating meat. It was like the protector becoming the predator. 
Ifthe fence starts destroying the garden what will be left of it? A Brahmin 
is supposed to show the way. But here he is himself in deep slumber, 
how will he awaken others? This is the cause of the downfall of the 
nation. Tilak was right when he said, “India is destroyed by external 
invasions as much as its own corruption. The leaders make or mar the 
country. Brahmins were supposed to lead the others, and they have 
fallen badly. On the one hand, he is so particular about purity and on the 
other hand he eats meat. On the one hand they wash the wood to cook 
à pure meal and on the other they kill innocent animals to eat.” 


Yatiji reached his place thinking of these things. He met the priest of the 
temple and told him everything. The priest said this was nothing compared 
0 What goes on in marriage parties. Just then Yatiji received a letter 
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from Kishan Chandra. It read: “Please find out from the Jailer about my 
appeal. Has he got any orders from the top?” 


ooo eee 999 


Since he had to go to the jail early the next morning, Yatiji did not go to 
Gomati for his bath but to a garden near the temple. It was a beautiful 
garden and the flowers were in full bloom. There were fruit trees of all 
seasons. The garden with a fence around it was like an oasis in the 
desert. There was a magnificent bungalow with a well near it. Near the 
well was a temple of Shivji that had idols of many gods and goddesses. 
Outside the temple there was a large platform. 


Yatiji had a bath with the water from that well and went in the temple for 
prayers. He chanted Shiv Shankar Shambhu and sat in a yog posture to 
meditate. When he finished and opened his eyes and saw a beautiful 
young boy of about fifteen or sixteen years. He had dark thick curly hair, 
fair complexion, bright eyes, bowlike eyebrows, white pearl-like teeth, 
rosy lips and a sharp pointed nose. He was wearing expensive clothes. 
He looked extremely handsome. 


Yatiji stood up chanting Har Har Mahadev and suddenly the boy fell at 
his feet and said, “Bhagwan! I am fortunate to have seen a good person 
today; now all my sorrows will disappear. I have been watching you 
since you sat down for meditation and I feel gratified. Please give me 
your blessings that I may spend my whole life in spiritual pursuits." 


Yatiji felt happy to see this beautiful boy. He is not only beautiful in 
appearance but also noble in thoughts. He is a promising child. Blessed 
are his parents who have given birth to him. Aloud he said, «Child, what 
is your name?" 


"What name can I have, Bhagwan? It is people like you who have @ 
name." 


“Prince! You are truly a prince. You have all the qualities of a princ? 
such as peace, calm and depth. You are a very good boy and you? 
innocence makes you all the more beautiful. I am very happy with yo” 
What do you want from me?” 


“Bhagwan, J have got all that I wanted by looking at you. I have only 
one wish that you grace my house with your presence.” 
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Yatiji said, “My dear child, right now I am going on a very important 
business to the Jailer Saheb’s house. I can meet him only at this hour. 
Where is your house? Give me your address; I will come there definitely. 


The boy said, “My home is in Allahabad, but now I am staying in the 
bungalow in the garden.” 


“Okay, I will certainly come,” Yatiji said and came out of the temple. He 
saw four tall and strong youths with Mirzapur sticks in their hands. He 
asked them, “Yes, what are you doing here?” 


“Maharaj, we are with the prince,” they said. Rajkumar confirmed their 
statement, “Bhagwan, they are all your servants.” 


“Okay, I will come after meeting the Jailer.” 
“What time will you come?” he asked. 


“I can’t say for sure. It’s official work; I don't know how long it will 
take. But I will surely come. 


“Okay, we will send for you where you are staying. Where are you 
putting up?” 


“In the Raghunath Temple.” 


Yatiji walked quickly to the temple and changed his clothes and left for 
the jail. 


*99 *99 ooo 


When he reached the Jailer’s residence he was told that Jailer Saheb 
had gone out early in the morning and has not yet returned. The servant 
brought a chair for Yatiji in the garden and told him to wait there. Yatiji 
got lost in his most recent experience of meeting the beautiful boy. This 
18 true royalty, he thought; he has all the good qualities and not a trace of 
atrogance. As he was thinking of the young boy, Jailer Saheb’s car 
Stopped in front of the gate. He went inside and soon a servant came 
and said, “Saheb has asked you to come in.” 


After exchanging polite courtesies, Jailer Sahib said, “I sent your appeal 
ü my recommendations but I have not got any reply so far, nor 1s 
ere any hope of getting one. If they wanted to do something about it 
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they would have replied by now.” 
“Now, what should we do; he has been in jail for five months already?” 


“In my opinion, you should go to Lucknow and meet Nawab of 
Mahboobabad or ask for someone important to plead for him.” 


“Please let me meet Lala Kishan Chandra and then I will go.” 
“Come tomorrow morning; I will arrange a meeting.” 


Yatiji came back to the temple after meeting the jailer. The priest informed 
him that someone had come thrice to fetch him. He knew who that must 
be. And, soon Rajkumar came with his attendants and said, “Bhagwan, 
come to my house.” 

“You go ahead and I will follow you. I know it is late, but have you eaten 
something?” Yatiji asked. 

Rajkumar said nothing but his attendant said, “He will not eat till he has 
served you.” 

“Oh! Why have you not eaten since the morning?” 

“You must eat in my house with me.” 


“No, I will not eat but I will come in half an hour.” Somehow he persuaded 
him and sent him back. After he left, Yatiji remarked, “What a beautiful 
boy!” 

The priest said, “Babaji, it’s not a boy; she’s a girl. She is the only singer 
in the marriage party of a seth. She is the famous singer of Allahabad. 
She is putting up in the bungalow with the garden.” 


Yatiji was shocked to know this. He had believed he was a boy. Her 
name should be Rajkumari, princess, not Rajkumar.” 
“J don’t know about that,’ said the priest, “but she is a girl.” 


Yatiji went to keep his promise, Rajkumar welcomed him and said, “Today 
Lam blessed. Maharaj, I have to tell you something, that is why I pave 
given you the trouble to come here.” 


Yatiji wondered what she wanted to say to him alone. He already knew 
that she was a girl and anyone would have fallen in love with such ? 
beauty. She takes a thousand rupees for one song. Yet, Yatiji had n° 
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suspicion about her character because she appeared to be so simple, 
innocent, gentle and decent. She said, “Bhagwan, I am a sinner, but as 
far as I can remember, I have not committed any sin in this life; it's 
because of my sins in the previous life that I have been born in a 
prostitute’s house. But, I swear by God that I have done no wrong. I 
have studied Sanskrit, Urdu and even English. I am sixteen years old 
and today, I feel blessed by looking at you; now all my sins have been 
washed away.” 


“But what do you want?” 


“Į want to give up this indecent profession and get married to a gentleman 
so that I can give him all my love. Please bless me so that my desires be 
fulfilled.” 


Yatiji blessed her and asked, “Rajkunwar! May your wishes be granted! 
Whom do you want to marry? Do you believe you can be happy in 
marriage?” 


She said shyly, “Yes, I have seen him; he is a very religious person and 
belongs to a prestigious family.” 


“But you are a daughter of a prostitute.” 

“He knows this.” 

“How will you tackle the custodians of religion?” 
“He says he doesn’t care.” 

“Does he love you very much?” 

“Yes.” 

“Will his love be for ever?” 


She replied after a pause, “Bhagwan, my soul is pure and he is a good 
person.” 


“Where does he live?” 


“He is the son of a wealthy man in Allahabad and has come here with 
€ marriage party.” She gave his name and address. 


Yatiji blessed her, “My child, you have a bright future. May your wish 
come true! I am grateful for having met you; I see Durga in you. Now, 
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I will go and I will come tomorrow again." 
“When should I come to fetch you?" 


“J will come on my own.” 


Yatiji was pondering over the story of Rajkunwar as he walked back to 
the temple. He could see that she was innocent and she loved the young 
man, but he wanted to know whether he also loved her as much. He 
hoped he was not taking undue advantage of her innocence. That is why 
he had decided to send for the youth through a brief note. 


The young man came and saluted Yatiji respectfully. Yatiji said, “I am 
sorry for bothering you.” 


“No problem at all,” he said. It's my good fortune to meet a sadhu like 
you for whom people come from far and wide.” 


“You have come from Allahabad?" 

“Yes.” 

“You are closely related to the bridegroom?” 
“Yes, he is my cousin.” 

“What do you do for a living?” 


“I have just completed my Law course and will start my practice of 
law.” 


“That is good. May you be successful in your profession! Do forgive 
me, but I want to ask you a personal question, are you married?” 


“No.” 


“Boys of rich families get married at a young age. Therefore, I asked. 
How come you have not married yet?” 


“My parents are social reformers and they fully understand the meaning 
of marriage. They believe that the boy should marry only when he 15 


capable of taking responsibility and the marriage should be according to 
his choice.” 


"So, you are free in this matter of marriage?" 


“Yes, I am free to choose, but the ultimate decision will be of my parents.” 
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“That's good. Have you thought about your marriage?” 


«[ have no need to think of it yet.” 


“Do you plan to remain a bachelor all your life?” 


“No.” 


«When do you plan to marry? You have finished your studies; you are 
ready for marriage.” 


The young man remained silent. 
Yatiji said, “You have heard of Rajkunwar?” 


“Yes, she has come with our marriage party. She is putting up in the 
outhouse.” 


“Yes, the same. I have heard that she is a good girl and has the qualities 
of a good wife. You will be a lucky person to get such a capable and 
promisingyoung girl as his wife.” 


“But, she is a prostitute’s daughter.” 


“She is only her daughter; she is not a prostitute herself. Our history tells 
us that Vishwamitra had intercourse with Menaka but Kanva and 
Dushyant did not shun Shakuntla. I ask you to become Dushyant. 
Tomorrow, I will be her godfather and I want to give my daughter in 
marriage to you. She is not after your money; you know she earns 
thousands of rupees. Kings and princes vie for her attention. But she 
wants to live a normal married life. And, she trusts you." 


* love her but what will the society say?" 


"Society! What society? Where is society? In this society an old man 
With his feet in the grave gets married to a fifteen year old girl; where is 
the society? Young girls are raped on the bank of the Ganga; where is 
the society? Newborn infants are found in dirty drains; where is the 
society? Do you have the slightest idea what goes on in the world and 
this society allows it to happen? And, isn't it the greatest sin to let a poor 
helpless girl become a victim of sin?" 


"Maharaj. I love Rajkunwar and I know she loves me-" 
"Then why don't you follow the path of truth and bring the custodians of 


CC-0.Panini Kanya Maha Vidyalaya Collection. 


[852 Digitized by Arya Samaj Foundation Chennai and eGangotri Sant Darshaj] 


religion on the right path too?" 

“All this is true.” 

“Then, why are you scared?" 

*Of what people will say." 

“What is the value of that in the face of truth?” 

The young man became pensive. Yatiji said, "So, are you ready?" 


“Yes, Bhagwan, I will accept Rajkunwar as my wedded wife and try my 
best to make her happy." 


Yatiji blessed the young man. Then he met his father who also agreed 
with Yatiji. 
That same day there was a unique scene in the same garden in Sultanpur. 


Yati Kishore Chandra became the father of Rajkunwar and he gave me 
daughter's hand in marriage to the young man. E 


Janakaanam raghunaam cha sambandho kasya na priyah ! 
Yatra daataa graheetaa scha swayam kusika nandanah !! 


MILIA 
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In the Guise of a Mulla 


You are great only if you can remain 
steadfast in the face of misadventure. 


atiji met Lala Kishan Chandra in the Sultanpur Jail. The J ailer and 

Lala ji suggested the same remedy that he should appeal to Nawab 
of Mahboobabad and change his perspective. It was not easy to meet 
him and arouse sympathy for the innocent accused in the Katarpur case. 
Had this matter been purely administrative it would have been a different 
matter; but when it is colored with religious undertones it becomes 
absolutely incurable. Converts are more dangerous than original believers, 
especially one who has Rajput blood coursing in his veins. But this 
Kshatriya had offered his valour at the altar of the arrogant custodians 
of religion. 


The Nawab of Mahboobabad was a Kshatriya; he had the blood of 
Rama, Krishna, Shiva and Pratap flowing in his veins; he had the soul of 
Gautam, Kapil and Kannada residing in him, but he was a Muslim, and 
since he was a convert it was but natural that he would be fanatical. The 
thought of releasing the accused in the Katarpur case never occurred to 
him indeed the very thought was sacrilegious for him. Yati Kishore 
Chandra thought day and night how to approach him. He went from 
Sultanpur straight to Lucknow. It wasn’t very difficult to meet Nawab 
Saheb but to create sympathy for the accused in him was not only difficult 
but impossible. 


Before he went to the city of Lucknow, Yatiji went to Kaiser Bagh and 
sat on a bench. Just then an old Muslim man came and sat next to him 
on the bench. He mistook Yatiji for a Muslim. He said, “Saiji, where 
have you come from?” by way of starting a conversation. Yatiji, at once 
found a solution to his problem. He was delighted. He said, *MianJi Iam 
coming from Ajmer Sharif.” 


“And where is your home?” 
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“The whole world is my home.” 
“There must be some place where you stay 
“Stay is of God; what can we fakirs give? I am from Peeran Kaliar.” 


p , 


*So, what brings you here?" 
“We fakirs keep wandering here and there. I have heard the Nawab of 
Mahboobabad lives...” 


The old man interjected mid-sentence, “Yes, yes, the Nawab is a God 
fearing person; he has great reverence for sai log, saints and sages. He 
comes to the Moti Masjid every Friday for namaz. He serves food to the 
fakirs too.” 


“Where is this Moti Masjid?” 


“Tt is right there in front of his bungalow, Sai Saheb. You must meet 
Nawab Saheb; don’t miss this great opportunity; he will help you in 
every possible way; money clothes or whatever you need.” 


The old man may have said more but then his kids came escorted by a 
servant and started asking for money. He wished Yatiji and left with 
them. 


Yatiji had found a solution to his problem. 


He was strong willed and had full confidence in himself. He decided to 
meet Nawab Saheb in the guise of a Muslim. It’s not difficult to look like 
a Muslim; after all they are not much different from others; they are 
only different because of their ideologies and have chosen to look different 
by growing a particular style of beard. 


Yatiji managed to look like a Muslim saint with no difficulty. He was 
strong and robust, he had a flowing beard and long hair. All he had to do 
Was wear a tasbih (rosary) round his neck and blue striped tamba (dhoti) 
round his waist. With that he looked a real Muslim fakir. After getting 
ready, he went to the Moti Masjid. He saw the gate was open SO he 
Stopped at the gate and prayed, “O Benevolent God! Please help the 
hundreds of innocent people in the prisons!” 


Then he entered the mosque with his shoes in his hands. Many Muslims 
saw the brilliant glow on his face and came to pay their respects to the 
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holy man. Sai ji remained silent; he chose a spot in the mosque and sat 
there and started counting the beads of his rosary. Now, many Muslims 
surrounded him and one of them asked, “Janab Sai Saheb, where have 
you come from?” 


Sai Saheb opened his eyes and said, “I have come from Ajmer Sharif, 
and I intend staying here for some time to remember God and take 
rest.” 


“Where are you putting up, Sai Saheb?” 

“Peran Kaliar.” 

One of the men said, “Yes, last year when I went there, I remember 
seeing you." 

The other suggested, “In that case, we should put him up with the Mulla; 
he has also from Roorkie.” 


Another said, “He must be given a separate room; he is an elevated 
soul.” 


They put him up in a separate room and when they were making 
arrangements for his meal, Sai Saheb said, “I have already eaten. I will 
ask you when I need anything.” And he started singing” 


Oh God! Have pity on me 


I am helpless; 
you are my only support. 


He sang with such devotion that all the people had tears in their eyes by 
the time he finished. Then he sat with closed eyes to pray. The people 
around him said that they must leave him alone so that he can pray 
undisturbed. One of them said, “He is a great saint; he was the talk of 
the town in the festival at Peran Kaliar last year. He resolved my problem 
as well for which I had lost all hope.” 


“Yes, great saints can do anything,” the other agreed. 


Sai Sahab had lifelong experience of meditating. Sai Saheb soon became 
the subject of discussion on everyone’s lips. They came to him and 
touched his feet; they said they were lucky to see such a holy man. 
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At the time of the evening prayer Sai Saheb remained in Samadhi and 
did not participate in the namaz. This became the next topic of discussion 
in which some wanted to know why he was not participating and the 
others saying that he had already reached the state of consciousness 
where he was in namaz all the time. The discussions continued but Sai 


Saheb did not open his eyes. 

They left some food and water in his room quietly and left him in peace. 
At eleven o'clock in the night, the mulla came with a couple of other 
devotees and saw that the food had not been touched and Sai Saheb 
was still in Samadhi. They were amazed at the Sai Saheb's ability to 
meditate for so long. Now they respected him even more. 


The next day was Friday when Nawab of Mahboobabad used to come 
to the mosque for the afternoon namaz. The mosque was overcrowded 
since many people had come to see this fakir who had meditated the 
whole night. By now everyone was talking of him. He remained in the 
same position. The crowd was swelling and the Nawab wanted to see 
the great saint. Sai Saheb opened his eyes for a brief moment and then 
started singing the same song. By the end of it tears were trickling down 
his cheeks freely. Finally, when he opened his eyes, a man said, “Hazoor, 
where are you coming from?" 


“I am coming from Hazoor Khwaja Saheb Ajmer Sharif.” 

“You have done us great honour by coming here.” 

“It's Allah’s will; we go where He sends us.” 

“How long will Hazoor stay here?” 

“I was planning to leave today; these people make too much noise.” 


“Don’t worry about that. Please come to my residence; no one will 
disturb you there.” 


“Thanks for your kind offer, but I will leave today.” 
“Just for a day or two please come to my house.” 


mi yas the opportunity Yatiji had been waiting for; he didn't want to 
lose it. He asked, “Where is your residence?” 


Another man answered, “Hazoor, he is the Nawab of Mahboobabad; 
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his bungalow is right next to the mosque; you will have no disturbance in 
your prayer.” 

The Nawab repeated his invitation and Sai Saheb accepted it saying it 
was all God’s will. It was a scene worth seeing with walking Sai sahib in 
front along with Nawab Saheb and a large crowd following them. Soon 
they had reached the Nawab’s bungalow as it was close by. First of all, 
the Nawab said, “Hazoor, you have not eaten anyting since yeaterday, 
so please tell the what I can offer you now?” 


Sai Saheb said, “I am a fakir; ever since I have taken to this path of 
devotion and meditation I have stopped eating anything with salt in it or 
cooked on fire.” 


“Please tell me what food items you accept and how often you take 
them?” 


“I eat after three days and three nights of fasting on the fourth day. And 
Pir Sahab used to send seasonal fruits and vegetables such as potatoes, 
raddish, bringal etc and seasonal fruits.” 


“Which Pir sahib?” 
“The son of Peeran Kaliar." 
“So, do you also live there? I had been there for two years when there 


were Hindu-Muslim riots. I remember how the Muslims got together in 
thousands and beat the hell out of the Hindus." 


“Was there any violence in Roorkie?" 


"Not in Roorkie, but there is a small town close to it, Katarpur; that is 
. where the riots took place." 


“Nawab Saheb said, “But, Sai Saheb, there thousands of Hindus killed 
Muslims, threw them into the fire and they killed many women and 
children and threw them in the Ganga.” 


Sai Saheb put his hands on his ears and said, “No, no. I was present 
there. The root cause of the mischief was the constable, Hasamutulla. I 
had met him and told him not to indulge in violent activities. He even 
promised to put an end to the fight but he broke his promise and continued 
to do his work. Actually, he wanted to take lots of money from the 
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wealthy people of Hardwar. He did not get that money so he made the 
Muslims fight with the Hindus." 


Hearing this account from Sai Saheb, the Nawab was visibly perturbed: 
He had already a deep respect for Sai Saheb. He said, “Sai Saheb, I will 
be grateful if you give me a detailed account of that incident.” 


Sai Saheb said, “I am a fakir; I wander here and there remembering 
God. I have been to Katarpur many times and stayed there for long 
durations. I was there for Eid and Ramazan. Few years ago there was 
no mosque in Katarpur and no one killed cows there. The majority of 
people were Hindus and only a handful of them were Muslims. I used to 
live with them. One month before the riots these people told me that the 
constable had asked them to offer a cow as sacrifice this year. I told 
them not to listen to the constable because he wanted money. I also 
explained to them that it would be foolish to pick up a fight with the 
Hindus since they far outnumbered the Muslims. 


But they told me that the constable had promised to gather more Muslims 
from other areas but the cow had to be killed. I thought of going to the 
constable himself and put some sense into his head. I informed him of 
the consequences of such a dastardly act and he promised to stop the 
fight himself. But the devil was determined to carry on with his plan. 
Then I met the Hindu leaders at Kankhal. They were holding a large 
rally. They passed a resolution that they will contribute five hundred 
rupees for the construction of the mosque and goats for sacrifice in 
order to maintain peace in the town. But the constable was adamant; he 
gave orders to the butcher to kill a cow and he himself instigated the 
Muslims to fight. 


He could have easily killed a cow in the privacy of his home if that was 
all he wanted. But he had made a big show of it in order to start a big 
fight. The Muslims decorated the cow and took her in front of the temple, 
shouting, “Is there any infidel who will save his mother?” 


That did it! The fight began. The constable had assured the Hindus that 
the cow will not be killed. As it is the Hindus are placid people; they 
wanted to avoid a confrontation. That is why they had offered to give 
money for constructing the mosque. But the Muslims had come prep 

to fight and, Nawab Saheb, there were many killed.” 
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“Does that mean that the Muslims committed the murders?” 


“Nawab Saheb, I am a fakir; I am a God fearing person. I think that one 
must show mercy to His creatures." 


"The Agent of Roorkie was also there. He is a good man. Didn't he 
make any arrangements?" 


*What arrangements could he make? The constable deceived him from 
the beginning. The entire fault was of the constable. He is the real culprit. 
I can only pray that may God save us all from making such mistakes. 
Our religion teaches us to be just rulers so that we may be able to 
present ourselves in His court without fear. In His court everyone is 
equal whether he is a Hindu, a Muslim or a Christian. We are all His 
children." 


Nawab Sahib became pensive. He said, “You say the Hindus were 
victimized?” 
“Then why were only the Hindus punished?” 


“Nawab Saheb, I am a fakir; I have no hesitation in speaking the truth. 
Gaud Sahib had asked for twenty thousand rupees from the Hindus; 
they were ready to give only ten thousand. So the deal was not struck. 
That is the reason why he issued warrants in the name of all rich Hindus 
and sent them to prisons. Only those who paid up were saved. Those 
who didn’t pay were imprisoned.” 


Nawab Saheb became pensive. He said, Sai Sahib, you say the Hindus 
were tortured.” 


“For me there is no difference between Hindus and Muslims. This 
difference doesn’t exist in the court of God, and I am His devotee. I 
have described what I saw with my own eyes. Lam not talking of hearsay. 
Later on, even the Muslims admitted that they made a mistake in going 
along with the constable.” 


"Saiji, there is a big difference in what you see and what you hear. | was 
told that all the murders were committed by the Hindus. From what you 
have told me now, I have understood that the fault was of the constable 
Since the Hindus were willing to contribute money for the mosque.” 


“It’s all God's will. Notyhing happens without His will. With God's grace, 
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Ihave had the honour of meeting you. Now, I must leave." 
“No, no, Sai Saheb. This is your house, please stay here for a few days,” 


“Nawab Sahib, I am used to living in the forest; these palaces are for 
you. Please give me leave; I have to go back to my hut and pray.” 


Nawab Saheb offered some fruit and money to Saiji, who accepted the 
fruit and refused to take money. As he was leaving, Nawab Saheb 
touched his feet and said, "I will also come some day to your shrine. 
Please pray for me." 


Saiji said in his Sufi style, “Nawab Saheb, you must also show mercy on 
the poor. May God bless you!” 


God’s mission was successful. All the prisoners of Katarpur case were 
released. 


XO 
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Author of Many Books 


In this transient world, what is permanent? 
One is God and the other a nation's literature. 


hose days Yatiji wrote many books under the abbreviated version of 

his name, KC. His books had the devotion as the underlying current 
and were written in the Sufi style. The series of these books was known 
as Vines of KC Garden. Around the second decade of the twentieth 
century fourteen of his books were published. 


When the All India revolution failed in 1914-15, Yati Kishore Chandra 
had to shift his work field. Fighting for the freedom of the country can 
succeed only as a group effort. The saints usually inspire the people 
with their divine message when there is an eerie calm before a storm 
and the sky is overcast with clouds of disappointment and hopelessness. 
And, their method of nation building is unique. They give the message of 
true devotion and the courage of conviction. This was the message of 
Guru Nanak which blossomed in the form of Guru Gobind Singh. And 
Shivaji was the fruit of the poetry of Guru Ram Das. 


Yati Kishore Chandra wrote the following books. This list was printed 
on the last page of his book *Rachnamnrit, published in 1923. 


Various vines of KC Garden : 

1. KC Prashnottri (Dialogue with God) 

2. KC Barhamaha (twelve months) 

3. KC Gyan Katara (Ladder to Moksha, salvation) 
4. KC Bagh Bahar (Art of Awakening) 

3. KC Dohawali (Upadesh Amrit) 

6. KC Zulm ki Ghata (The wrath of karma) 
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7. KC Kura (Secret of truth) 
Gyan-e-Ishg (Knowledge of love) 
9.  KCAne' Haque (Only You!) 
10. KC Shanti Sarovar (Lake of peace) 
11. KC Nar Narayana Patt Darshan 
12. KC Ganga Panch Rattan 
13. Prem Ras Bhara Pyala (Devotion to God) 
14. Bhajan Amrit (Love and devotion) 
Address — 


KC My Dear Chetan Dev Shanshah 
Satsang Ashram Jahan-Tahan 
Hardwar, Kankhal, Mathura, Agra, Lucknow, Kashi 


This list is not given here as an advertisement, but as information to 


procure these books. After all, if someone wants to buy a book, he 
should know how to go about it. 


Here is a taste of what is in these books. Relish the flavor. 
(From KC Ganga Panch Rattan) 
At the feet of the Almighty, remembering Vishnu Bhagwan 
I write about the greatness of Ganga, thinking of Mahesh. 
You have created the world taking Shiva’s help 
As a boon for the most fortunate among us. 


You are the sustainer and beloved of gods 
Your nectar washes away the sins of all. 
All others in comparison are sick and asleep 
He who comes to you attains to the stature of gods. 


He who walks by your side attains the fruit of yagna 
KC says darshan of Ganga is as good as divine darshan. 
I salute a million times to the pure and pious Ganga 
Jai Shree Ganga! Jai Shree Ganga!! 
(From KC Prem Bhara Pyala) 
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Bhajan (Devotional song) 


Omkara is the name of God; Omkara is the mantra 
Omkara is all-pervading; Omkara is Brahma 
Omkara is the brilliance in light 
Omkara is the heat in the fire 
Omkara is the big and small, in every grain of sand 
He who chants Omkara drinks the immortal nectar. 
KC salutes the all-pervading Omkara. 
(From KC Gyan-e-ishq) 


The dust of your feet has the power to awaken 
KC has experienced this wonder of wonders! 
(From KC Dohawali) 


Remembering the Guru, Narad Sharad the protectors 
KC begins to write this book with their blessings. 


KC does not write but gives a call 
To make you see Him in everything. 


Do true meditation and true chanting 
You will see Him wherever you look. 
(From Bhajan Amrit) 


Bhajan 


Remember Hari, God; it will cure all your ills 
Sing of Hari and all your sins will be washed away. 
Those who live the nectar of Hari live happily 
They are fearless and even conquer death. 
Drink the cup of Hari ras and get intoxicated 
It takes you to another world of bliss. 

Say Hari Hari with every breath 


KC assures you. eternal peace and salvation. 
(From Nar-Narayan Patt darshan) 


Bhajan — Raga Todi 


Have mercy on me, O Krishna Murari 
You have always protected your devotees in trouble. 
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Whether it is Yashoda or Draupadi 
You have come to their rescue. 
Kishore Chandra seeks your blessings. 

(KC Gyan Katara list of ten sins) 
To take something by unjust means— Such as stealing, 
gambling, cheating etc. 
Violence— To hurt someone physically or mentally. 
Adultery— To even look at another man's wife or have sinful 
thoughts about her is adultery. 
Abusive speech— To use bad language to threaten or insult 
someone. 
Backbiting— To speak ill of someone in their absence. 
Undesirable action— Such as telling lies and not serving one's 
country. 
Useless talking— Like making long-winding speeches. 
Embezzlement— To acquire someone else's wealth by unfair 
means. 
Malice— To think ill of someone. 


Falsehood— It means unwise illusory ignorant views. The first 
three sins are physical, four of speech and the other three of the 
mind. 
KC tells you to get rid of these ten sins 
Then you will benefit from baths and pilgrimages. 


List of ten virtues : 


1. 


Speak truth always. Truth is the harmony between thought, speech 
and action. Truth is religion; no religion is above truth. Truth 1s 
God. Truth is joy. Truth is the basic principle of all austerities, 
fasts and other rituals. 


Do unto others as you want them to do in to you. 


To help others even at the cost of your own loss or inconvenience. 
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10. 


To speak politely and cordially with everyone and deal with them 
affectionately. 


Do not give up your religion for fear, greed, anger or lust. Religion 
is permanent, joys and sorrows are transient. 


Treat everyone honestly, compassionately, and sympathetically 
and restrain the senses from going astray. 


Don’t think your actions are not being watched. He who is the 
creator, sustainer and destroyer of all keeps an account of every 
detail. Therefore, abstain from sinful acts and pray morning and 
evening. 


Human body is the temple of god. Keep it clean, pure and healthy. 
Do all actions as a duty and with dignity; treat everyone equally. 


Use your tongue to sing praises of the Almighty God, use your 
hands to serve Him, use your ears to listen to His words and use 
your body to meditate on Him. 


300€ 
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In the Storm of Gandhi 


O earth, be patient; the end of evil is in sight. 
Here comes the one who understands others? plight. 


he saint of Sabarmati did rigorous tapasya for the protection of his 

motherland. He first chose to do his austerities in the same area 
which in the Treta Yug had been the place where Ahi Ravana had created 
havoc, Africa. He shook the foundations of the white powers there and 
then came to India. He commenced his activities from the banks of 
Sabarmati; he wore a loin cloth and went into Samadhi. 


The Rowlatt Act given in favour of European Sea was destroying the 
Indians. In utter despair they looked up at the sky hopelessly, and from 
the sky came a voice loud and clear, *You simple Indains! You are 
responsible for your sad plight. Now, if you want redemption, go to the 
banks of Sabarmati where a great soul is contemplating. *Go to the 
banks of Sabarmati where a great soul is contemplating. Go to him." 


*99 e+e : 00o 


Gandhi's tapasya shook the throne of the goddess of freedom; she gave 
him two boons — satyagraha and charkha, peaceful resistence and the 
spinning wheel or the shield and the sword. This Sabarmati saint heard 
the divine voice coming from the horizon giving him instructions to repeat 
history. In the Treta Yug he had gone to destroy evil and was supported 
by his two brothers. Now too two men were ready to support him — 
Jawaharlal and the Bengali soldier Subhash. 


Prayag is a place of pilgrimage; it is the confluence of Mandakini and 
Kalindi; it is the ashram place of Maharishi Bhardwaj and the place of 
madittion of great sages. It is the memorial of Rama’s forest sojourns. 
35 crore Indians feel associated with it. The pure water of Triveni gives 
peace to the worst sinners for some time. Jawaharlal Nehru the son o 
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Motilal Nehru the king of Triveni is capable of supporting the great cause 
of freedom. Gandhi saw in him the same possibilities as Vishwamitra 
had seen in Rama, as Guru Ramdas had seen in Chhatrapati Shivaji, as 
Shakya Dev had seen in the young prince Gautam, as Guru Gobind 
Singh had seen in Banda Bairagi. 


The saint of Sabarmati got up and went to Prayag in search of Jawahar 
to build the lighthouse for freedom and teach the multitudes the lesson of 
freedom in a land torn apart by the atrocities of alien rulers. He went to 
the capital of Motilal Nehru to show the power of truth and non-violence. 


The two great personalities met and Gandhi asked for his son, Jawahar 
to include him in his great mission. Motilal, who never tired of hearing 
his son’s name, was for the first time, sad to have it mentioned in this 
context. He wailed in sorrow and said, “He is my only son; he is but a 
child and he doesn’t understand politics yet. How can he face such a 
great empire?” 


But, Gandhi knew that Jawahar was not a child; he was the future of 
India. He looked at Motilal, and there was instant magic. He gave 
Jawahar's hand in his and said, “Here, take my precious gem.” 


After finding Rama, he went in search of Lakshmana, who would be 
with him through thick and thin and would be ready to die for his sake. 
He found that Lakshmana in Subhash Bose, the bal brahmachari, who 
would forget himself in love for his brother. 


The two valiant soldiers went to conquer fear 
With the grace of God they went across. 


Taking the two princes, Gandhi went to the place of yajna. It was 4 
unique yajna that had the brilliant personalities like Mahatma Gandhi, 
Madan Mohan Malviya, Lokmanya Tilak, Motilal Nehru, Jwaharlal Nehru, 
Deshbandhu Chattaranjan Das, Ganesh Shankar Vidharthi, VJ Patel, 
Halim Ajmal Khan and Swami Shraddhanandji Maharaj. He was the 
brave son of Punjab who had single-handed hoisted the national flag ata 


EE when it was a crime to utter Vande Matram or mention the word 
dom. 


Gandhi's yajna was successful. A goddess with thousand arms arose 
from the yajna and the Indians saluted her. 
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Vi swe saréetwam paripaasi vi swam ! 
Vi swaatmikaa dhaarayaséeti vi swam ! 
Vi swesavandyaa bhavatée bhavanti ! 

Vi swaa srayaa ye twayi bhakti namraaah !! 


O Goddess of Freedom! You take care of the entire world. The world 
depends on you; no harm comes to the person whom you protect. He 
who prays to you honestly gets your blessings. 


Aadhaarabhootaa jagatastwameko, devee swaroopena yatah 
sthitosi ! 
Apüam swaroopa sthitayaa twamaitad, apyaayatekrit- 
snamalanhya veerye !! 


O Goddess of Freedom, you are the foundation of this world. You have 
shown yourself on the pious banks of Sabarmati that has rejuvenated us. 
O Goddess, give us strength that we may attain you! 


O Goddess of Freedom! You are always pleased by the devotion of your 
devotees and you liberate them from the shackles of slavery. We have 
heard this and have also seen it happen. Please have mercy on all those 
who are in pain, and are poor and jobless. 


Twam vaai snavee $aktiranantaveeryaa, 
Vi swasya béejam paramaasi maayaa ! 
Sammohitam devi samastametat, 
Twam vai prasannaa bhuvi mukti hetuh !! 


O Goddess of Freedom! You are the daughter of God; remembering you 
is as good as remembering God. To sing for you and chant your name is 
true worship of God. The whole world loves you for your qualities; you 
are the only means of attaining joy and peace. 


O merciful mother! Come soon 
Or we will persish as many before us 
Who lived and died under slavery. 


O Goddess of Freedom! Everything in this world- wealth, prestige, 
brothers and friends, name and fame and religion is because of you. The 
life of slaves is worse than death. You alone can make a nation progress. 
Blessed are those who have you and make progress. 
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Dharmyaani d&v&e sakalaani sadeva 
karmanayatyahatah pratidinam sukriti karosi ! 
Swarga prayaati cha tato bhavatee prasaadaat, 
Lokatraye5piphalado nanu devee tena !! 


O Goddess of Freedom! religion, morality, rituals and everything good 
for mankind is because of you. Because of you man can live in this 


world as though in heayen. 
Devee smritaa harasi bheetima $esajantoh 
swasthaih smritaa mateemateeva $ubhaam dadaasi ! 
Daaridryadukhabhaya haarinee kaa twadanyáa 
sarvopakaara karanaaya sadaardrachittaa !! 


O Goddess of freedom! Whichever community remembers you and lives 
by your precepts is blessed and you allay all its pain and suffering. You 
are the only remedy for poverty, nation’s bankruptcy, slavery, helplessness 
and despair. 


The Goddess of Freedom spoke, “Victory to you, Freedom Lovers! Your 
prayer has been accepted. Freedom is at your doorstep. But look into 
your hearts and tell me whether you will be able to take care of it. India 
is the birthplace of the goddess of freedom. It has come knocking at 
your door many times but you couldn’t keep it for long. 


The Goddess of Freedom wants to test your physical strength, your 
courage, your spirit of sacrifice. She gives you ten years to prepare 
yourself and then freedom will first appear in the brave land of Punjab 
on the bank of Ravi rwer and the credit of it will go to Gandhi. 


Brave Jawahar play the tune of freedom on the banks of Ravi 
So that the whole of India dances in the inebriation of freedom. 
Son of Moti lal, you are the maker of new India 
Husband of Kamala you are in the hearts of all Indians. 


So saying the Goddess of Freedom went away. Far away beyond the 
seas the British Emperor saw the sun of freedom rising in the Indian 
sky. Whose light is this? His Highness sent Duke of Connaught to blow 
out that light. 


The moment he set foot on the Indian soil the earth trembled. The Indians 
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were sad. Just then a storm arose in Sabarmati and the Viceroy was 
sent back in no time. 


This was the beginning of the Civil Disobedience Movement. After that 
the storm has arisen three times in the last twenty years. Where and 
when the fourth storm will come only time will tell? The embers are 
burning and alive; who knows when they will be ablaze. 


The storm of 1921 was the severest. Some say it was the Sudarshan 
Chakra of Gandhi that went round and returned to cling to Gandhi's 
loincloth. It was Gandhi who started it, and it was he who stopped it. he 
can do that again. May he live long! If he starts it this time, it will be the 
final round and he will succeed in his mission. 


The storm of 1921 was really very acute. The very foundation of the 
British Raj in India shook. Yatiji considered it his foremost duty to take 
active part in all the freedom movements. He went round from village to 
village teaching the lesson of freedom to people. He promoted indigenous 
goods and the spinning wheel. He was the one who had first hoisted the 
tricolour in Panchpuri. He felt immense pleasure to see it in more and 
more places. 


3606000008 
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«C Chapter Seventy-Three > 


In the Burning Holi 


Swayam na khaadanti phalaani vrik saa ! 

Swayam hi chaaambhah na pibhanti nadyaah !! 
Dharaadharo varsati naatma heto ! 
Paropakaaraaya sataama vibhootayaah !! 

H2 hai; Holi hai. That is the song of the festival of Holi. It means it 

is Holi and for three days there is full liberty to steal and rob. The 
poor man kept shouting but who listens to a a tiny voice in the bedlam 
of trimpets blowing and drums beating. He kept pleading but the Nadirs 
of three days took his cart away... 


It is Holi and for three days there is full liberty to steal and rob. That is 
how naughty children interpret the occasion of Holi. They were taking 
the cart of the poor man away when he came running to Yatiji and said, 
“Maharaj, this cart is all that I have; it is my livelihood and these kids are 
taking it to burn it in the Holi bonfire." 


Yatiji went with him to the scene of crime. The moment the kids saw 
him, they started shouting even louder, “Holi hai! Holi hai! !" 

Yatiji asked, "Hey! Where are you taking the poor man's cart?" 

“Holi hai, holi hai; who says we are stealing?" was the response. 


"But this cart is the only occupation of this poor man. Do you want him 
to starve to death?" 


Yatiji tried his bestto put some sense into their heads, but during the Holi 
days they just go mad. 


In Punjab there is a custom that the year a son is born in the family, the 
father distributes coins on the day of Makar-Sakranti. And, children of 
wealthy families also go to each house begging for a few coins struggling 
through crowds. Actually, all these customs were started by the ancestor 
with a purpose in mind. For instance, the tradition of the rich boys g0128 
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to poor homes brings humility and proves equality. 


However, the contradictions are visible. The religion that stands for 
equality is the same that discriminates on the basis of caste. We talk of 
the purity of Ganga water, though it's a different matter that it is far 
from pure when it comes to Hoogly. 


Hindu religion is very comprehensive. For 360 days in a year it professes 
principles such as detachment and tells you to consider gold as nothing 
and help the poor and needy. But for three days it allows you to steal 
things from other people's fields to light the Holi fire. Though it is 
something to be grateful for in the sense that for a community that is 
complacent in being dependent on others for a few days at least you see 
a spark of activity which represents a slight ray of hope. But the sad 
part of it is that a Hindu will steal from his own brother; he will be harsh 
and cruel only to his own people; he will torture his own brother. During 
Holi he will trouble his own people. In the face of strong non-Hindus he 
suddenly turns kind and compassionate, generous and non-violent. 


Yatiji tried talking sense to the boys but they just would not listen to him. 
Then Yatiji jumped on to the cart and said, “Okay, take it.” 


“Holi hai! Holi hai!! Today, he will also be burnt with it!” the boys shouted 
in glee. This was becoming more exciting than they had imagined. Yatiji 
remained calm and composed as usual as though he was praying, 
“Bhagwan! Have you bestowed violence on Hindus only to torture the 
poor? I don’t ask you to take away the wantonness from these kids but 
I do hope that the Hindus should expend all their strength in troubling 
their own brethren but to protect them.” 


Soon the Holi fire was lit. The boys said, “Please get down from the 
cart; we will put it in the fire.” 


“I will not let the poor man's only means of livelihood be burnt at any 
cost,” Yatiji said. 
"We don't want to hear anything." 
"Even I am not ready to get down." 
"Okay then, push the cart!" one boy said. 
Holi hai Bhai Holi hai; who says we are stealing? 
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They shouted at the top of their voices and actually pushed the cart into 
the burning flames. But the great man sitting on it kept sitting unmoved 
like Dhruva. Lo and behold! The invisible power that came to the rescue 
of Prahlad, and breathe life in the dying son of Harish Chandra, made its 
presence felt again. The cart went over the flames and rolled over to the 
other side unharmed. Now those naughty boys came to their senses. 
They fell at his feet and begged forgiveness. 


The truth is that if this country takes to the path of freedom honestly and 
earnestly, it can achieve it very soon. 


CC-0.Panini Kanya Maha Vidyalaya Collection. 


[art - Five S ; ; | 378] 


'The Ideal Patriot 


Of all countries India is the best 
There is no other community like the Hindus. 


ati Kishore Chandra was an ideal patriot. In all efforts made for 

freedom he was always the first. It's a different matter that we are 
not very familiar with his name, but that is no reason to doubt his spirit of 
sacrifice and hard work. Just as all rich people are not necessarily good 
or all poor people are not always bad, similarly, not all well known people 
may be as great as some unknown persons. There were innumerable 
patriots who laid down their lives but only a few have been recorded in 
history. As for the standard of service is concerned, their sacrifices may 
be much more than the ones made by people we know. For instance, we 
know the rich and powerful because of their mills and limited companies 
or because their children study abroad, but what has that got to do with 
the country’s freedom? 


To hell with kingdoms; the beggar who loves his motherland is much better. 


We have reached nowhere even after fifty six years of freedom struggle. 

Although Congress acquired power in eight provinces it did not make 

the nation free. Then the Congress ministers resigned and the country 

didn’t sink into hell. The truth is that freedom can be achieved if the 
efforts are sincere and honest. 

“There is a story in Ramayana; its language is poetic, metaphoric but it 
is meaningful. After the victory of Lanka, Shree Rama was holding his 
court and honouring those who had stood by him. He handed a very 
precious necklace to Sita and said, “Dear, put this round the neck of the 
person you think did the most." She put it round Hanuman’s neck. Bajrangi 
removed it immediately and looked at tbe gems from all sides. Sita said, 
“Bajrangi, what are you doing?” And the ideal patriot said, Mother, Iam 
looking for Rama in them.” 


Yati Kishore Chandra was a patriot like Hanuman. Those were the days 
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when wearing khadi and singing songs of protest was considered 
patriotism. Yati Kishore Chandra was fond of khadi from his childhood; 
he always wore khadi though he had no such illusion that freedom can 
be won by wearing khadi. However, he believed that khadi meant 
spending less on yourself so that the poor can get a square meal a day. 
If we could win freedom by wearing khadi then India should have been 
free when our muslin was exported to other countries. Freedom can be 
achieved by physical strength and strength of character. But the khadi 
movement can help in feeding the poor. . 


He had great respect for the Congress but he also had a slight difference 
. of opinion with its policy and ideology. Congress was, no doubt the best 
and strongest Indian organization and he wished it well but he differed 
with them on one count: Congress wanted politics minus culture and he 
wanted politics plus culture. The truth is that Congress grew into 
something quite different from what it started as. It was begun by the 
people who were under British influence, wearing suits and ties. Although 
itblossomed with Lal, Bal and Pal but it was started by the Indian Sahibs 
who had grown up and studied like the British. 


A Muslim cannot be a true patriot as long as he reads the Quran in 
Arabic and sings the songs of Arabian knights. Though it is true that you 
cannot throw eight crore Muslims out of India, and it is absolutely 
imperative to find a satisfactory solution for the eight crore children of 
Mother India, it is also not right to bend double to please them. It is not 
right to appease them by accepting all their justified and unjustied demands. 


Patriotism means adopting the language, the history, the literature, 
traditions, culture and civilization of the country you call your own. The 
language of India is Hindi and the script is Devanag i: its history is the 
story of the brave Rajputs, Marathas and the Khalsas. Its literature is of 
Vyasa, Valmiki, Kalidasa, Bhavabhuti, Tulsi and Surdas. Its tradition is 
acknowledge the contribution of the cow, the Brahmin, the Himalaya 
and Bhagirathi and be grateful to them. Its culture is to live and let live, 
eat and let others eat in a constructive way. Its civilization is in recognizing 
the alien elements and rising aboveit. This is the definition of patriotism, 
and if someone thinks it is not, he is only pretending to be a patriot. 


OGL 
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Incarnation of Self-Respect 


Yasmina yathaa vartate yo manu syah 
Tasmin tathaa vartitayyam sa dharmah ! 
Maayaa chaaro maayayaa vaadhitavyah ! 
Saadhwah chaaro saadhunaa pratyupeyaa !! 


s a result of Yati Kishore Chandra's untiring efforts, Lala Kishan 

Chandra had been released from the jail and charges against him in 
the Katarpr case had been dropped. Many days had gone by. Lalaji had 
some work in the Saharanpur Court. He had started depending on Yatiji 
forall his business. He was taking him along to Saharanpur when he told 
his clerk, “Suryabhan, both of us will take the seven o'clock train from 
Hardwar; you can board the train from Jawalapur station; it will be 
more convenient for you, but we will buy your ticket." 


The next day, Yatiji and Lalaji reached the station half an hour early and 
Lalaji asked for three tickets to Saharanpur at the counter. However, 
Yatiji suggested that he should buy only two tickets because it is possible 
that Suryabhan may not be able to take the same train. If he arrives on 
time, then the ticket can be purchased at Jawalapur station. If there is 
not enough time to buy the ticket, then we will inform the guard. 


Lalaji saw the logic in his suggestion and bought only two tickets. Yatiji 
was proved right. Suryabhan could not make it to the station. Both the 
friends reached Saharanpur and got busy in their work. The next train 
was to arrive at three, so they went to the station to receive Suryabhan. 


The train arrived. People got down and left the platform showing theif 
tickets to ticket checker. Yatiji saw Suryabhan at Number 3 platform: 
He looked terribly miserable. Many spectators were standing around 
him and the TTI was also there, 


“What happened?” Yatiji went near him and asked. 
He kept quiet. “Why don’t you speak?” he asked again. 
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Suryabhan still wouldn’t open his mouth. A man standing there said, 
“Babaji, that man on the bench beat him up very badly.” 


*99 eee *99 


Suryabhan had missed the train he had to take, so he took the next train. 
He did not buy a ticket since Lalaji had told him he would buy his ticket. 
When he got down at Saharanpur, he looked around for Lalaji. The TTI 
noticed him and asked, "Ticket?" 


"My ticket is with my Lalaji." 
*Where is your Lalaji?" 
*May be he has gone out." 


He was bringing Suryabhan to Number 1 Platform when an Englishman 
was going from platform 1 to platform 3. The TTI asked the Englishman, 
“Ticket, please." 


The Englishman shouted, “You black coolies! How dare you ask a white 
man for a ticket. 


But the Muslim TTI had not lost his self-respect. He said firmly, “Sahib, 
you know I am on duty.” By then some passers-by stopped to watch the 
squabble between the two. That was absolutely unbearable for the 
Englishman. He shouted at them and they dispersed. But poor Suryabhan 
could not go anywhere because the TTI had detained him. The 
Englishman gave him a few blows. Suryabhan also raised his hand to 
slap him but a Hindu TTI stopped him and reprimanded him, “Can’t you 
see? Will you hit an Englishman?” The Englishman was further 
encouraged and he slapped Suryabhan five six times more and went to 
Platform Number 3. Suryabhan stood there looking a picture of misery. 


eee eee eee 


Yatiji addressed the Muslim TTI and said, “What do you think, TTI 
Sahib? Should we take this man’s arrogance lying down?” 


“No, but you have to be very careful in dealing with these white men. 
However, if you want to teach him a lesson, I am with you.” 


The truth is that Suryabhan had not been beaten so badly that it was 
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necessary to make an issue out of it. But Yatiji considered this incident 
as an insult to the Indians. Anybody else in his place would have just 
ignored it but Yatiji was determined to teach the white man a lesson, 


During the days of martial law the Indians were tortured badly. They 
took photographs of the atrocities and published them in their newspapers 
depicting them as animals. Yatiji was reminded of all this and his blood 
boiled. He knew it was not easy to expect the white administration to 
punish one of their own, but he was the disciple of Tilak who had gone 
up to the Privy Council with details of “British Rule in India.’ Suryabhan 
was not badly hurt but he told him to pretend that the injuries were deep, 
He took him to the police station and told the whole story to the constable 
on duty. 


He sent a plain-clothes police man after the white man and sent another 
man to fetch the white sergeant. Then he rang up his senior and went to 
the station in plain clothes. Yatiji and Lalaji gave support to Suryabhan 
and followed him. 


The white man was sitting on a bench at platform 3. The constable 
approached him and said, “Sahib, I think you have beaten this man.” 


He screamed at him, “You damn Indian! How dare you threaten an 
Englishman?” 


Suryabhan was smiling to himself. “You say I have beaten this man. 
See, he is smiling there.” 


Yatiji tries to stop him from smailing but he didn’t understand, so he gave 
a punch and that brought that morose look on Suryabhan’s face. He told 
him to keep that expression on his face. 


The sergeant beckoned the Englishman to come to platform 1. Just then 
Yatiji stopped a coolie and told him to take Suryabhan to platform 1. The 
coolie offered to carry him on his back and Yatiji made two coolies Carry 
Suryabhan to the other platform. 


The station master and the sergeant saw Suryabhan being carried. But 
to defend his white brother, the station master said, “Just a short while 
ago I saw this man moving about.” 


Yatiji said, “Sir, at that time the wound was raw and didn’t hurt so much.” 


CC-0.Panini Kanya Maha Vidyalaya Collection. 


[Part - Five Digitized by Arya Samaj Foundation Chennai and eGangotri 381] 
— nS 


However, he wanted to remove Suryabhan from there as soon as possible. 
He got him to the police station and laid him down on the floor. Suryabhan 
let his arms and feet loose and screwed up his eyes. He really looked 
like a corpse. 


The senior officer also arrived. He asked Yatiji, "Is that man yours?" 
«No, he belongs to his family." 


“Baba sahib,' said the officer, “He has been hurt; nothing can be done to 
undo that. Please forgive the man who has beaten him." 


“The man may die and we should forgive him? This man has beaten two 
men before and got away by saying sorry." 


By then the Muslim TTI arrived on the scene. The station master asked 
him, “You have come by this train?" 


“Yes, sir," he said proudly. 

“You have your identity card?" 

“Only my department can ask me that.” 

The police officer asked, “Did he beat this man in front of you?" 


“Yes, sir. He beat him for no real reason. The police officer once again 
asked Yati`ji to forgive him. Then he gave orders to fine the Englishman 
and left on his motorcycle. 


That day was almost over. The next day was Sunday. The case was to 
be heard in the court on Monday. Yatiji arranged two lawyers and also 
explained the whole position to the court inspector. In the court Yatiji and 
Lalaji appeared as witnesses. After listening to the witnesses, he spoke 
to the Englishman, “Sahib, you are guilty as per Railway Act 307. You 
can be sentenced for six months. It would be better if you settle it out of 
court." 


Yatiji came out of the court. A large crowd had gathered to see the 
outcome of the case. The man said, “Babaji, please forgive him,’ 


“Don’t talk of forgiveness. If I were to forgive, I would have done that 
long ago.” The crowd started shouting, “Babaji ki jai! Yati Kishore 
Chandra ki jai!!” 
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The Englishman pleaded again. “What if the man had died? What good 
is your sorry for him?” 
“We will pay him.” 
“Oh? You will pay him? How much will you pay him?” 
“Ten rupees.” 
“So, that is the price of a life for you?” 
“We will pay ten rupees and say sorry.” 
“Then you will have to say sorry in Hindustani.” 
“Hindustani sorry? What is that?” 
“All these are my brothers; they will tell you.” 
The crowd started saying, “Babaji, you tell them.” 


“Okay, I will tell you.” He pointed at the Englishman’s shoes and said, 
“Sahib, this man beat him with his clean shining shoes. Now, if Suryabhan 
hits him, he will beat him with his dirty shabby shoes, and then after 
hitting five timnes, he will forget his counting and start from one again.” 
He looked at the crowd and said, “This is Hindustani sorry, isn’t it?” 


“Yes. This is it. Babaji ki jai.” 
The Englishmen were not ready for that. They could not reach a 
settlement. 


It was two o’clock. The compound was full of spectators. Yatiji sat 
under the shade of a tree. The Englishmen approached him again. “Babaji, 
we will give twenty rupees.” Yatiji said, sarcastically, “Give fifty rupees 
and say sorry holding your ears like a cock.” 


“No, we will give twenty rupees and say sorry but do nothing else.” 


“Let the court decide. You don't know this Suryabhan is a rich zamindat: 
he will sue you for defamation. It’s up to you.” 


re said the man who had beaten, “Come with me; you and I will 


“Look here, sir. You should be fair. If you had beaten him in privacy; we 
would forgive you in privacy. Since you have beaten him in public yO 
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will have to apologise in public. You have one more hour to decide." 
“Okay, I will do as you say." 


“Okay, give twenty rupees to him.” He gave. “Now, hold your ears.” 
He did that. Yati ji told the crowd to move back. “Now sit... stand...” 
Gradually, he kept moving him into the sun. 


Yatiji addressed the Indians as the gora sahib did the acrobatics in full 
view. 


“This is the Englishman who has done all sorts of atrocities on poor 
Indians in the name of governance and administration. Today, he is facing 
the consequences of his doings. All this is not my victory but the victory 
of our self-respect. They threaten you because they think you are 
cowards. You must learn to respect yourself and fight for your rights. 
Then no one will dare to point a finger at you, regardless of colour of 
skin. Make yourself strong.” 


The crowds shouted, “Baharat mata ki jai! Yati Kishore Chandra ki 
jai!" 
At three o'clock the agreement was presented in the court. 


"This is the Englishman who has done all sorts of atrocities on poor 
Indians in the name of governance and administration. Today, he is facing 
the consequences of his doings. All this is not my victory but the victory 
of our self-respect. They threaten you because they think you are 
cowards. You must learn to respect yourself and fight for your rights. 
Then no one will dare to point a finger at you, regardless of colour of 
skin. Make yourself strong." 


The crowds shouted, 
“Baharat mata ki jai! Yati Kishore Chandra ki jail!” 
At three o’clock an apology was rendered in the court. 


HOCK 
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«C Chapter Seventy-Six > 


Gifting the Library to 
Mahatma Hansraj 


Sarvesaameva daanaam brahma dàanam visi syaté ! 


PNK Sharma Public sant Library was the topmost institution of 

Hardwar. The pilgrims to Hardwar in general and those who were 
interested in research and study in particular, depended on the library. 
Yatiji had procured rare books with great effort. The reading room had 
all the newspapers and magazines of the country. The library had also 
served as the shrine for freedom lovers. 


Yatiji had never locked his library; he lived in a world where there is no 
need of locks and keys. But, the real world is quite different. Gone are 
the days when Hardwar was a place people visited to wash away their 
sins. Now, things have changed. Now, people come to read and often 
take the book with them or tear pages from a book. When the cat is 
away the mice will play. 


Yatiji’s activities had become many and varied. Twenty five years had 
passed since its inception. This was year of its silver jubilee. But, Yatiji 
wanted to concentrate on Yog. He had taken a leading role in the freedom 
struggle but now he felt detached to his library and dispensary. 


Time brings everything with itself. In simple words, Yatiji was entering 
the third phase of life, Vaanprastha Ashram. He wanted to go beyond 
Hardwar to sit in a quiet cottage and attain to the state of divine 


enlightenment in Uttrakhand. He was looking for a deserving person to 
whom he could transfer the responsibility of the library. 


The saints live in this world like a lotus in a pond; the world does not 
touch them; they have no attachment to it. They make their tree grow 
with love and care and then leave it without a thought, Gandhiji had 
made the Sabarmati Ashram with such love and care, and then destroyed 
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itwith his own hands. Swami Shraddhanand had started his gurukul with 
such devotion, and then gave it up and settled in Delhi. 


Yatiji wanted to be free of the responsibility of the library, which he had 
carried out with dedication for 25 years. In those days, the late Mahatma 
Hansraj was in Hardwar. He was the very life of Arya Samaj and DAV 
College. Among those who contributed to the spread of education in 
Punjab, his name is at the top. His views inspired the setting up of the 
Mohan Ashram fro Vedic studies. Yatiji's well wishers suggested that he 
should give the library to Mohan Ashram. Yatiji had great respect for 
him and knew that the library would be in good hands. 


Mahatma Hansraj gratefully accepted the library. Yatiji was keen to 
give it to a person who would promise to retain a branch of the reading 
room in Hardwar. Mahatmaji made that promise and Yatiji transferred 
the library to Mohan Ashram fulfilling all formalities. 


999 eee o¢o0 


A huge audience had gathered in Mohan Ashram. Mahatmaji was 
addressing the audience, “I consider myself extremely fortunate to get 
the opportunity to thank the man who is the very soul of Panchpuri. This 
great man is no stranger to the people of Hardwar; he is Yati Kishore 
Chandra. He has gifted a huge library with over 3000 books to Mohan 
Ashram. The scriptures say that the highest charity is giving knowledge. 
Indeed, not only Mohan Ashram but the entire Arya Samaj is indebted to 
him and I assure him in your presence that we will serve the public in the 
same manner as he has done in the last twenty five years. I request 
Yatiji to come to the stage. 


There was a deafening applause from the audience as Yatiji walked up 
to the stage. They shouted: 


Bole so Abhay! 
Vedic dharma ki jai!! 


SI 
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Traveller on the Blissful Path 


Those who simply dwell in politics go into wilderness. Into the 
greater wilderness go those who are engaged only in 
metaphysics. You can gain some things through politics and some 
through metaphysics. The wise adopt both. The nation retains 
her existence through politics but she enjoys it through 
metaphysics. 
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Yativar Kishore Chandra 


Vidyaanvaavidyaancha yastedvedobhyamsaha ! 
Avidyayaa mrityum téertwaa, vidyaaa5mritama snuté !! 


Andhatamah pravissanti ye Svidyaamupaasate 1 
Tato bhooya ina te tamo ye vidyaayaa rataa !! 


—M——————— ————— 
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«C Chapter Seventy-Seven > 


9.999 


Yatiji’s Nag Kutiya 


Yoginaah karma kurvanti sangamatyaktwüa dhanjayah ! 


atiji felt greatly relieved after relinquishing his dearest possession 

for its bright future. He left Hardwar and moved upwards. About 
three miles from Har-ki-pauri there was a vast jungle called Bhaupat 
Jungle across Bagron River. To this jungle has been absorbed the ever 
expanding Hardwar. Now, one would find it difficult to believe that a 
dense forest existed here just ten twelve years ago. Yatiji made a small 
hut and started living in this jungle. His idea was to live in the world and 
remain untouched by it and indulge in knowledge of self. He had great 
interest in Yog and he wanted to practice it in solitude. 


It was his political retirement. From childhood the love for freedom had 

made him spend all his energy for that cause. Now, he wanted to isolate 

himself from the hectic activity of politics and devote all his energy to 

Saal He got absorbed in the spiritual domain like Sri Aurobindo 
hose. 


It was a dense forest: lions were seen not only at night but even during 
the day. Elephants moved in large crowds. But Yati Kishore Chandra 
saw the light of love and truth in them and considered them harmless. 
He decided to live among them. - 


He made his hut with thatched straw on the bank of Bagron. Since it 
was a jungle on the river bank it was infested with snakes. They moved 
about as freely as ants and insects. Some times when Yatiji would sit 
Outside his hut to meditate, they would crawl all over his body. Perhaps, 
that is why the hut was called Nag Kuti. One day, he was sitting on a 
slightly raised platform and was practicing a yogic posture when a huge 
black snake crawled beneath the book stand and sat facing Yatiji. Yatiji 
Was absorbed in the khechri mudra in siddhasana when he saw the 
snake, He saw it and then went back to his original position. After some 
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time, the snake moved over Yatiji's feet and went away. He never once 
thought of killing the snake. 


It was the day of Nag Panchami. On this day religious people offer milk 
to snakes. It has become a habit of Hindus to give milk to snakes on this 
day. This reflects the height of compassion of Hindus, who feed milk to 
the most venomous creature. 


If you want to see how compassionate Hindus are, all you have to do is 
go to any snake hole. What is astonishing is that the same Hindus who 
feed the snakes have absolutely no pity, sympathy or compassion for 
their widows, their poor and downtrodden brothers and children from 
the lower castes. 


On the day of Nag Panchami, people were bringing bowls of milk towards 
Yatiji's hut. Yatiji had gone to the Ganga to have a bath. These twenty 
thirty people didn’t have the guts to go inside the hut; they were calling 
out to him from outside, but he was not there. 


When he returned he saw them and asked, “What brings you here so 
early in the morning?" 


“Maharaj, we have brought milk for the snakes.” 


“Today you will feed them and tomorrow they will trouble me. Then 
who will give them milk? So, please don’t give them the taste of milk; let 
them live as they do.” 


But superstitious people don’t listen to reason. Yatiji asked them to pour 
the milk into one large plate and said, “Now all my snakes will come to 
drink it. You can come in and watch them.” 


What a scene it was! There were ten to twelve snakes that came together 
in a group to drink the milk. The devotees felt blessed. Their offerings 
were being accepted right in front of their eyes by their deity. What can 
be more fortunate! They sang praises of Yatiji and went fully satisfied. 


They dare not enter the hut, but on their insistence Yatiji placed the plate 
full of milk outside the hut. Soon they saw long snakes come in groups 
and drink milk; the devotees felt blessed that their offering had been 
accepted by their deity. They sang his praises and went home. 


One of the devotees was Mahant Kahan Das, a well known priest of 
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Hardwar. He saw this wonderful scene and asked, *Maharaj! How 
have you tamed these snakes? Do you have a mantra by which you 
control them?" ; 


Yatiji said, “In Mahabharata, when J anamejaya had performed the snake 
yagna, and Astik Rishi, the nephew of Taksha, had saved the snakes 
from getting annihilated, then the snakes had given a boon to Astik Rishi. 
He had given him a mantra.” 


«I do know of that mantra that was given to Aastik Rishi and I do some 
times chant it also but only occasionally. However,that is not why the 
snakes don’t harm me. They treat me as one of them. I don’t trouble 
them and they don’t harm me. I have strong faith in all God’s creatures; 
they are different only in form but all carry the same divine spark in 
them. They are made of the same stuff as we are made of. They have 
the same soul. The difference is only in the formation of the body. If you 
don’t harm them, they will not harm you either. I also believe that death 
will come when it has to and at its fixed time. Then what is there to 
fear? So I live fearlessly. 


KC walks without fear 
Love has replaced fear in his heart. 


The Upanishads say: 


Agniryathaiko bhuvanam pravi sto ! 
Roopam roopam prati roopam babhoova !! 
Aikastathaa. sarva bhootaantaraatmaa ! 
Roopam roopam prati roopovhi scha !! 
Aiko vas&e sarva bhootaanta raatmaa ! 
Aikam roopam bahudhaa ya karoti !! 
Tamaatmastham yesnvpa syanti dheerah ! 
Tesaam sukham Saa swatee nestaregaam !! 
Iha chéda véedéedatha satyamasti ! 

No chéd vedeenamahatee vina stee !! 
Bhooté su bhootésu vichintya dhéeraah ! 
Pretyaasmaallokaaadamritaa bhavanti !! 


All this is God’s play. He is omni-present, He resides in every grain of 
Sand, Fear and love cannot co-exist. Where there is love there is no fear 
and vice versa. Love is God: love is the world. If we realize that we all 
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come from the same source then we are all brothers. This light in us is 
the same so how can it destroy itself?" 


There is no reason to fear each other. We should never forget that the 
snake also has the same soul; it is also scared of pain and death. It will 
attack only if it feels danger. Otherwise it minds its own business. 


Nathji was very happy to hear this. He saluted Yatiji and went back. 


3202626 
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«C Chapter Seventy-Eight > 


A Yogi's Strange Play 


In this wonderful world there are many things beyond the reach 
of our wisdom; but that does not mean that what we don't 


understand is not true. 


t is believed that Ganga was the river of heaven. It used to flow in 
eaven where the gods and goddesses bathed in it and drank its holy 
water. That is why many people still worship it as a goddess river. She 
was freely moving in the heaven when suddenly she looked down one 
day and felt attracted to the mortal world. She insisted on going down to 
the earth. That created quite a commotion in the heaven, and Vaikuntha 
Nath had to summon her one day. He said, “Daughter dear, give up your 
idea to go to the mortal land. People are very selfish and they will not be 
able to appreciate your glory. It will hurt you and give me immense pain. 
So, shun the thought of going down.” 


But Ganga was as obstinate as children often are. She wanted to follow 
the mirage, and she ran to her Himalayan father and was captured at 
once by the white men. They made her dance to their tunes just like a 
magician makes his monkeys dance. 


The dam that controls the free flow of Ganga is right in front of Yatiji's 
little hut. Around it there are large shady trees. This place is known as 
Chamari Thokar, because when the dam was being built many workers 
used to come and work there. One of them was a chamari, a sweeper 
who hit against a stone and fell down and lost her life. Thus it was 
named Chamari Thokar. 


Itisavery beautiful place with the river flowing on one side, a beautiful 
mountain stands tall on the other side and the town of Hardwar on another 


ya It's a favourite spot of saints and sages where they often come to 
Stay. 


One day, Yatiji saw a sage sitting in Gomukh posture under a tree. Yatiji 
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wished him and sat next to him. He asked, “You seem to be practicing 
Khechari Mudra?" 


“Yes, I do practice it," Yatiji said, and wanting to carry on the conversation 
that had begun, he asked, «Maharaj, where are you coming from?" 


“I have come from Darbhanga and am going to Kashmir.” 


Yatiji looked at the yogi more carefully. Though he was an old man he 
had the radiance of a young man in his eyes and he was as enthusiastic 
as a young man. Yatiji invited him to his hut for some food. He asked, 
“How far is your hut from here?” 


“About two fifty yards.” 

Yogiji said, “I have stopped eating grains; I only have milk.” 
“You can have as much milk as you like,” Yatiji said. 

“One more thing,” said the yogi. 

*What's that?” 

“I take my own urine as medicine. Hope you don’t mind?” 


“There is nothing to mind or hate, if you take something as medicine to 
keep your body fit.” 


I will soon discard this old body and take a nice new one, any day,” said 
the yogi. 


“You can do anything,” said Yatiji, “Please come to my hut.” 


“I would go with you, but I am waiting for my servant who is coming 
from Dehradun.” 


“That is no problem. You come to the hut and he will also come there.” 


The sage got up and they went together to Yatiji’s hut. A little later his 
servant also came and joined them. He gave yogi ji four bottles 07 
medicine of which yogiji drank half the contents from one bottle. Yati 
put him up in his hut and the servant in another hut. They discussed 


many matters. He was a mysterious yogi; his name was Harihar Na 
ogi. 


Yatiji and Yogiji grew fond of each other. Yatiji could see a brilliant sou! 
glowing in the old body of Yogiji. And he seemed to have found the man 
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he had been waiting for. A week went by. One day Yogiji said, “Yatiji, 
my dear friend is coming from Kashmir by the moming train tomorrow. 
I had told him to get down at Bhima Gorha station.” 


Yatiji assured him that he should bring him home. He received Chokha 
Ram the lawyer and brought him to his hut. For some time he left them 
alone to talk. Almost a week passed. After a few days, Yogiji said, “Yatiji, 
do you remember, I had said that I want to change my body. I have done 
this twice earlier. Now this body has grown old; its lungs are giving 
trouble. It is time to change it. I need your help.” 


“Maharaj, I will do anything that is within my power, but what can L doin 
this matter?” 


“All I want from you is that if you get to know of the death of a young 
Muslim boy who is brought here for burial, please inform me immediately 
in Srinagar care of Baba Chokha Ram Vakeel. The rest is a mystery of 
which I will talk later.” 


Yatiji was excited to know more but he kept quiet. All he said was, “I 
will do as you say.” 


Yogiji left for Kashmir with his little group. Yatiji lived out of the town 
and there were not many Muslims in Hardwar. And not all of them 
would come to Bhaupat Jungle to bury their dead. Yatiji did not pay 
much attention to this matter and got back to his yoga practice. 


Almost after a month a postman came to give Yatiji a telegram sent 
from Kashmir. It had two words on it: Come soon. Yatiji remembered 
his promise and got ready to go board the Rawalpindi train. In those 
days the Rawalpindi route to Kashmir was more popular though some 
people went via Jammu also. From Rawalpindi he started for Srinagar in 
acar. But, as they say, man proposes; God disposes, it poured heavily in 
the Kohmari and the road was blocked due to landslides. Yatiji thought 
of sending a telegram to Srinagar but the lines were down and there was 


no way he could do that. He had to spend more than two days on the 
way. 


The third day he reached Srinagar. He asked people to give him directions 
and reached Vakeel Chokharam's house, but there the unexpected had 
happened. Vakeel Saheb had been taken ill suddenly and no one could 
figure out what had happened to him. Just two days ago he was hale and 
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hearty and then he was found lying unconscious outside his house in the 
middle of the night. Yatiji was taken aback; he tried to speak to him but 
in vain. Finally he asked Vakeel Saheb's servant if he knew where Yogi 
Harihar Nath lives. He said, “Yes, Maharaj, I know he lives in a shrine 
about a mile from here." 


*Can you take me there?" Yatiji asked. 


“Yes.” 


Yatiji reached the shrine with the servant. Many sadhus were sitting 
there. Yatiji asked them about Yogi Harihar Nath. They said, “He was 
talking of going to Jammu day before yesterday; maybe he has gone 
there.” 


Yatiji had taken all the trouble to reach Srinagar and nothing came of it. 
But what could he do? He sent the servant back and decided to stay in 
the shrine. He felt there was a connection between Yogiji’s sudden 
disappearance and Vakeel Saheb’s illness. The sadhus in the shrine were 
also talking about it. Yogiji had already told his intentions of changing his 
body to Yatiji. He also knew why he had been sent for. However, his 
desire to see all this with his own eyes could not be fulfilled. He was 
quite sure that Yogiji has changed his body and it is somehow connected 
with Vakeel Saheb’s condition. He did not mention all this to anyone and 
started doing research on it quietly. He discovered that a famous silk 
merchant Allah Bakhsh of Srinagar had lost his sixteen-year old son 
three days ago. This news further confirmed Yatiji’s suspicions. 


Yatiji was waiting for Vakeel Saheb to recover and find out the mystery 
from him. The next day something strange happened that gave à new 
twist to the whole story. Allah Bakhsh got a telegram from his wife's 
brother in Amritsar, saying: “Rahamatulla has reached here safely." 


Rahimatulla had died two days ago and his parents and friends had 
buried him with their own hands. And the dead boy's uncle sent this 


telegram that he is with them and he is fine. This was absolutely 
astounding. 


After he had sent the telegram, Rahim Bakhsh, the boy's mama, uncle, 
got the letter informing him of the death of Rabimatulla. He did not wha! 
to make of it. He thought may be Rahimatulla had run away from home 
and his father had written the letter in anger, but it did not sound plausible. 
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He waited for a response to his telegram and dismissed the letter thinking 
some enemy was playing a prank. 


He tried to recall the details. He was convinced that the boy had left 
home in a huff because when he was sitting in his shop the boy went by 
without looking at him. He had called him also but the boy didn't even 
tum to look at him. He looked sad and did not meet his aunt as he used 
to do earlier. He was thinking all this when he put the letter in his pocket 
and went home for lunch. He asked his wife, “Where is Rahimatulla?" 
She said, “He was here only; he has gone to be excused; I gave him 
water" Rahim Bakhsh got suspicious; he went in and checked; there 
was no one there.” He scolded his wife, “Didn’t I tell you to keep an eye 
on him. He is angry and has run away from home.” She said, “I was 
watching him all the time. I can’t follow him to the toilet. He is a naughty 
boy and is giving everyone a tough time including his parents. The meal 
is ready and he has gone without eating.” 


Rahim Bakhsh said he would look for him in the vicinity and went out. 
He looked everywhere but there was no trace of the boy. When he 
came back he found a telegram waiting for him. It was from Srinagar 
and it read: Come soon. Rahim Bakhsh left for Kashmir by the next 
train. In Srinagar his brother-in-law’s shop was closer to the station; he 
went there and found it closed. He asked a neighbour, “Why is this shop 
closed?” He said, “Their son has become a truant. They are at home.” 


Rahim Bakhsh looked at the man suspiciously. He presumed that that 
letter may have also been written by this man. May be he has a bone to 
pick with my brother-in-law. When he reached his brother-in-law’s house, 
he saw that everyone was crying. He told them, “Don’t worry! We will 


find him; he had come home but my wife lost him.” 


The people thought he had lost his balance of mind due to the shock of 
his nephew’s death. Rahim Bakhsh showed the letter he had received 
and said, “Look at this! It seems to be the mischief of some enemy of 
yours.” 


“This is the letter I wrote to you,” said Allah Baksh. “And what are you 
saying? We can’t make head or tail of it.” 


"Tam telling the truth; he had come to our place. He's my nephew. You 
think I don’t recognize him?" 
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The mystery was getting deeper. Very soon it became the hottest topic 
of discussion in the town. Hindus and Muslims were intrigued by it. 
There were many who had personally seen the corpse of Rahimatulla 
being buried and here was a man who claimed that the boy had come to 
his house and his wife had looked after him till he disappeared again, 
Then they decided to consult the maulavi and ask his permission to dig 
the grave. Thousands of Hindus and Muslims gathered near the grave 
when it was dug. As the digging started first they found that the earth 
was soft as though freshly dug, then they found a small rake. The 
excitement in the crowd was growing. The police was present. When 
they finally removed the shroud from the body, they were shocked to 
see the body of an old man. Rahimatulla’s parents and his relatives 
screamed, “This is not the body of our son. Somebody has taken him 
away and placed an old man’s body here.” 


The police took custody of the corpse and announced it in the town. The 
news spread like wild fire. Crowds and crowds of people came flocking 
to see it. Many people recognized the corpse, while others recognized it 
but kept quiet. Some said it was the corpse of a fakir Harihar Nath Yogi. 
They said they had seen him three four days ago and some were looking 
for him also. The police took photographs of the corpse and then buried 
it. Now people believed that the boy’s uncle was telling the truth. The 
police gave the photo of the boy in all the newspapers and announced an 
award of thousand rupees to the person who would give information 
about him. The boy’s father and uncle also set out in search of him. 
Everyone in Srinagar was talking about this mysterious incident. 


The rumour of Vakeel Chokharam had also spread far and wide. People 
were convinced that he knew the secret of this entire drama. They 
asked him but he did not say anything. The state police forced him tO 
speak but he refused. Finally, when the senior officers assured him that 
he would come to no harm, he revealed the whole mystery. He said, 
“Harihar Yogi was my guru. His body had become very old. He felt the 
burden of it all the time. For a long time he had the desire to change his 
body through the method of yoga. He said his present body had also 
been changed. The main difficulty with this was to find a Hindu body 
which was not possible because the Hindus burn their dead bodies and 
the Muslims bury them intact. Therefore, he was on the look out for 8 
young Muslim body so that he could discard the old frame and take 0n ^ 
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young one. Then he saw the Muslims come to bury their beautiful young 
boy. He had sent for his friend to come and help him in this process, but 
somehow he couldn't reach on time. Then he asked me, ^Will you do 
something exactly as I tell you to do?" I had great respect for him and 
his spiritual powers, and I was scared that he might curse me if I refused 
to do his bidding. So I agreed. 


He said, I have called Yatiji from Hardwar for this purpose. He has 
started from there but due to landslides he is stuck in Kohmari. I cannot 
wait because the body will begin to rot and will be of no use to me. 
Come to me at eleven o'clock in the night and do exactly as I tell you." 
When I went there, Yogiji was putting things in three cups. I recognized 
that in the first cup he put some kheer-rice pudding, and in the second 
some water. I could not make out what was in the third cup. Then he 
took a rake and we went to the burial ground at 1 o'clock with these 
four things. 


Yogiji said to me, "Look, there is nothing to be scared of. I will shift from 
this body to that body on the strength of my yoga practice. This body will 
die and the other will come alive. When that live body stretches his hand 
towards you, first give him the cup of water, then give him the second 
and then the third cup. That is all you have to do,” he said this and drew 
a circle and told me, “Here, sit in it and you will have nothing to fear.” 
Then he lay down on the ground to measure his size and made two 
identical scissor-shaped diagrams that could accommodate two tall and 
large-sized men. Then he chanted some mantras and took out the corpse 
of the young boy. He lay the corpse on its side and then lay down in the 
other outline facing the corpse, his mouth close to the corpse's mouth. I 
was watching everything. After some time, the boy's body stirred a bit 
and Yogiji's body also shivered. Gradually, movement in the body of 
Yogiji decreased in proportion to the increase in the boy's body. Finally, 
the old corpse stopping moving completely and the boy's body stretched 
its hand towards me. I was terribly scared but somehow managed to 
give the cup of water to it. He drank a few sips and spilled the rest over 
there, After some time it stretched its hand again and I gave the second 
cup, which seemed to be some kind of a juice. He drank all of it. ThenI 
gave the cup of kheer. After some time, he got up Saying, *Harihar' and 
Wrapped the shroud round the old man's body and buried it in the place 
Where the boy's body had been buried. He buried the rake also and said 


CC-0.Panini Kanya Maha Vidyalaya Collection. 


to me, “Chokharam! Come, come with me." But I was petrified. I dig 
not dare to move out of the circle. I said, “Maharaj, I don’t have the 
strength to come out.” Then this new mahatma held my hand and said, 
“Why are you scared? J am your Harihar. My robe had become old and 
tattered. So, I have worn a new one.” He said this and erased all the 
lines he had drawn earlier. He took the cups and held my hand and left 
me outside my house. He said, “I have brought you home. Now go in 
and don’t tell this to anyone. You will be rewarded for all the help you 
have given me. Now, I will go and will meet you some day some time.” 
He said this and disappeared. I fell down unconscious. I have just come 
to after four days.” Vakeel Saheb said this and became silent. 


The police asked him, “Has his friend, Yatiji come here?” 

“Yes,” he said, “and he is sitting in front of you.” 

The police asked Yatiji, “Did you know Yogi Harihar Nath?” 

“Yes, I knew him; he was a great Siddha fakir.” 

“Can you tell where he is now?” 

“About this matter I know as much as you know.” 

"Did you meet Yogiji in Srinagar? 

Yatiji said no. 

The policeman asked, “Do you have the telegram sent to you from 
Srinagar?” 


Yatiji had it with him and showed it to the police officer who saw the 
message and asked, “Are you also a yogi?” 


"I am not a yogi but I am interested in matters concerning yog. I do 
know some things too.” 


“Can you tell us what you know about yog?” 


“Saheb, there are many books on yog, but very few people live according 
to those principles. Harihar Nath Yogi was a true yogi; he took on the 
body of a young boy with the power of yoga. Yog can help you conquer 
death. Vyasa has been a great yogi in the past, and Shankaracharya Was 
able to keep his body alive for six months when he went into the body an 
old king to study sex in order to meet the challenge of Mandan Mishra's 
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wife. When his work was done he returned to his old body. There is 
nothing impossible for a true yogi." 


«pid Harihar meet you in Hardwar before he came to Srinagar?" 
“Yes, he met me and stayed with me for a few days." 

“Do you know where he is now?" 

“I have already told you I don't know anything about his whereabouts." 
*Do you think you will meet him again?" 


“Pm not sure. Firstly, because there is no question of meeting him after 
he has changed the body. If I had been present at that time, it would be 
a different matter. But, in my opinion, the parents of Rahimatulla should 
not mourn for him. Indeed, they should be happy that there son is alive in 
the same form. 


HOOK 
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«C. Chapter Seventy Nine > 


Sant Darshan 


Süaadhoonaam dar$anam punyam teertham bhootaa hi 
saadhavaah ! 
Téertha phalati kaaléna sadyah saaadhu samaagamah !! 


E is any talisman in the world, it is the presence of saints that 
elps any ordinary person to tide over the dual throng of this world. 
Crude iron can become glittering gold by their touch. The kings and 
emperors and thieves and robbers are forgotten or remain only in the 
pages of history books. But saints and sages are remembered throughout 
the ages. Indeed, they start their day with their name and at the end of 
the day when they retire after the hectic activity they take solace in their 
name. 


The treasure of great souls is a virtue. It runs through them like blood in 
their veins. This quality makes the whole world fall at their feet, and 
even those who do not bend before kings and cruel rulers fall at the feet 
of saints. 


Impressed by the eyewitness account of Harihar Nath Yogi, Yatiji started 
doing yoga practice in right earnestness. He had already been practicing 
it, but he wanted to develop the same power in himself. After returning 
from Srinagar, he got down to it. First of all, he tried to reduce his intake 
of food. He started taking only one meal a day of khichri without salt in 
it. Gradually, he gave that up also and lived on vilav, wood apple. He 
would sit under a vilav tree and pick the fallen fruit and make a drink of 
it. Sometimes, the animals would eat the fruit before his arrival and he 
had to eat a few leaves and drink water. Thus, he spent all his time in 
remembering God. 


In the Indian history all the great sages have adopted this path. Patanjali 
has written in Yog Darshan, Tadaadra stu swaroopeswasthanam ! It 
means that a saint is one who is grounded in himself. The consciousness 
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ihat involves you in worldly things causes pain, but the consciousness 
that focuses on moksha is painless. That is why saints choose the painless 
consciousness. And, this is achieved through purity of mind. 


Yatiji’s mind was as pure as Ganga water. He could not bear the pain of 
anyone. One day, a fly was injured by him accidentally. When he saw it 
suffering, he could not bear it. he picked it up and gave it the warmth of 
his hand and breathed into it. When it revived he felt relieved. Living in 
that fearful jungle, he had become one of the inhabitants. Birds and 
animals became his friends and when he sat under a tree and sang, 
monkeys and apes would come to listen to him. 


One day a stupid young man came excitedly and slapped Yatiji. Yatiji 
looked at him with compassion but said nothing. He had hardly gone a 
few steps when he hit against a tree and fell down unconscious. He tore 
apart of his dhoti and tied a bandage on his wound. He had no resentment 
for him. Saints are made of a different mettle. When Jagannath, the 
cook of Maharishi Dayanand gave him poison, he gave him some money 
and told him to run away otherwise he would be caught. Saints do good 
to even those who harm them. 


Three labourers were watching the whole scene. They said, “Maharaj, 
lethim die. You have forgiven him but God has done justice; let it happen. 
We would have thrashed him then only but our man was going into the 
well at that time.” 


Yatiji said, “Brothers, this is not the right way to think. He hit me not 
because he has anything against me, but it was out of his control. His 
slap has not taken away anything from me, and it is my duty to take care 
of any being that is in trouble. You have come to help me, I am grateful, 


but if you really want to help me, please bring some water for this man. 


We must revive him.” When he opened his eyes; Yatiji gave him Shilajit 
with milk. 

He prayed to God, "Please help this troubled soul. Lam partly responsible 
for his suffering. Had I not come out of my hut, he would not have hit 
me. I ask for my sake to please have pity on him. 

Saints are really wonderful people. Sant Tukaram was a well known 
Saint in Maharashtra. He was a devotee of Vithova and used to pray in 
the temple everyday. Devotees used to come from far and near to listen 
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to his kirtan. Once a man named Mambaji planted a thorny hedge around 
his garden. Tukaramji thought it would hurt the devotees. So he pulled it 
out. Mambaji was furious and he made his men beat Tukaramji with a 
thorny stick. He took the beating quietly. In the evening he noticed that 
Mambaji had not come to the temple for the kirtan, he sent for him, but 
he still did not come. Then Tukaramji went to his house and fell at his 
feet. He said, “Please forgive me. It’s my fault. If I had not destroyed 
the hedge you would not have beaten me. I am sorry, forgive me.” 
Mambaji was so touched by Tukaram's patience and humility that he 
became his disciple. 


Tukaram was thrown out of the village by Rameshwar Bhatt who was 
jealous of him, and all his belongings were thrown to the river. But Tukaram 
felt no hatred for him. After some days, Rameshwar went to have a 
bath and felt a burning sensation all over his body. One night he dreamt 
that God told him to go to Tukaram. He begged for forgiveness and 
Tukaram forgave him 


Mahatma Gandhi was sick and Jinnah said, “If you want to meet me, 
you have to come to my house. He went in that condition. He knew 
Jinnah was deceptive but he trusted him not once or twice but again and 
again. That is the nature of saints; they have no malice in them and they 
forgive others who do wrong to them. 


It is said that once a Brahmin woman, after the death of her husband, 
was all decked up and was going to die with him. On the way she met 
Gosain Tulsidas and wished him respectfully. Tulsidas blessed her, saying, 
"May you live a long and happy married life!" His companions informed 
him of her husband's death and also said that his blessings can't £O 
waste. Then, Tulsidas closed his eyes and remembered we could lord 
and prayed. He said to them, “Do not cremate her husband's body till J 
return.” He went for a bath in the Ganga and went into a trance for 


three hours. Meanwhile, the Brahmin opened his eyes and got up 25 iE 
he had woken up from sleep. 


Yatiji prayed for that foolish young man. His prayer was heard. He 
opened his eyes and screamed ‘hai, ma.’ Yatiji gave him some more 
milk. After some time he got up and saw Yatiji busy in his work. He fell 
at his feet and begged forgiveness. He was no more that madman; bus 
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cruelty had vanished. He had been totally transformed by the mere touch 
of Yatiji. -like incomplete. 


The same evening, Yatiji was doing his evening prayers at 5 o'clock in 
his hot when he heard someone calling out, “Babaji, Babaji. He went out 
and saw the same young man along with two other men, one woman 
and one child. The young man fell at Yatiji's feet and the others also 
touched his feet. Then the father of the young man spoke, “Maharaj! I 
am the father of this boy, she is his mother and he is his uncle and this is 
his baby. For the last one month he has been sick. We got him treated by 
many doctors but his condition worsened day by day. He became mad; 
he started alrising and beating everyone and anyone. He would throw 
the deity in the temple and go and dirty the mosque. He would beat us, 
his father and mother. He has lost his mental equilibrium. Then he ran 
away. We looked for him everywhere but in vain. Someone told us that 
he had seen our boy going towards Hardwar. We have been here since 
six days. Today we saw him with a bandage in Bhima Gorha. He saw us 
and asked for forgiveness. He fondled his baby also. All this has happened 
by your touch; you have come to us like God himself. He had lost our 
child and lost all hope of his recovering from his madness. You have 
given him anew life. Please forgive his mistake." Yatiji blessed the boy 
and they went back deeply grateful to Yatiji. 
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«C oun i > 


Spiritual Current 


Natu madam sakyase dra stu manenaiva swachak susaa ! 
Divyam dadaami te chak suh pa sya mé yogamee swaram JI 
Do not seek him out. Thy Maker, O man, is seated in the bottom 
of your heart. He and you are one, not two. All you need is an eye 

to differentiate. 


*99 eee *99 


atiji was deep into yog practice. He used to talk very little. The 
s was busy struggling for freedom and he used to silently 
pray for the success of their mission. Many friends of Yatiji used to 
come to Hardwar for a dip in the holy water of Ganga. But, Yatiji had 
settled down in the jungle and was engrossed in his spiritual pursuits. 
The great Maha-Varuni festival was to be celebrated that year and many 
of his friends and followers had come to Hardwar. His Nag Kuti had 
also become a mini pilgrimage in the vast pilgrimage. 
His followers pleaded, *Gurudev! A pilgrimage is successful only when 
a great man gives discourses. A dip in the water is a mere excuse; the 
real benefit comes from spiritual knowledge of saints. We have come 
with great hopes that you will speak to us." 
Yatiji did not have the heart to refuse their request. He promised to fulfill 
their desire the next morning. 


The devotees started flocking outside his hut from the early hours of the 
morning. One of them said, “Bhagwan, you are doing yoga practice 
these days, so speak to us about yoga.” 

Yatiji said, “Our scriptures have given great importance to yoga. Lord | 
Krishna says in Bhagwad Gita: 
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Tapaswibhyo5dhiko yogee ggaanibhyo5pi matoSdhikah ! 
Karmibhya schaadhiko yogee tagmaadyogee bhawaarjuna !! 


*Hey Arjuna, yogis are better than those who follow the path of austerities, 
and those who follow the path of knowledge, and those who follow the 
path of karma. Therefore you must become a yogi. 


Yog is the oldest treasure of India. To receive and practice yoga is a 
tradition only in India. The Vedic literature is full of yog and even today 
itis considered a science. But this path is very difficult; thousands try to 
walk on this arduous path but barely one out of them reaches the top. 


Manu syaanaam sahasresu ka schidyatati siddhaye ! 
Yatataamapi siddhaanaam ka schinamaam vetti tatwatah !! 


Hey Arjuna, there are millions of people in this world. But only a few 
make the effort to come to me, and out of them very few are successful. 


Yog is not to be talked about but it has to be practiced. Controlling desires 
is yoga. Without it life is full of tension and misery. Man loses religion, 
wealth, love and salvation without it. Yog is the path that shows how to 
develop the strength of character to practice self control. Many brave 
people can beat the devil outside but very few can conquer the devil 
sitting inside. To conquer the world with physical strength is very different 
from overcoming one’s own shortcomings. 


He who desires to do yoga should first conquer himself: 


A sta chakra navadwaaraa devaanaam purayodhyaa ! 
Tasyaam hiranyamayah kosaa swargoyotisaavritah !! 


Yog is to conquer these eight charkas and nine doors of the human body. 
Scholars have called this body Ayodhya or invincible. Yog is the science 
that helps you conquer the invincible body. However, anything extremely 
valuable also gives birth to many fake and counterfeit replicas of the 
original. Just like fake pearls and imitation gold, there are many p5€190 
yogis in the world. Anybody wearing saffron robes is called a yogi VT" 
if he does nothing and begs for food from door to door. Even those WHO 
renounce their homes and go to the forest are called yogis. But all this * 
fallacy. Yog has nothing to do with going to the forest, wearing $ 

robes or getting your ears pierced. Yog is about the consciousness, not 
about place and clothes. If a man does not have control on his senses, 
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what will he do in the jungle? Yog is to be grounded in yourself; it is not 
a show business. 


We see the village women carrying up to five pitchers of water on their 
heads; we see tight rope walkers; all this is about the mind's steadfastness. 
To achieve this one does not have to go to the jungle. It can be done in 
your home. Raja Janaka, Lord Krishna, Rama, Vashishta, Buddha and 
Shankar were yogis. Patanjali has written: 


Just as you can see your reflection in still water, you can see your true 
self only when the mind is still. Just as your reflection disappears or is 
distorted when there are ripples in the water, you cannot see your Self in 
true light when the mind is disturbed. 


Therefore, we must know that the Vedas, knowledge, science, hell, heaven 
and all else is within the body, and whoever wants to obtain any of these 
things can do so by looking within; he has no need to seek elsewhere. 
This body is the Ayodhya through which you can achieve heaven on this 
earth. 


This body is the home of the all-powerful light. Yog is the method of 
cleansing this body and purifying it. Man's heart is like a spotless mirror 
on which the dust of lust, anger, greed and attachment accumulates. 
Because of this thick layer of dust you cannot see the true form of Sat- 
chid-anand — truth-bliss-consciousness. 


Sr&eramaadyam khalu dharma saadhanam ! 


The machine of yog sadhana is the human body. Lord Krishna says in 
the Gita: 


Naatya snatattu yogosti në chaikaantamana schatah ! 
Nachaatiswapna $&elaa scha jagrato naaiva chaarjuna !! 


You cannot perfect yoga either by eating too much or by starving. 


Yuktaahaara vihaarasya yukta chétasya karmasu ! 
Yuktaswapnaavabothasya y080 bhavati dukha haa !! 


Yog can dispel your sorrow if you eat wisely, enjoy moderately and 
Work regularly. Basically, you need self control in everything you do. 
is the essence of this shloka. 


Man in general and Indians in particular have not learnt moderation. He 
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will either fly too high or fall too low. When he indulges in worldly 
pleasures he remains lost in them totally, and when he gets a knock he is 
ready to commit suicide. A yogi has to be a Yukta, proper. It means 
proper food which does not harm anyone. Man is by nature herbivorous, 
vegetarian, not carnivorous or non-vegetarian. Therefore, a yogi must 
live on vegetarian food. 


Yukta also means eating properly at a fixed time, not at any time. 
Everything you eat takes time to get digested. As a rule you should not 
eat till the food eaten already has not been digested. Eating properly also 
means eating at regular intervals. If you eat at any time your digestive 
system gets upset. 


The third meaning of Yukta is as it should be. It is best to eat things in 
their natural form. But, civilization has taken us away from it. We ruin 
the original taste of things with artificial additives. 


A true yogi's life should be in the lap of nature. He should eat ripe fruit. 
And if he must eat wheat he should eat it boiled or as porridge. He 
should avoid chillies and spices; they create agitation. 


You may be surprised at this, but I tell you that if you leave a one year 
old baby in the forest, he will eat herbs and roots and in 12 to 14 years he 
will be very strong. When we hear parables from Ramayana and 
Mahabharata we say they are exaggerating but our life has become so 
artificial that we just can't understand them. Yukta also means eating 
according to your region and its climate, and eat seasonal things. 


Yukta means doing something according to your state and caring about 
all that is around you. It means to keep your body, your nature and the 
Season in mind while doing any thing. It also means following the 
Scriptures. Most importantly, it means following your inner voice. 


Thus, you should eat what is best, keeping in mind all these factors. 


A yogi should be honest in purpose and sincere in doing his duty. He has 
to have full control over his senses. His heart should be pure; he should 
be broad minded; he should be satvik in thought and his spirit should be 
ready to fly. Then he acquires tiny wings. On the other hand, the man 
who is engrossed in eating and drinking all day cannot taste the higher 
reaches of the spirit. His body becomes insensitive because it is full of 
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garbage both physical and intellectual. The soul remains imprisoned in 
his body. He can do no good to himself or others. 


A yogi should have four compartments of the stomach of which only 
two should be filled with food, one with water and the fourth should be 
for air. He should eat sattvik food and never take any kind of intoxicants. 
He should also fast sometimes and follow the laws of nature. Man is 
made according to what he eats. 


A fruit diet is extremely beneficial and purely natural. Fruits retain the 
light and energy of the sun, which is good for the mind, strength and 
virility. 


Milk diet with fruits is the best diet. One meal a day is sufficient. You 
should drink water through your teeth and expel excreta twice a day. 
Food and mind are closely related. The effect of the food depends on 
-your thoughts while eating it. You should have pure, lofty and peaceful 
thoughts when you eat. A yogi should wear clothes that are clean, pure 


and suitable to the climate. 


After food and dress the next important thing is sleep. Some people are 
against sleep because it takes away à large part of your life, others 
consider it a great boon that gives peace. Nothing is bad; only when it is 
misused it becomes bad. Though sleep is a natural phenomenon but it 
can be increased or decreased by will. Gita says: proper sleep and proper 
wakefulness makes a yogi. Yukta sleep is to give enough rest to the 
body according to its fatigue in which it does not forget its true self. 
Yukta wakefulness is to remain awake to do good to others and spread 


divine love within the laws of nature. 
Happiness is inside you not outside. External pleasures are momentary, 
transient. Joy is that immortal feeling of being blissful. Pleasures of 


indulgences are short lived. Happiness of senses is not true happiness; 
real happiness is of the soul. 


A true yogi should reduce his sleep. Lord Krishna called Arjuna, the 
conqueror of sleep. When a yogi attains to a higher state his sleep is 
reduced to the minimum. 


He who reduces his sleep for a noble cause and to cond’ self, and to 
restrain his senses, finds bliss. He who eats moderately and works 
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regularly and makes his body sensitive, finds bliss. 


The mind does not require sleep. The intellect, consciousness, ego and 
soul also do not require sleep. Only the body needs sleep. Therefore one 
must naturally regulate sleep. A poet has said: 


Aayurvarsa $atam nrinaam parimitam raatrau tadarddha gatam, 
Tasyaarddhasya parasya chaarddhamaparam baalatwa 
vridhatwayoh ! 


Sesam vyaadhiviyogadukha sahitam samvaadibhirneeyate, 
Jeeve vaaaritarangachanchalataré saaukhyam kutah 
praaninaam !! 


God has given man a life of hundred years. Half of it goes in sleep, one- 
fourth in childhood and old age. Of the remaining twenty five years half 
of it goes in bringing up children. When do you then remember God? 


The first rung of the ladder of yoga is food. After you cross this rung you 
should step onto the second rung which is conquering the five enemies 
lust, anger, greed, attachment and ego which are hindrances in the path 
of progress. 

Lord Krishna says in the Gita: 


Ahankaaram balam darpa kaamam krodham parigraham ! 
Vimuchya nirmamah $aantobrahma bhooyaaya kalpate !! 
Ahankaaram balamdarpa kaamam krodham cha san sritaah ! 
Maamaatmaparadehesu pradwisanataa5bhya sooyakaah !! 
Taanaham dwisatah krooraansansaaresu naradhamaanam ! 
K srpaamyajsramasubhaanaamasuree swéva yonisu !! 

I let the evil men wander in sin for many lives in the rigmarole of pride, 

strength, lust, anger, jealousy and cruelty. 


Yatiji said in the end, “I end my discourse here.” 


The devotees said, “Please tell us how to conquer these five enemies.” 
And Yatiji spoke about that the next day. 


KCK 
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Profound Secrets of Yoga 


Tasmaad yogaachcha yujyaswa yogah karmasu kaausalam ! 


he assembly was held under the shade of lush green trees and a 

cool soft breeze was blowing. Many men and women had gathered 
to discover profound secrets of yoga making the jungle look like a virtual 
fair. The holy water of the Bhagirathi flowed on one side and the tall 
mountains stood guard. On the other there was excitement in the audience 
which had doubled since previous day. The time of the discourse was 
eight o'clock and it was only seven and already there were so many 
people. Fifteen minutes before eight a devotee started singing: 


He who immerses in God's name has no sorrow 
He washes away sins by bathing in the river of wisdom 
Looking within, you can see God in your soul 
And its light reveals all secrets to you. 


Pain and sorrow belong to this world 
If you go across, they cannot touch you. 
In the world you achieve through effort 
But no one has been able to conquer death. 


Atone minute to eight Yatiji came out of his hut and the audience stood 
to greet him. He gestured for them to sit down and took his place on a 
raised platform. He started his discourse: 


"There are five enemies of man— lust, anger, greed, attachment and 
Pride. A devotee who wants to purify his soul has to conquer them. 


Save me from lust, anger, greed, attachment and pride 
These are my five enemies; protect me against them. 


How to conquer these five enemies was the first question Arjuna asked 
rd Krishna in Gita: 
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Chanchalam hi manah kri sna pramaathi balvad dridam ! 
Tasyaahamam nigraham manyevaayoriva sudu skaram !! 


The mind is stubborn, wanton and strong; itis like holding air in my hand, 
which is extremely difficult. 


Yo5yam yogastwayaa proktah saamyena madhusoodana ! 
Aitasyaaham na pa syaami chanchalatwaatsthitim sthiraam !! 


Therefore, all this knowledge about yog you have given me is beyond 
my comprehension. 


When Arjuna said this, Lord Krishna replied: 


Asansayam mahaabaaho mano durnigraham chalam ! 
Abhyaasena tu kaaunteya vairaagyena rihyate !! 


Arjuna! The mind is in reality very volatile, but with practice and 
determination it can come under control. 


And, until the mind is brought under control practice of yog will bear no 
fruit. But yog practice after taming the mind can be attained. 


The first step to control the mind is brahmacharya, celibacy. He who 
wants to reach the heights of yog must practice celibacy; it is the best 
detergent to wash the dirt of lust, anger, greed, attachment and pride. It 
is the power that tightens the nuts and bolts of the mind to such an extent 
that it dare not look here and there. It is the oil that greases the mind’s 
machinery, that helps it to work smoothly and efficiently. If you don't do 
this, a single blow can tear you into pieces. 


Without brahmacharya, yog cannot sprout just like as a seed cannot sprout 


without water. If you try doing that you are inviting your own death. Yog 
Says: 


Sthire vindau sthirah praanah brahmacharya 
prati sthaayaam véeryalaabhah ! 
When a man is a yogi in the true sense, he has no fear of death. 


Brahmacharyena tapasaa dévaah mrityumapaaghnata d 
Maranam vindupaatena jéevanam vindu dhaarnaat !! 


Brahmacharya does not mean to remain a bachelor; its real meaning i5 
to restrain the sexual energy from flowing downward and drowning E 
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Satchtanand through vedic knowledge. 


Therefore, my dear friends, if you are desirous of practicing yog, you 
must practice brahmacharya." Then a man stood up and asked, "Can a 
married man not practice yog?" 


Yatiji said, “I have already said, brahmacharya does not mean 
bachelorhood or not getting married. He who knows the secret can 
practice brahmacharya in married life also. Lord Krishna was married, 
Raja Janaaka was married, and they were great yogis. Marriage should 
not mean a license to produce children. A man can enjoy family life and 
become a brahmachari if he knows how to have restraint. It is your 
attachment to it that makes you sink into the mire. 


Yatraasti bhogo na cha tatra mok so, 
Yatraast mok$o na cha tatra bhogaah ! 
Sri sundaree sevana tatparonaam 
yoga scha mok sa scha parasyaaiva !! 


Indulgence means misuse of the senses or expanding your unnecessary 
needs and getting absorbed in sensual pleasures. Indulgence brings sorrow 
not joy; real joy is within you. When you have indigestion you don’t like 
to eat the best food. Similarly, external things cannot give you happiness. 


In order to control the mind, you must do everything regularly; mind is 
like a naughty child and is always up to something or the other. You need 
to keep a constant watch of the mind's activity and this vigil should 
continue even in sleep. Thus, you have to contemplate on whatever the 
mind presents. Just like the boss reads and checks the accounts presented 
by his subordinate thoroughly, you must keep a strict eye on each and 
every thought in the mind. 


And when you find it going astray you must deal with it strictly and bring 
It back on track. There is a story that once à man asked for the job of a 
servant on the condition that he should have something to do all the time. 

e employer was pleased to employ such a servant who didn't want to 
remain idle, But, after some time, he got sick of his demand for more 
and more work. He didn’t know how to create so much work for his 
Servant. Then an old man came to his rescue. He said, “Get a pole dug 


oe field and tell him to climb up and down on it when he has no other 
ork.” 
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This is the nature of the mind; it is man's servant, but like this servant 
who needs something to do all the time. Patanjali has described Ashtang 
Yog, to bring the mind under control 
Yogaangaanu sthaanaadasuddhik saye 
jguaanadeepti raa vivekakhyaate !! 


It means that working systematically on the aspects of yog can make 
you free of impurities and attain knowledge. 


These aspects are yama (restraint), niyama (rules), asana (posture), 
pranayama (breathing exercises), pratyahara, (restraint of sense organs), 
dharana, (resolution, dhyana concentration) and samadhi (meditation). I 
will describe all of them briefly to you. 


Yama— This means five things to follow: non-violence, truth, celibacy, 
to be free of greed and to give up stealing. Non-violence entails that not 
even a thought to harm anyone anywhere should be entertained. All 
living creatures are bound to the same source and we should treat them 
with love including snakes, tigers and lions etc. However, violence is 
permitted in rare cases and a man who steals, murders or spreads violence 
is worth killing. 


Non-violence is given the first place in yog. Even abusing someone is 
considered a violent act. Violence includes looking at someone with an 
evil eye and helping someone in his violence, for instance, eating meat is 
helping the butcher to kill. 


The second place is given Truth, which means matching your actions 
with your speech, speaking truth according to your understanding and 
not saying things that are deceptive, ambiguous or half-truths. 


The third place is given to beware of thieving. Stealing means taking 
things that belong to someone else. It includes gambling and accepting 
undeserving rewards. From the vedic point of view the difference 
en a king and a thief is only of success and failure. A successful 
thief is called a king. Itis difficult to define theft. Therefore, a yogi nU 
be very careful not to take anything by force and use his surplus wealth 
for the good of the country. 


The fourth place is given to brahmacharya. It means restraint of eigh ; 
visible things: Sight, touch, memory, smell, speech, solitude, impli 
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speech and action are the eight obstacles in the way of brahmacharya. 
Beware of them! 


The fifth yama is renunciation. It includes not collecting things, caring 
for them and thinking ill of those who may take them away. 


The yamas have been explained. 


The five niyamas are cleanliness, contentment, austerity, self study and 
concentrating on God. Cleanliness includes keeping the body clean inside 
out. Eating proper food and excreting at regular intervals keeps the belly 
clean, and the mind is cleansed by expelling lust, anger, greed, attachment 
and pride. We discussed this in detail yesterday. 


How to Control Lust 


Lust is the root cause of all problems. Lust refers to throwing the sexual 
energy out; it means getting excited by seeing a beautiful thing. Lust 
cannot be controlled by chopping off your sexual organs nor can it be 
controlled by beating your naked body with iron chains. The only way to 
control lust is to control your thoughts. Think of good things, read religious 
texts and stay away from sensational and exciting things like obscene 
pictures and sensual literature. Avoid intoxicants of all kinds. Eat sattvik 
food and go to sleep with the thought of God in your mind. And, think of 
all women as your sisters and mothers except your wife. 


The best way to control the mind is to keep it busy. 


1. Whenever you have free time spend it in prayers, chanting the 
Vedas and remembering the saints. 


2. When your mind indulges in bad thoughts, stand up and chant 
Aum Aum loudly. 


3. Study the scriptures. Thoughts have an immediate effect on the 
body. When you have bad thoughts study the scriptures. 


4. Practise pranayama in the squatting position. Pranayama has been 
given special importance in the scriptures. 
How to Control Anger 


Anger is a distorted form of the body. You must know that anger is not 
Caused by external factors, but arises from within. Anger is debilitating 
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as it poisons the blood. Anger is natural but it is a weakness. A weak 
person gets angry easily. The best way to control anger is to be tolerant 
and immediately leave the spot and start doing something else to divert 
your attention from it. The trick is in not reacting immediately. 


How to Control Greed 


The desire to own worldly things is called greed. It is true that all these 
objects are meant for man’s progress but you should not possess them 
by depriving others. And you should not increase your wants but be 
satisfied with what you have. To take away what is the other person’s 
right is called greed. 


Our life is going against the principles of the Vedas. This is the cause of 
our misery and our downfall. The Veda says- Your body and your life is 
the property of the nation. You are no more than a manager who takes 
care of it. The Veda says: 


I$aavaa syaniida sarvam yatkincha jagatyaam jagat ! 


If every person uses his property as though it belongs to the nation then 
there will be no greed. Thus, the only way to control greed is to uproot 
the feeling of mine from your possessions. This will free you from greed 
and make the nation strong. 


How to Overcome Attachment 


Attachment comes from greed. If you can control greed you will 
Overcome attachment. Attachment means excessive love for things and 
persons. When it is taken away from you it creates misery. People get 
attached to each other; it is natural. But, if you consider everything and 
everybody as belonging to God, you will not be excessively hurt when it 
is taken away from you. It is true that unless you get involved in it, you 
cannot do anything sincerely. Keeping this in mind, Lord Krishna has 
given the example to remain in the world like a lotus in the pond. 


How to Control Pride 


When we overcome attachment we become true karma-yogis. If we 
know that we are mere instruments of His will then all the five enemies 
disappear. We must learn lessons from history; nothing is permanent. 
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Great kings and emperors are no more, their empires and kingdoms 
have been reduced to dust. So, why get attached to something that has 
been loaned to you for a short while. Pride of the eternal is justified, but 
what pride is there about transient momentary things. 


The second rule is of contentment, which means not desiring things 
even if you have unlimited means to procure them. Man is discontented 
because he has lost his faith in God. Happiness is not in increasing your 
needs but in decreasing them. The rich people have everything but are 


more unhappy than the poor who have very little. 


The third rule is of tapa, austerity. It means to create strong will power 
to achieve your goal. Gangiji is a tapasvi like thousands of others who 
bear all kinds of torture in jails to achieve their goal of freedom. If you 
do tapa for personal goals, it is not tapa no matter how difficult it is. To 
bear pain for others' sake and for your our country is real tapa. Àn 
austere person bears physical pain but feels spiritual bliss. 


Swadhyaya or study of self is the fourth rule. Study of scriptures and 
religious texts help you understand the true nature of things and ultimately 
itunites you with God. 


The last rule is surrender to God. This leads to Samadhi. We should 
have faith in God and work without desiring rewards. If we can be true 
in thought, speech and action then we have followed the rules. This is 
the sum of yama and niyama. 


The third aspect of yoga is asana. Patanjali says asan@ is that which is 
comfortable and steady. Asanas help to clear the nerves and prepare 
the body for pranayama. Asanas make the mind quiet, the body healthy 
and the limbs flexible. Asanas are not a subject of discussion but have to 
be practiced. 


The next is resolution, dharana. It refers to focus all your energies on 
One centre. 


The seventh and eighth aspects of yog are dhyana and Samadhi. 


I have described the necessary points very briefly. The definition of 
Yoga has been distorted these days. There are schools of yog, but the 
truth is that no one can teach you yog; You will learn it if you have the 
longing and the determination to practice yog- Yog is not something that 
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can be bought and sold. Yog is a tapasya, which one can achieve through 
his own body and through someone else. 


The scripture talks of brahmacharya and restraint of senses as Ashtang 
Yog. Alll this is to focus your senses on one centre. If a man does all this 
honestly, he can actually control death." 


One person stood up and asked, “Maharaj! I have a question. If the time 
of death is ordained then the very question of controlling death is 
meaningless? And often yogis die very young such as Swami Ramteertha 
and Pundit Gurudutt. Why is that so? We want to know in detail what is 
death, how it happens, what happens after death and what are the other 
worlds like Chandra Lok, Surya Lok and Bhoo Lok etc.?" 


Yatiji said, “Your curiosity is good. But this is a complex phenomenon, 
which we will talk about tomorrow." 


RRA 
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«C Chapter Eighty Two > 


The Form of Death 


Sasyamiva pachyate jantuh sagyamiva jaayate punah !! 


Jia next day the meeting began at the appointed time. The topic of 
the discourse was the form of death. Indians have always been 
fascinated with the subject of death. Indeed, Indians are more interested 
inknowing about death than about life. No wonder, the crowd had grown 
manifold to listen to Yatiji. 


He invoked the gods and then started his discourse — 


“What is death? Various theories about this subject are prevalent in 
different sects. But the real form of life and death is this that the union 
of body and soul is called life and their separation is called death. Life 
and death are like day and night. 


When man gets tired working all day or all his life, he rests at night or in 
death. Just as you feel refreshed, rejuvenated and re-energized by sleep, 
similarly, you are born again with a new energy; new enthusiasm and 
new agility after death. 


Old age is exactly opposite of childhood; in childhood there is excessive 
energy and in old age, it is depleted. All this happens through the process 
of death. Lord Krishna says in the Gita: 


Vaasaansi jéernaant yathaa vihaaya, 
Navüani grihanaati naroSparaani ! 
Tathüa Saréeraani vihaaya jeernaa, 
Nyanyaani sanyaati navaani dehi !! 

Just as a man discards his old worn out clothes and wears new clothes, 
similarly, the soul discards an old feeble body and acquires a new body. 
Just as man feels happy and not sad when he discards his old clothes, 
similarly, the soul is pleased to discard an old and sick body and acquire 
à brand new body.” 
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A seeker stood up again and said, “Gurudev! You said that death is a 
happy occasion but people cry when they are dying. Even a leper, who 
suffers every moment of his life, clings to life and does not want to die. 
Death is painful.” 


Yatiji said, “Here we must understand what causes the pain at the time 
of death. It is the divine law that there is no pain in the natural process. 
For instance, if you try to pluck an unripe fruit, it is difficult to pluck and 
it causes pain. But if you wait till the fruit ripens, then it falls off naturally 
and there is no pain because it has to fall when it is ripe. That is the law 
of nature. People talk a lot about labour pains but in the villages you see 
women delivering babies in the fields painlessly. The more we live naturally 
and close to nature the less the pain in natural processes. The further 
away we go from nature it causes pain. 


The process of death is not painful. Maharishi Dayanand had a radiant 
glow on his face when he said, “Thy will be done,” and gave up his body. 
There are innumerable such examples of people who gave their bodies 
smiling. The pain we feel at the time of death is because of attachment 
born out of ignorance. Let me give you an example: 


A traveler comes to stay in an inn for three days. He is given a table, a 
chair, a bed and other things to make him comfortable. Now, if he tries 
to take away all these things on the second day of his stay he is being 
stupid. He had not brought these things with him but in his foolishness he 
starts thinking they belong to him. But at the right time, the manager of 
the inn comes and tells him, “Your time is up; please vacate the room.” 
Now, if he feels pain it is not because of the act of going but because of 
his illusion of attachment with the things. 


I have given an example of the traveler who had all the comforts in the 
inn. Now, I will give you an example of a traveler who gets none of 
these comforts. He does not feel any pain when he leaves this 
uncomfortable inn. 


Joys and sorrows are because of ignorant attachment. A selfish person 
forgets that all the comforts of life have been provided to him to make 
his stay comfortable in this life. But instead of feeling grateful he starts 


thinking he is the owner of them and tries to take them away by unfalt 
means. 
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pain is caused when things happen contrary to your expectations. If you 
understand how the teacher and students use the premises, the furniture, 
the books and blackboard of the school as long as they are in it, butfeel . 
no pain when they go home after the school gets over. Then you will 
understand that pain is caused not by the act of leaving but by the 
attachment to things that do not belong to you in the first place. 


Once aking got a diamond studded stick. One day, while passing through 
acemetery he saw a madman and asked, ‘Why don’t you come to the 
city? The madam replied, ‘Those who live in cities also come here 
ultimately.’ The king was pleased with his reply. He gave him the stick 
as a reward. The madman said, “What will I do with it?’ The king said, 
‘Keep it, and when you find some one more mad than you, give it to 
him.’ After a few days, the king was on his death bed. The madman 
heard the news and went to meet him. He asked the king, ‘What are 
you taking with you? How many soldiers, horses and horsemen?’ The 
king said, ‘No wonder, people call you mad. You don’t even know that 
one can’t take anything from this world.’ ‘But you must take money 
because you are going on a long journey,’ he suggested. The king got 
exasperated and said, “You are totally mad; you don’t know that I cannot 
take anything with me. So, why are you asking me how many queens 
and how many prices I will take, and how many ministers and how 
much wealth I will take? I am telling you once and for all that I cannot 
take anything with me on this last voyage.’ The madman threw the stick 
at him and said, “You are madder than me, SO take it. You amassed so 
much wealth and territory by usurping the right of poor people even 
when you knew you could not take any of it with you. You are madder 
than I am.’ 


All this I have told you to bring home the fact that nothing in this world 
goes with you after death. Therefore, you must use all these facilities as 
Utilitarian and do not get attached to them. Another important factor is 
whether you do something as a choice or as a compulsion. If a teacher 
resigns of his own will he feels no pain when he leaves the school whereas 
if he is dismissed by the principal he will feel hurt. Similarly, if a person 
Tenounces these worldly objects willingly, he feels no pain when he is 
Separated from them. Basically, the pain felt at the time of death is his 
unwillingness to be separated from the things he considered his own. 
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Lord Krishna says in the Gita, ‘Consider the world as karma-bhoom; 
and complete your journey doing your duty sincerely without getting 
attached to anything.’ 


Anyway, death itself is a happy occasion. It is attachment that causes 
pain to the person and his relatives and friends. 


In the Brehdaranyaak Upanishad, Yagyavalkya said to his wife: 


Navaa aré patyuh kaamaaya pati priyo bhavati ! 
Aatmanastu kaamaaya patih priyo bhavati !! 

Navaa are putraanaam kaamaaya putraah priyaa bhavanti ! 
Aatmanastu kaamaaya jaayaa priyada bhavanti !! 
Navaa are jaayaayai kaamaaya jàayaa priyaa bhavati !! 
Aanmanastu kaamaaya jaayaa priyaa bhavati !! 

Navaa are bhootaanaam kaamayaa bhootüani priyaani bhavanti ! 
Aatmanastu kaamaaya bhootaani priyaani bhavanti ! 
Navaa are sarvasya kaamaaya sarvapriyam bhavati ! 

Aatmanastu kaamaaya aiva sarva. priyam bhavati !! 


My friend, a woman loves her husband not because of his desire but for 
her own; 


Parents don't love their sons because of their desires but for their own; 
Definitely a man loves his wife not for her desire but for his own; 
Similarly, people love others not for their sake but for their own; 


When a person dies the pain is felt by those who survive not because 
they loved him but because of their selfish reasons and the loss of those 
things that were associated with him. 


If man can develop the ability to remain detached from things and people 
then he will feel no pain at the time of his own death or at the death of 
others around him. In the world thousands are born everyday and 
thousands die everyday; we don't feel the pain. So, it is clear that the 
pain 1s caused by attachment only. 


Essentially, death itself is not painful. Now, the next question is what 
happens to the dead person? Ever since the world has been created et 
question has baffled people. However, if we think of it seriously We wil 
agree that it is good that we don't know exactly what happens after 
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death. There are some conjectures which some people believe and others 
don't. If we knew what happens after death it would be a disaster and a 
chaos. There are certain mysteries that should remain mysterious 
otherwise people who are already scared of death will not be able to live 
life at all. In Katho Upanishad, Nachiketa asks for the the third boon 
from Yama Acharya: 

Yeyam prete vichikitsaamanu sye ! 

Astéetyeké naayamasteti chaike !! 

Aitadvidyaamanu$si sta stwayaa5ham ! 
Varaanaamésa varastriteeyah !! 


Bhagwan, some say that the soul also dies with the body and others say 
that the soul is immortal. s 


Yamaraj answers: 
Na jaayaté mriyatévaa vipa schinnaayam 

kuta schinna babhoova ka schita ! 

Ajonityam Saa swato5yam puraano 

na hanyate hangamaane sareere !! 
The soul is not destroyed when the body dies. Yajur Veda says: 

Vaayurnilamritamathedam bhasmaanta $areeram n 
The soul is neither born nor does it die. Nothing is caused because of it 
nor is it caused because of anything. Lord Krishna has repeated this 
thought in Gita: 
After death some beings are born as human beings or animals etc, while 
others are born as trees, plants etc. Yama Acharya told Nachiketa in 
Katho Upanishad: 
Yonimanye prapadyante §aréeratwaaaya dehinah ! 
Sthaanu manyé5nu sanyanti yathaa karma yathaa srutam !! 

This is the result of the knowledge and karma of various people. When 
a man’s virtues exceed his sins he is born as a human being, but if it is 
the other way round then he gets a lower birth. 


Construction and destruction go hand in hand. Human beings get the 
fruit according to their karma. Those who have a mixture of sins and 
Virtues come back as human beings and enjoy the rewards and suffer 
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for their sins during their lifetime. 


The people who do good deeds; good deeds are of two types: selfish and 
selfless. The first type of deeds are those in which the result is more 
important than the deed itself, and the second type of deeds are those in 
which only the deed is important and the outcome is left to God, The 
Vedas and Upanishads give a great deal of importance to Nishkaam 
karma, selfless service and is capable of breaking the shackles of death. 
Lord Krishna tells Arjuna in the Gita: 


Karmanyevaadhikaaraste maa phalesu kadaachana ! 
Maa karma phalaheturbhoomaate songo5stwa karmani !! 


While selfless service is given so much importance, selfish deeds are 


the cause of being in bondage: 


Bhidyate hridaya ranthi schhidyante sarva sansaya ! 
Cheeyante chaasyakarmaani tasmilri sté paraayuktah !! 


It is said in Mundakopanishad, ‘When the knot of the heart opens, when 
all doubts are removed and all selfish deeds are finished man attains 
salvation. Those who die doing selfish deeds are born according to their 
karma. It is said in the Upanishad: 


Yachchistenaiva praanamaayaati praanaa s tejasaayuktah ! 
Sahaatmanaa yathaa sankalpitam lokam nayati !! 


Whatever is the state of mind of man at the time of death determines his 
next birth. The same thought is expressed elsewhere: 


Yam yam lokam manasaa samvibhati, 
Visuddhisampvah kaamayate yaaan skaamaan ! 
Tam tam lokam jaayate taa schakaamaan 
stasmaadaatmajgyam hyarchayedbhootikaamah !! 


A man of innocence gets the kind of life he desires. Therefore, respect 
the man who desires spiritual elevation. This is the essence of what 
Bhagwan Yogeshwar tells Arjuna. He says, “Arjuna! Do everything 
selflessly and focusing your attention on God. In the end you will reaP 
the harvest of the intentions with which you did the deeds. Therefore, 
contemplate on God. Leave all your actions on God so that after death 
you can become one with Him. 
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People who are full of desires cannot get out of the cycle of birth and 
death. 
Yatra kaalé twanaa vrittimaa vritti chaaiva yoginah ! 
Prayaataa yaansti tam kaalam vak syaami bharatarsam !! 


Hey Bharat! Now I will tell you what makes yogis not return to the 
mortal world and what makes them return to it. 


Agnijyotirahah $uklah sanamaasaa uttaraayanam ! 
Tatra prayáataa gachhanti brahna brahmavido janaah !! 
Dhoomo raatristathaa kri snah sadmaasaadak sinaayanam ! 
Tatra chaandramasam jyoti yogee praapyanivartate JI 


From fire to smoke — smoke to darkness like night and from night to 
Krishna-pakshiya. 


From Krishna to Shan-masik and from Shan-masik to Paitrik condition. 
From paitrik to Akashiya, and finally to Chandra masi. 


All these conditions show how the living being moves from darkness to 
light. Somewhere in the middle is the air. Pittar is another name of air. 
Its place is after the sky in the five elements." 


Another devotee asked, “Bhagwan, does Chandrmasi refer to the 
moon?” 


Yatiji said, “To reach the stage of Chandramasi means to be happy. In 
this sequence man climbs up and through karma yoga he returns by the 
Same sequence. 


From the smoke stage to the vapour stage. It showers as rain on the 
earth and enters the body of man through food, and the combination of 
semen and sperm conceive and take the form of a human being.” 


The devotee asked, “Gurudev, why is it that after reaching the chandramasi 
Stage he still returns to human birth?" —— 

Yatiji said, “Till desires are completely finished, man will go on taking 
birth. The only difference is that those who do good deeds get an elevated 
Position. Now I will describe the third type of persons. They are the 
living free who spend their entire life in devotion and austerity and do 
Only good deeds without seeking rewards. When they die they are free 
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from the cycle of birth and death. They die and become one with Goq 
through the following sequence: 


Flames of fire 

Condition of the day 

Shukla Paksh 

Uttrayani tshan-masik dasha 
Samwatsari (the whole year) 
Like the sun 

Chandra-m asi 

Electricity 

Brahma Lok 

To attain to this state is the ultimate aim of human life and this is the fate 
of humanity.” 


The devotee asked, “Bhagwan, is Brahma Lok a special place reserved 
for the liberated beings?” 


Yatiji said, “Brahma lok is not the name of a particular place, nor do the 
liberated beings live in any place. Brahma Lok means reaching that 
state which is close and natural. Close to God and freedom from sorrow 
is the natural state. Those who attain to this state are totally free.” 


S iE o me AOS re 


The devotee asked, “Do they still roam around in their bodies after 
achieving salvation?” 


Yatiji said, “No, the liberated beings do not take a body. A purely free 
soul Is above all the dual throng. That is why natural bondage does not 
give it any pain.” 


eee eee *99 


Another devotee said, “Bhagwan, what are the seven worlds?” 


Yatiji said, “In the 33 gods there are 8 Wasus; wasus are the names of 


b i i laces where beings can live. Those eight wasus are divided into 
OKS. 


The 8 wasus are: 


l. Fire 
2. Earth 
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Planets 


The seven worlds are: 


Earth 
Horizon 
Atmosphere 
Sun 

Moon 
Planets 
Brahma Lok 


Till such time the living being is not free from the cycle of birth and 
death, it wanders in the first worlds. But when it breaks out of it, it goes 
to Brahma Lok. There is no particular place for it, but it is a state of total 
bliss. This Brahma Lok is also called heaven, swarga. The Upanishad 
Says: 


aot Ga hal gs OS ee 


Swargé loké na bhayam kinchanaasti ! 

Nah tatra mrityo na jarayaa vibheti !! 
There is no fear, no old age and no death in heaven. Man attains eternal 
bliss in heaven. 


Another devotee asked, “We are incapable of understanding your 
profound words. Please tell us in plain words whether there are other 
worlds like our earth?” 


Yatiji said, “I have said it in plain words that heaven and hell are not 
different from this world. The soul wanders here and there and comes 
back to this world. But its reincarnation depends on its karma in the 
Previous birth. Actually, this India is everything; where when four good 
People sit they will turn hell into heaven. And, where four stupid people 
Sit they will turn heaven into hell. They will allow a Gauri or Gaznavi to 
Come and loot their land. 


In this series of discourses I have described the simple and straight path 


CC-0.Panini Kanya Maha Vidyalaya Collection. 


B32 Digitized by Arya Samaj Foundation Chennai and eanga 20t Darsha 


to heaven. Accumulate strength and knowledge through celibacy and 
scholarship and spend it on your country. Try to make the country free, 
help the fallen to rise, teach them to walk and help them to reach their 
goal. Do your best to make people happy and achieve freedom for the 
country. That is the definition of heaven where such people live. Our 
India was heaven at one point of time; if we want, we can make it 
heaven again. 


This is the gist of my discourses; we must get out of the dark caves on 
individualism and think of nationalism. There is no need to worry about 
death and what happens after death. We are with everyone else; what 
has become of them will be our fate too; we will go where our friends 
and relatives have gone before us. We should do our duty in this world 
without any fear. 


Today is the last day of this series of discourses. I am delighted to see 
the quest in you. May God bless you!" 


The discourse was over. Though many of the devotees had more questions 
to ask, but since it was getting late Yatiji ended the discourse. Two 
devotees began to sing: 


Make your life like a flower 
Do good, spread fragrance everywhere 
Blossom fully and get admiration from all 
Even in the midst of thorns 


Do not lose your cool 
Give unconditionally to friend and foe 
Spread sweetness through bees and moths 
Give fragrance even when crushed 
This is how you will attain salvation. 


IODO 
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Outcome of Pure Thought 


Anta kaalé cha maameva smaranmuktaa kalevaram ! 


ord Krishna said to Arjuna in the Gita, “Arjuna! Surrender to the 

Almighty remembering me when the end comes." Man gets whatever 
is most ardent to him. At the time of death and sleep his astral body 
wanders around whatever are his thoughts and feelings. This field where 
the astral body wanders is called heaven. 


That day, Yatiji wandered in the jungle the whole day singing songs to 
God, and returned to his little hut in the evening. It was the rainy season 
but it had not rained the whole day. The sun was about to set. Yatiji ate 
some fruit and then lay down meditating on the name of God. Soon he 
went so deep into meditation that he became unaware of his body. His 
physical body kept lying there but his astral body went on a journey to 
other worlds. He saw a vast ocean and he resting on the soft bed in the 
middle of it. A beautiful young girl was standing with her head bent; she 
was massaging his feet. There is absolute peace and quiet all around. 
Sometimes the breeze brought the sound of soft music from the horizon. 


Yatiji, still on the soft bed, felt he had been blessed. He felt that he had 
reached the ultimate stage which is the dream of gods and goddesses 
and for which they undergo severe austerities, for which the yogis do 
intense practice of postures. He felt he had achieved this because of his 
pure actions. *Now I am the king of heaven and this girl in Lakshmi and 
I am lying on the bed that was the throne of Bhagwan Kamla Nabh 
from where he used to direct the drama of life on the earth. Iam truly 
blessed to have achieved this ultimate state." 

While reveling in sheer bliss, he thought within his dream, “This girl has 

n massaging my right foot for so long; Ishould give her my left foot, 


and he took a turn and his foot touched the ground. He felt the cool 
Water. He looked around and saw his old wooden bed in his hut which 


had water everywhere. 
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He was surprised and could not make out whether all this was also part 
of his dream. He wondered where was the ocean in Hardwar? He sat 
up on his bed and was convinced that he was dreaming. He stepped into 
the water and discovered it was knee-deep. Then he recalled that when 
he had come to the hut Bagron River looked calm. Where had so much 
water come from? He wondered. It was the middle of the night and 
absolutely dark. He peeped out of his hut and called out for Mahant 
Kandas Jogi’s servant who stayed nearby. "Kallu... Kallu!’ 


“Yes,” Kallu replied. 


“Bring your lantern and come and see; there is water filled 
everywhere.” 


Kullu lit the lantern and spoke from where he was, “Maharaj! Here also 
there is water everywhere. The whole garden is flooded. Your hut is on 
the river bank so there must be more water in it.” 


By then he reached the hut with his lantern. Yatiji saw that except for 
the wooden bed there was no dry spot in the hut. Kallu said, “Maharaj, 
please come to our garden. It has a wall around it. So there is not so 
much water there. Since your hut is on a low lying area it has more 
water. Even the bed might drown at this rate.” 


Yatiji said, “I will not go out of my hut; water level cannot rise while Iam 
here." 


"And all this water? Hasn't it risen in your presence?" 


"No, Kallu. This water came in while I was sleeping. Anyway, now you 
can go." 


Kallu left. It was three o'clock. The day was about to break. Yatiji sat 
on his bed and sang in devotion. 


Who has not been ferried across by your grace! 
The sun, moon, stars sing your praise day and night. 
You make the speechless speak 
You make the lame climb mountains 
You have created land from water 
And transformed oceans into land instantly. 

KC is overflowing with your grace. 
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The water started receding; Bagron River left the Nag Kuti and returned 
to its own place. 


RARER 
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«C Chapter Eighty Four > 


Two Child-Rishis in the Sound of Aum 


Aumityénadak saramida sarvataspopavyaakhyaanam 
bhootam bhavadbhavi syaditi ! 
Sarvamonkaara diva ! Yanchaanyat trikaalaa 
téetam tadapyonkaar aiva !! 


d. weather was very pleasant; the Bagron River was providing an 
ethereal music when Yatiji walked along its banks singing melodiously 
to his Maker in the early hour of dawn. Tall green mountains stood 
guard on either side of the river. Beyond, there was a vast plain stretch 
with lush green grass. At this hour there was no one else except Yatiji 
and pure nature. ; 


The entire atmosphere of the jungle permeated with the love overflowing 
from Yatiji’s heart. Even the wild ferocious animals felt mellowed by 
love; they would come close as though to greet him and then go away 
quietly. This was a routine with Yatiji; he would wake up early and go for 
a stroll on the bank of the river. He returned only when the day would 
get hot. But, that day he continued to walk in that inebriated state of 


mind, singing and chanting Aum and admiring the ever-new ever-beautiful 
nature. 


He reached a pond of water. He washed his hands and face and then he 
thought of playing a game. He made a heap of sand near the pond and 
started writing Aum in different designs on it. He was chanting Aum, 
breathing Aum and his fingers were writing Aum. He wanted to write 
Aum in a way that had not been written so far. He got absorbed in 
creating a new design, and soon a beautiful form of Aum appeared. He 
Was delighted to see it; he took some water and sprinkled on it; it began 
to shine all the more. Yatiji went round it singing: 


Your name is Omkar; you are great! 
The sun, moon and stars sing of you 
Your name sustains the universe 
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You are truth-consciousness-bliss 
Who has ever known you? 
You have created everything 
You take care of us all. 


Yatiji was fascinated by this form of Aum; he continued to go round the 
mound singing and chanting Aum. Suddenly, he saw two beautiful boys 
appear from nowhere. They looked healthy and they glowed with a 
divine light. They were absolutely naked and looked like angels. 


They came and wished Yatiji and without a word joined in his song, 
singing melodiously: 

Your name is Omkar; your greatness cannot be described 
The Vedas and Upanishads have not been able to fathom you. 
Myriads of saints sing your praise 
But, no one has come to any conclusion. 

Just chanting Aum is enough for us. 

We get all we want from it. 


Whenever Yatiji sprinkled water on Aum, the boys would follow suit. 
After some time, when it was broad daylight, Yatiji stopped going round 
the mound. Both the boys also stopped and without saying anything 
went away suddenly. Yatiji followed them. Walking two steps behind 
them, he addressed them, *Arya Rishi Kumars! I salute you! You appear 
to be young but you are great sages, elevated souls. I pay my respects to 
you and would like to know who you are and where is your ashram?" 


The boys stopped and one of them said, “Mahatman, we stay in the 
ashram of our guru who has gone into a deep Samadhi these days. We 
were sitting in our ashram when we saw the glow of your Aum from à 
distance. So we came and joined you in your circumambulations. Now 
that it is over we are going back to our ashram.” 


“Where is the ashram of your guru?” 


“Do you want to see our guridev’s ashram?” 
“Yes.” 


“Okay, come along. We will show you. Look there. The white hous? 
you see in the middle of the mountain is our ashram.” Yatiji Jooked in the 
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direction pointed out and saw a beautiful ashram. He bowed and saluted 
ji from there and said, “My dear boys, if you are going back to your 
ashram, please take me along." 


“But that is not possible. We are helpless. We cannot take you without 
the permission of our gurudev. If you are lucky and if Gurudev bestows 
his grace on you, you might be able to come there some time." 


The boys said this and started walking away. Yatiji followed them. 
“Now we take your leave,” they said and walked away. 

“And what about me?” 

You wait here...” 


The boys went away; Yatiji followed them. Just then a thorn pricked him 
on his foot and he bent down to remove it. When he looked up there was 
no sign of the boys. 


d 
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«C. Chapter Fighty Five D> 


Sant Literature 


very word that comes from the saints is immortal, it is nectar; it has 
Es power to do miracles. Centuries have gone by, eras have changed 
but the words uttered by saints like Vyasa, Vashishta, Manu, Tulsi, Kabir 
and Nanak are as fresh as ever. Saints are no scholars; they haven’t 
graduated from any university. Kabir had never entered a school but 
now he is being taught at the post graduation level in the universities. 
Light flows from the top. Knowledge gained through personal experience 
is far more valuable than that which is accumulated from hundreds of 
books. The Vedas are said to be articulated by God, and at the same 
time, it is said that God is formless. He has no eyes but he sees through 
all eyes. He has no voice but he speaks through the saints. Saints are 
very close to God so their inner voice is attuned to him. By that grace, 
they can dispel darkness in the world through their speech. 


Yati Kishore Chandra was a diehard patriot and a true devotee. Religion 
and freedom are intimately related. Yatiji not only composed spiritual 
poetry but he poetry has strong undertones of his patriotism, his love for 
freedom and his longing to scale spiritual heights. He wrote under the 
abbreviation of his name: KC for Kishore Chandra. It is not irrelevant to 
quote his poetry here but there is restriction of space. Therefore We 
give only a taste of it. 


Without freedom there is no God 
KC says win freedom for his sake 


l Why does India look for help elsewhere? 
It's time to wield the sword for freedom's sake. 


He who has no love for his country 
KC says, he is worse than a dog, for sure. 


Love of motherland is dearer than life 
KC would give up life for her any day. 
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In the storm of Gandhi the white will run 
KC says India will be cured of slavery at once. 


The charkha, sudarshan charka and satyagraha 
Armed with these weapons fight the brave Indians. 


The triple suns have risen — Lal, Bal and Pal 
KC says the poor Indians will be prosperous. 


Ras Behari goes abroad for India's sake 
KC will always keep his secret safe. 


The great event of Jalianwala Bagh 
Will bring freedom, says KC very sure. 


The cow worshippers suffer in jails 
KC knows their sacrifice will not go waste. 


A tree tastes not its fruit; a river drinks not its water 
KC says the saints take on a form to live for others. 


If in the human form you do no good 
KC says shame on such a life. 


KC says in the world love all 
Life is transient like a sand wall. 


KC says, the caste distinctions are meaningless 
Only the fools think of Brahmins and shudras. 


KC says the cow is in big trouble 
When will the Lord come to her rescue? 


Hundreds have not been able to save her 
KC wonders God will do what wonder!? 


KC says chant tattwamasi again and again 
It may help to assuage the country’s pain. 


The boat has got stuck in the marshes of caste 
KC says bring the rudder of love and take it across. 


We are born of one mother and one father 
What is the sense in making some untouchable? 


When Lord Krishna is the father of all 


CC-0.Panini Kanya Maha Vidyalaya Collection. 


What makes you proud of your caste? 


KC says this opportunity of human form comes but once 
Why not make the most of it remembering thy maker? 


Remembering Him is joy; forgetting sorrow 
KC says understand this and meditate on Him. 


KC says do good unto others 
But forget it when it is done. 


Compassion is the essence of life 
KC says it spreads happiness all around. 


KC says the sail’s torn, the boat midstream 
Religion is the anchor and God the boatman. 


You want nectar but you plant poison 
KC says you reap as you sow. 


You’ve lost your life in chasing desires 
KC says why didn't you seek God instead? 


The world spends everything in lust, anger and greed 
KC says they get back nothing in this trade. 


KC says anger devours wisdom 
Peace comes from mercy and contentment. 


If someone calls you a fool 
Keep calm and stick to the truth. 


The presence of saints is magical 
It transforms you completely. 


Harsh words create wounds 
KC says sweet words heal and please. 


Speech without action is meaningless 
As a bird without wings. 


KC says give up violence in thought, word and action 
Even the ferocious lions will do you no harm. 


Utter only those words that please everyone 
KC says that is the way to attain peace. 
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Give up the thought of other's wealth 
KC says God gives what you desire. 


Adopt celibacy in thought word and deed 
KC says it makes you strong and virile. 


Don't lament the loss of wealth and friends 
Think of happy times and be grateful. 
KC says think well of friend and foe 
Your happiness is in their joy. 


Offer food to God before eating 
KC says that will protect you from disease. 


You can scrub your body clean with soap 
KC says the mind gets cleansed with wisdom. 


It's good to fast regularly 
KC says it purifies the system. 


Remembrance of God is the only religion 
KC says that's the essence of Vedas. 


KC says spread the religion if you have it 
You will get rich dividends from it. 


Only those who listen to the Vedas have ears 
KC says the rest are as good as deaf. 


Avoid doing wrong; always do good 
KC says that is how you achieve sainthood. 


Be content with what you have 
KC says know thyself in a pure mind. 


Who are you? Where have you come from? 
KC says think of the purpose of your life. 
Chant Aum and Soham day and night 
KC says everything will happen right. 


The essence of yoga is yama and niyama 
Follow the principles and stay healthy. 


Jump into the battlefield equipped with weapons 
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KC says you will be victorious for sure. 


It's the brave who conquer lust anger etc 
KC says they are blessed by God. 


KC what good is the knowledge 
That disappears by a slight provocation? 


KC says try to recognize a true saint 
Beware of idlers and robbers in orange garb. 


They wear a saint's dress and deceive ` 
KC says they have robbed the country clean. 


KC says a true saint does not keep money 
Those who give money to them will suffer. 


KC says don't think in vain 
You will get what you deserve. 


Forget the meaningless and focus on yourself 
KC says this opportunity is slipping out of your hand. 


KC says there are many religions in this world 
The religion that reveals the truth is the best. 


Kings and beggars will go as you and I 
KC says in this world nothing is permanent. 


KC says think of your own progress while the going is good 
You will never know when death hovers over your head. 


This precious body is the result of previous deeds 
KC says make the most of it by remembering God. 


KC says you must treat joys and sorrows alike 
They are two sides of the same coin. 


He who dissolves in the love of God 
& KC says God is with him always. 


KC says Sorrow is in going against the current 
Swim with the current and enjoy. eternal bliss. 


God is everywhere but we cannot see 
KC says only a few have the eye to perceive. 
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Renounce desires and meditate on God 
KC says that is the essence of all religion. 


The human form is a valuable cup 
KC says fill it with divine love. 


KC says I am intoxicated with His name 
Drinking the wine I have been enlightened. 


Maya is the illusion that has robbed the world 
KC says understand this and save yourself. 


KC says let the tongue taste the name of God 
It will then not crave for anything else. 


The world is a mirage; Rama is the truth 
KC says the world is His game. 


Without devotion and love there is no salvation 
Without knowledge you can’t see Him right in front of you. 


Company of saints has all the advantages 
KC says keep their company for your own sake. 


Why wander from door to door 
KC says seek Him within. 


Maya imprisons you in 84 lakh births 
KC says go to the guru and tear the chains apart. 


The world seeks Him here and there in vain 
Why not remove the dark glasses and see Him everywhere. 


Think of something that can still the mind 
KC says in the still water you will see your Self. 


The formless God appears in all forms 
KC says He is all that is visible. 


The yogi is busy doing yoga, the wise in accumulating knowledge 
KC says a combination of both is the path to attain. 


Those who devote themselves to God and sing his praise 
KC says they get across without much effort. 


Playing the flute and singing the song 
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KC chants Omkar to cross the dual throng. 


She adorned herself to meet her beloved in the garden 
And there he met her halfway in the form of a gardener. 


KC says why are you so proud of your possessions? 
What did the king of Lanka take with him in the end? 


KC says all have gone from this world 
What are you in comparison with Bhima and Arjuna? 


KC says involved in love of illusion you have forgotten God 
You have millstones round your neck, how will you swim across? 


Don’t fret over what you’ve lost 
KC says it is a reminder to remember Him. 


I long to see my Lord and cannot rest without 
The eyes that see Him are worth keeping. 


Strange is the desire to meet Him 
The more I see the more I want. 


KC says you have wasted your life seeking him 
He resides in your bosom and shows up on his own. 


KC says God is like the rays of the sun 
He is everywhere unless you close the door. 


This puppet made of five elements is called man 
KC says Rama pervades in every fibre of his being. 


He is in every grain of sand 
KC says He alone will go with you to the other land. 


Dissolve yourself in His being 
KC says that is called love. 


Why pride on wealth, woman, property and son? 
KC says only thing worthwhile is God’s name. 


Many will be your friends in joy, not in sorrow 
KC says who do you call your mother, father and brother? 


All friends are temporary and false 
KC says only God stands by you in thick and thin. 
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KC says why not love the friend 
Who provided even before your birth? 

Don't waste your time on fair weather friends 
Who flock around you in joy and run away in sorrow. 
The criterion of a friend is who stands by you 
KC says there is none that will go with you in the end. 


KC says long for a true friend day and night 
Living he lives in you and accompanies you in heaven. 


KC says a true friend is one who makes everyone happy 
Surrender your self completely to him. 


When you think of judging others 
KC says look at yourself first. 


Remember him within and be compassionate without 
KC says this is the secret of attaining Him. 
KC says in love never ask for anything 
Only beggars are known for asking. 
If you must beg, beg of Him 
He has long arms to give. 
KC says chant his name 
All else is futile. 
Your God is within you; what are you seeking 
KC says just know that you and your God are one. 


God's name is the touchstone; man is iron 
KC says one touch will make him gold. 


outside? 


KC says heaven is inside you 
Just bend your head and see. 
He is in Kashi Mathura Dwarika and everywhere 
KC says but tell me, did you find him anywhere: 
in search of Him 


Why go from post to pillar 
Who resides in the temple of your heart? 


He is the light that brightens up the sky 
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KC says that light is in you so why go away? 


KC says you did not remember God in this life 
You’ve sold a precious diamond for dirt. 


Hari’s name is the essence of human life 
KC says it comes and goes with you to the other world. 


KC says His name is the only eternal thing 
All else is momentary like a bubble. 


Hari’s name is the kalpa vriksha —— 
KC says it will grant all your wishes. 


KC says Aum is the supreme name 
It gives meaning to the meaningless man. 


KC says His name cures all ailments 
Lust, anger, lust, attachment and greed. 


There is no donor like you, nor beggar like me 
KC says I have recognized this and come to you. 


Getting involved in sensual pleasures life goes waste 
KC says what good is human birth if it has to be lived like 
animals? 


KC says shun lust, greed, anger and attachment 
They are your enemies in the guise of friends. 


Compassion in the heart and politeness in interaction 
KC says the great are recognized by their humility. 


He is the fragrance in flowers, the heat in the sun 
He is in the lover, the beloved and in love. 


Keeping locks on the head and smearing ashes on the body 
KC says this is how a crow tries to become a swan. 


They wear the dress of saints but have no restraint 
KC says they are only deceiving the world. 


The world is burning in the furnace of anxiety 
KC says he who takes shelter in God's name is free from it. 


KC says control lust, anger, pride and greed 
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They are your enemies even if they pretend to be friends. 


Virtue, love and polite speech are qualities of a saint 
KC says their hearts are as innocent as babes. 


KC says the name of God washes away the sin 
Remember God; that is the greatest wisdom. 


Remembering God you will succeed in your ventures 
KC says the secret of success is the name of Hari. 


Foolish are those who get entangled with illusion. 
KC says they are born and they die again and again. 


KC says the fool does not think of God 
He wants to cross the river without the boatman. 


KC says you did not remember God in this life 
You’ve sold a precious diamond for dirt. 


Hari's name is the ship; the sensible get in it 
KC says they are carried across effortlessly. 


KC says this world is like a paper boat 
The slightest wind will drown it. 
He is in the fire and in the air is He - 
He is in all life; very few can see. 
He is in the flowers and in the fruits is He 
He is one manifest in all and sundry. 
He is in everything the all-pervading light 
Like the earthen pot made of earth beneath. 


He is the beginning, the end and all between 
KC says it's Him that I seek. 


Remember Him within and be compassionate without 
KC says this is the secret of attaining Him. 

in love never ask for anything 

known for asking. 


KC says 
Only beggars are 


If you must beg, beg of Him 
He has long arms to gie. 
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You are the merciful lord who forgives the sinners 
KC prays to the benevolent lord to forgive him. 


KC says chant His name 
All else is futile. 


Your body is Kashi, your mind is Mathura 
KC says take a dip in the river of knowledge. 


Dwarika is in your heart where Krishna lives 
KC says why do you need to go astray? 


The heart is purified in the company of saints 
KC says don’t go where the mind is polluted. 


KC says speak sweetly; it costs nothing 
But you can win the whole world. 


Drop by drop fills the pot 
So also accumulate good deeds. 


Your God is within you; what are you seeking outside? 
KC says just know that you and your God are one. 


KC says don’t grow like a palm 
That gives neither water nor fruit. 


Grow like a mango tree 
That gives fruit and rest to travelers. 


What are you so proud of? 
Even the ten-headed Ravana is no more. 


God's name is the touchstone; man is iron ' 
KC says one touch will make him gold. 


The wealthy have grown rich exploiting the poor 
What good is their prayer for forgiveness? 


Kashi, Sarawati, all pilgrims and prayers 
Cannot match the heart that yearns for Him. 


I cannot rest without seeing your sight 
There is no sleep in the endless night. 


Your melody has sunk in my brain 
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Nothing else appeals to me again. 


Mohan has come to stay in my heart 
I am Mohan's most humble servant. 


I am waiting for you with a pounding heart 
I chant your name with every breath. 


You are the benevolent Lord 
KC knows no other saviour. 


You are in everyone; your love flows like a river. 
You are the breath of life, the support of the world. 


Your glory is spread in all the three worlds 
KC says you are pervading the entire universe. 


Where can I go; where are you not? 
I pray to you; you are my only master. 


Great souls remain untouched by the world like a lotus in a pond. They 

are more concerned with the kingdom of heaven within them than the 

empires outside. The saints have pure hearts. Their speech is the. 
expression of that purity. It crosses all boundaries of class and region. 

They are not prisoners of narrow-mindedness, but they wish, pray and 

work for common good. The Veda says: 


Yastu sarvaani bhootaani aatmanyeva bhoota vijaanatah ! 
Tatra kah mohaa kah $okah aikatwamanupa syatah !! 


Saints follow the sermons of the Lord in letter and spirit. The secret of 
their greatness lies in this unconditional obedience. 


Today our country is not free and we want to regain our lost freedom. 
Our ideals are universal love and universal brotherhood. Independence 
based on these principles can be long lasting. Gandhiji also professes the 
same ideals. True saints don’t hold anything against their worst enemies. 


It is true that the country enslaved for centuries has no patience with 
hollow assertions of ‘brahma satyam jagan mithya’. The country wants 
to listen to the war cry and bugles of victory. But you need caution with 
bravado. The saints inspire us to develop a national character, which 
leaves no scope for despondence. 
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Where there is good sense there is wealth 
Where there is stupidity there is deprivation. 


Slavery is a curse; freedom a boon 
A bird in a golden cage would prefer to be free. 
The slave is a sinner, an atheist, and a sick man 
He is inferior, poor, weak and full of sorrow. 

The sign of a slave is that he speaks a foreign language, 
He wears an alien dress and behaves unlike himself. 
Your own religion, your karma, your knowledge 
And your mantra will make you free with dignity. 
What would a slave do in heaven? 

I want my freedom be it in hell. 

He who eats meat, drinks alcohol and looks at another woman 
He is worse than thieves and robbers and his life goes waste. 
As long as you are slaves you have to bear ignominy 
Even if you claim you are the descendants of the saints. 


These are also the thoughts of saints. They are vibrant and dignified. 
The world is an illusion but that does not mean that you will not try to 
achieve independence. Yati Kishore Chandra composed poetry that is 
inspiring and spiritual at the same time. You have tasted the beauty of his 
couplets that are crisp and lucid. Here is a glimpse of his verse. 


Bhajan Amrit Paan 


O God! Take me across! 

You have come to our rescue whenever we were in trouble. 
This is the land of rishis; save it from its present crisis. 
Give us the boon of freedom and take away our chains 

You made a promise in the Gita; please fulfill it 
You are the Maker; Come once again to this land. 


Bhajan 


Life is invaluable! O man, life is precious. 
Life is a treasure; find God in it. 
Offer life to God and attain liberation. 
Don’t waste it; life in invaluable. 
Why go around deceiving your self and others 
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By pretending to be bigger than you are? 
You will be exposed; life is precious. 
Be honest and loving; love God 
Join the gang of lovers and rejoice 
The world comes and goes like river water 
Life is the story of Rama; live it fully 
Don’t mix poison in it; life is invaluable. 


Bhajan 


Sing songs of the beloved, O man. 

Don't forget truth involved in the false world. 
This world is temporary, don't get involved. 
It is only an inn; God's home is your real abode. 
Nothing will go with you; shun attachment. 
Make good use of the human form 
It is the boat that will ferry you across. 
Shun deceit dishonesty; just love truly. 


Bhajan 


Namo sriganesam namo sriganesam ! 
Namaami prabho dehi prajgyaam visésam !! 
Namo siddhidaataa namo buddhi daataa ! 
Namo jgyaana vijgyaana vidyaa vidhaataa !! 
Namo vighnahaaree namo modakaaree ! 


Love 


Love is the door to virtue 
Love spreads goodness all around 
He who is without love . 

Is a dead weight on the earth. 


Ghazal 


God is in every being; see Him anywhere 
Look within and find Him there 
He who looks inside and finds Him 
Is a true Brahmin, a Krishna, a Vishnu. 
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Find Rama by cleaning your body inside out 
Love is the live wire that connects you with Him. 
The highest religion is compassion 
Without God’s compassion where would you be? 
KC says sadhu is one who finds Him everywhere 
That is possible only if he cleans his instrument properly. 


Bhajan 


Remember Rama in every breath. 
Remember Rama day and night. 
Rama gives freedom 
Rama gives happiness 
Rama comes to your rescue 
Rama helps you conquer lust. 
Learn to live from Rama 
Do your karma without pride 
Conquer the enemy with determination. 
In the end when Yama sends for you 
Think of Rama and go to heaven. 


Bhajan 


Sing Govind’s praise day and night. 
Surrender your heart at his feet. 
Shun lust, anger, attachment and greed 
Those who chanted His name 
Have not returned to this world. 

KC says that’s the way to salvation. 


Bhajan Lal Kaharwa 


How to find Him? 
I looked in Mathura and Kashi 
I looked in Mecca and Medina 
O fool! Why didn’t you look inside? 
That’s where He resides. 
He is everywhere; 


CC-0.Panini Kanya Maha Vidyalaya Collection. 


[Part - Six Digiti Arya Samaj Foundation Chennai and eGangotri 455) 


In water, land and air. 
KC has found Him and is free 
From the cycle of birth and death. 


Bhajan Prabhati Dadra Kaharwa 


Why have you forgotten the human body? 
That you got after nine months in the womb 
You spent your childhood crying 
You wasted your youth in games 
You gave yourself to lust 
In old age you got bogged down with worry 
In the end you have nothing but regret. 
KC says now you are in the grip of Yama. 


Prabhati Dadra Kaharwa 


Why have you gone astray? 
Are you lame that you have not gone on pilgrimage? 
Have you ever fed a hungry man? 
Have you ever sung a devotional songs? 
KC says you have been engrossed in maya 
Now you will remain in it 
Coming and going again and again. 


Bhajan Prabhat 


You have not known the value of your human form. 
You got lost in the physical pleasures. 
You considered your family your own 
None of them will stand by you. 
You entertained lust, anger and greed 
You dressed and adorned your body 
Thinking the frame was all ; 
And never looked for the deity within 
KC says maya is deceptive 
There is still time; wake up. 
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Ghazal 


Give up lust and remember God 
Keep the strings of the instrument tuned 
Think of women as mother or sister 
Learn celibacy from Shukdev 
Knowledge dispels darkness 
This is my appeal to the youth 
You are Gods incarnate; why bother about senses? 
Practise brahmacharya says Brahmachari KC 
This will lead you to salvation. 


Ghazal 


It is time to awaken the sleeping people 
Make loud sounds so that they wake up. 
Show the right path to those who have gone astray 
Shake them who are lost in illusion 
Tell them to invest soundly in good deeds 
Bear temporary pain to attain eternal joy 
Shun hatred and jealousy 
And spread only love. 

Work for everyone's peace and happiness 
Struggle to make India free 
KC says first remember God 
And be content with what you have. 


Bhajan Prabhati 


Wake up, O man, you have been sleeping since long 
You have forgotten everything engrossed in maya. 
You have lost sight of the purpose of your life 
You have got lost in lust and pride 
You have forgotten your creator 
You will achieve nothing by daily dips in Ganga 
If you don't cleanse your mind 
KC says this opportunity will not come again 
You will reap what you have sown. 
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Bhajan Raga Pilu 


We may be wrong but we are yours, O God! 
Take us in your lap, O dear father! 
We know we have not obeyed you 
Now we beg forgiveness for our sins 
You are known to come to your devotee's rescue 
KC chants your name; please reveal yourself to him. 


Ghazal 


I have found Him in my heart 
My body has become a temple of God 
The shell had her mouth open 
And the raindrop fell in it 
And one drop became the ocean 
All distinctions have dissolved 
The master and disciple are one 
I see Him when I look at myself 
There is only love everywhere. 

The difference between lover and beloved has gone 
I don’t know where He begins and I end 
Love is the temple of the living God 
Now who do I pray to? 

The drop has become the ocean. 


Shree Ganga Stuti Chhand 


In Praise of Ganga 
I salute Ganga, the queen of the world. 
I salute Ganga, the mother of the universe. 
May Ganga live for ever and ever. 
I salute Ganga, the path to salvation. 
I salute Ganga, the form of the formless god. 
May Ganga live for ever and ever. 
I salute Ganga, the beautiful 
I salute Ganga, the powerful 
I salute Ganga, the compassionate mother. 
I salute Ganga who washes our sins away. 
May Ganga live for ever and ever. 
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Bhagirathi Mahima 


Friends! I will tell you my story 
The story of my reform 
I was a sinner; had no fear of death 
All I loved was the Ganga 
I lived in Hardwar or Rishikesh 
But I was a demon in human form 
I kept adding to my sins 
And never sat with sages and saints. 
All the great sinners were nothing 
In comparison to the sinner I was. 
Never did I pray or worship 
I was more dead than alive. 

All I thought was of my comforts 
Never once of He who provided them 
However, I loved the Ganga 
I liked to spend time near it. 

I admired its beauty and music 
I listened to it with enthusiasm 
Twenty-four years I spent 
On the banks of Shree Ganga. 
Lo and behold! Ganga has washed 
All my sins away. 

The hardened sinner has turned a saint! 
KC says it’s a miracle fro sure 
That’s the power of Ganga galore. 


Aarati Shiv, Shambhu Mahadev Ki 


O Shiv Omkari! 
Har Har Om Shiv Omkari! 


22€ 
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< Chapter Eighty-Six > 


Lion in Moni River 


He who gives up violence in thought, speech and action 
KC says lions and snakes don’t touch such a person. 


ix miles from Dehradun towards Saharanpur there is an extremely 

beautiful spot with tall mountains on either side, clear water springs 
and streams and lush green grass on the earth make it very attractive. In 
this garden there is a small temple of Chanra Mani Mahadev. It is said 
that once upon a time Parshuram used to live here and Karna used to 
come here to learn archery from him. The guru had drawn a boundary 
line to test his skills that has increased the importance of this beautiful 
spot. Swami Madhwanand had made his hut here and Yatiji had come to 
stay with him. He was returning to his place and had boarded a train. A 
passenger sitting next to him asked, “Maharaj, where are you going?” 


Yatiji said, “I will get down at Raiwala and go to Rishikesh from there on 
foot.” 


“I also want to go to Rishikesh. Why don’t we go to Rishikesh via 
Hardwar?” 


“T have to go to Rishikesh.” 

"What's your name?" 

"Brahmachari Krishnanand." 

"Great! You appear to be a Gujarati." 
"Yes, I belong to Bhavnagar, Kathiawar.” 
“Where are you coming from?” 


"Lam coming from Baldev Singh’s house in Dalniwala and am going to 
Hardwar.” 


Their conversation was interrupted as the train stopped at Raiwala station 
and Yatiji got down and Brahmachari ji went to Hardwear in the same 
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train. Yatiji kept chanting the name of God as he walked to the Sat- 
Narayan temple, which is on the Hardwar-Rishikesh Road. This place 
in the foothills of Himalayas is full of rivers and streams. Yatiji saw a 
confluence of two rivers a few yards away from the temple. He rested 
there and kept admiring the natural beauty. It was getting late; the sun 
had set and the night would fall soon. Yatiji thought that it is not wise to 
go through the dense jungle at night; his Nag Kuti is nearby. So why not 
spend the night there and go to Rishikesh in the morning. He started 
walking towards his hut. He had to cover a distance of seven miles 
through the forest and he reached Nag Kuti by midnight. 


In the morning at about eight o’clock, Yatiji was standing outside his hut 
when he saw the same Gujarati gentleman walking towards Hardwar. 


He called out to him, “Brahmachari ji!” 


He turned to look and recognized Yatiji. He said, “You were going to 
Rishikesh? Good, you didn’t go. Now we will both go together, and I will 
show you a place that you will love." 


*Good! I will be grateful to see that place. When should we start?" 
“Tomorrow.” 

“Good, but we will walk all the way along the Ganga.” 

“Okay.” 


The next day, Yatiji and Brahmachari ji started walking along the banks 
of the Ganga. They reached Rishikesh at ten in the night enjoying the 
scenic beauty all the way. They were tired and hungry. They stayed the 
night at the temple. Yatiji had milk and Brahmachari ji had a full meal. 
They slept well after a tiring day. 


In the morning Yatiji reminded Brahmachari ji about his promise to show 
hima beautiful place. They decided to go there immediately. After walking 
some distance, they reached Moni ki Reti. Once upon a time, there was 
a famous Shatrughan temple and some huts of sadhus; the rest of it was 
all forest. But now ariver flows in the rainy season which is dry throughout 
the rest of the year. There is a chalk factory 4 mile away from the river. 
This river was formed between two tall mountains and the water of the 
river flowed up to the chalk factory and got absorbed in it. As the friends 
kept walking they came to a spot where the two mountains had merged 
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into one and only a small outlet for water was there. 


The sun had not yet risen; and even if it had, the tall mountains were 
blocking the view. It was the month of Kartik and the weather was quite 
cool. Krishnanand climbed a mountain and looked in all directions. He 
said, Maharaj! I can’t find the place I wanted to show you; it’s got 
covered by thick foliage.” 


“That’s no problem,” Yatiji said, “We will have a bath and then go back.” 
Yatiji sat down to meditate after his bath and then they started walking 
in the direction of Lakshman Jhula. Suddenly, Krishanand stopped short 
and said, "Kehari lion!" Yatiji saw a ferocious lion drinking water in the 
river about 400 steps away from them. He said, “Carry on walking. He 
is drinking water; there is nothing to fear.” 


Krishnanand was petrified. He held Yatiji’s arm. As soon as Krishnanand 
changed his position, the lion looked up turning his tail up as a bow. 


Yatiji continued to walk at the same speed as before. When the lion saw 
Yatiji he lowered his tail and went back to drinking water. Yatiji understood 
the secret but kept walking at the same speed. They had hardly taken 
20-25 steps forward when the lion finished drinking water and went 
away quietly. After a long time, Krishnanand heaved a sigh of relief and 
said, “Maharaj! What is the mystery? The lion was all set to attack us. 
Then how come he changed his mind?" 


"Krishnanand, you don't have full faith in God otherwise you wouldn't 
ask this question nor would you hide behind me in fear. Everything in this 
world happens by His Will. He has not created living beings to eat each 
other but to live in harmony with one another." 


AO 
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Chapter Eighty Seven D> 


Yogic Miracle 


KC says nothing is impossible for a yogi 
He acquires the divine power to do anything. 


he devotees had to face many difficulties to come to Nag Kuti. So 

they urged Yatiji to live closer to them. Now, he started living in the 
Belwala jungle instead of the Bhaupat jungle. The devotees could come 
here more easily. 


Yatiji lived in the lap of nature in Belwala; the walls of his hut were the 
four directions; the roof was the blue sky and the floor was the bank of 
Neel Dhara. He hung a hammock on a wood apple tree and spent his 
time doing yoga. He would be absorbed in his meditation even though 
the devotees crowded the place, most of them enchanted by his strange 
dwelling place. Yatiji had inscribed Aum on practically every leaf of the 
tree.; this was another attraction for the devotees. 


One day, in the rainy season, when the river was in spate sixty-seventy 
devotees sat in a boat to cross Neel Dhara. They went to Chandi Mandir 
and were standing on the bank of Ganga waiting to cross it. The current 
was very strong; the rains had intensified the fury of water. Huge trees 
were Swept in the rush of water. 


The devotees were wondering how they would reach home. It was 
already getting dark. The boatmen were not prepared to take the risk of 
taking their boats into such a fierce current. And, there was no other 
route leading to the town. 


Pundit Hari Prasad Mishra of Kankhal had some relatives in the gro? 
of devotees. He was worried about them and came to see the situation: 
He saw them waiting on the other shore of Ganga. He knew it W85 no 
possible to cross the river in this state. 


He went to Yatiji and expressed his consternation on the plight of the 
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devotees. Yatiji said, “Mishra ji, in my opinion these people should spend 
the night there and return only in the morning. By then the water will 
recede.” 


“You are very right, Yatiji, but how should we convey this to them?” 


He had barely spoken these words when the devotees started taking 
their place in the boats. The boats were packed to capacity. He heard 
slogans: “Bol Chandi Mai ki Jai!” 


“Come on, start the boat,” they said. 


The boatmen were hesitating; they would look at their boats and then at 
Ganga. They said, “Our job is to row the boat, but we know it cannot 
take the strong current of the Ganga.” 


“You mean we will have to stay here the whole night?” 


“What can I say?” said the boatman, “But I know the boat is far too 
weak in the face of such a current. I am helpless.” 


“You are making excuses,” said some of the pilgrims anxious to return 
home. “Our relatives will be worried; we must go back.” 


“We have no problem with the boat, but if it gets blown with the current 
what will happen?” 


“That is not your problem. We will perish. You start the boat.” The 
boatmen tried to dissuade them but they were adamant. Finally, the 
boatmen took the rudders in hand. Bhagirathi was even more furious; 
the current had become stronger and the trees were falling as though 
the contractor had taken the contract to bring down the entire forest. 


Bolo Chandi Devi ki jai! 
Bolo Ganga Matyya ki jai!! 
Mishra ji was watching the whole scene helplessly from the other shore. 
“Who can put sense into their foolish heads? Why can’t they spend one 
night there?” Mishra ji was perturbed. The boat left the shore, and what 
was expected happened. The boat man Jost control on the boat against 
the fierce current. The slogans died down giving way to an eerie silence. 
Hari Prasad cried out helplessly, “Yatiji! Yatiji!! The boat has gone.” 


“Where?” 
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Yatiji saw the boat was out of control and the boatman had given up 
hope and seemed to be praying to an invisible power for help. 


He said, “Don't panic, Mishraji. God will take care." 


Then he stood up. He looked at the boat with full concentration and 
chanted the Tarak Mantra three times. He held the boat in the grip of his 
yogic power and began to pull it. 


The boat came on shore. The boatmen were too upset and the pilgrims 
had also lost all hope of survival. But, the boat reached safely. Mishraji 
fell at Yatiji's feet and said, "Bhagwan, you have saved my family!" 


The Indian history is full of stories of this kind, which are considered 
supernatural by Indians and mere mythology by westerners. But the 
truth is that yogis do acquire supernatural powers. 


Maharaj Parikshat was a stillborn baby; he was to be the only heir of the 
Pandavas and this news was shocking and spread gloom all around. At 
that time, Yogi Anand Kand infused life in the dead child by his yogic 
power. 


eee *99 999 


A fierce battle was going on in Kurukshetra. Seven soldiers captured 
Abhimanyu and killed him. Arjuna vowed to kill the sinner Jaidrath by 
the evening or burn himself alive. Arjuna had taken the vow irrationally, 
but Yogiraj knew he could not kill Jaidrath in that short period. Not that it 
was impossible for Arjuna to kill him; that was no big deal, but he knew 
that Duryodhana would hide him in such a protected place from where 
Arjuna would not be able to get him. Arjuna was killing enemies right 
left and centre in the battlefield, but his prey was not there. While Arjuna 
was looking for Jaidrath, Krishna was worried of what would happen 
after two hours. Just one hour before sunset, the great yogiraj used his 
yogic powers and pulled Jaidrath out of his protective enclosure and 
brought him right in front of Arjuna. Arjuna fulfilled his promise. 


The Pandavas were in the jungle; they were royal beggars those days. 
Rishi Durwasa came to the jungle with his thousand disciples. It was the 
duty of the Pandavas to extend their hospitality to their guru, but they 
had nothing. The same yogiraj, Sri Krishna came to their rescue. Rishiraj 
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went with his group to the river to have a bath and did not return to the 
hut of Dharmaraj. It is written in the Mahabharata that Bhagwan Krishna 
put one grain of rice in his mouth and that satiated the entire group. 


This was a unique manifestation of his yogic power. 


ooo eee eee 


Rishi Dayanand was traveling in Uttrakhand. A terrible storm came 
while he was climbing up a mountain. He stopped and raised his arm 
and said, “Stop!” and the storm calmed down at once. 


Guru Nanak had gone with his disciple Mardana to Hasan Abdal in the 
western frontier, where a Wali used to live. A beautiful stream flowed 
from the same mountain. Gurudev felt thirsty and sent Mardana to fetch 
water from the stream. Wali was aware of the Guru's miraculous 
powers. He taunted Mardana, “Go and tell your guru if he has the power 
he should tell the water to come to him." Guruji pulled the water to him 
in spite of all efforts of Wali to pull it back. In desperation Wali pushed a 
huge rock towards the Guru to crush him. But Guru Nanak raised his 
hand and stopped the mountain with the rock from falling. This was his 
yogic power. 


toe eee eee 


Baba Sundemath was a famous yogi in north India. It is said about him 
that he could be seen at different places at the same time. Once he was 
sitting in meditation on the banks of the Ganga in Tehri Garhwal when a 
group of naughty boys came that way. They started teasing him but 
Babaji did not move. Then they threw stones at him; he süli did not 
move. Then they pricked thoms in his skin; he did not move. Finally, they 
collected sticks and decided to burn him as they thought he was dead. 
Some officials happened to pass by and they chased the kids away. 
They appointed police to guard him day and night. 

After two days while the police guard was in place. Babaji disappeared 
Physically through meditation. The police tried their best to find him but 
in vain. Many days later someone brought the information that be was 
Seen in Badrinath. This is also a yogic power. 


444 ee 
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Kabir was dear to Hindus and Muslims alike. When he discarded his 
body his disciples picked up a fight on the issue whether his body should 
be cremated or buried. When they tore the shroud in their tug-of-war 
they found that there was only a heap of flowers under it. This is also 
yogic power. 


e *99 999 


Swami Ramteerth said in his speech in America that when Lord Krishna 
used to play his flute people would come to listen to him against their 
wish as though he was pulling them towards him. The Americans scoffed 
at this statement. The next day, he stopped suddenly in the middle of his 
discourse and started walking in one direction. Now, Ram was walking 
in front and the intellectuals were following him. 


eee *99 999 


The famous Tailang Swami of Kashi was a great yogi and the living 
free. Once he was standing on the bank of River Triveni when a boat 
full of people was caught in a storm. He pulled the boat out of it with his 
yogic power. The passengers asked him about the secret. He said, “All 
human beings have this power but they chase transient desires, They 
don't think of their own progress. If only they would spend a fraction of 
their energy on God they will attain Him and nothing remains impossible 
for him." 


This Tailing Swami had stopped wearing clothes totally. The government 
put him in a prison. In the morning the jailer saw the lock on the gate in 
tact but Swami ji was strolling outside. The jailer was shocked to See 
this. Swami ji said, "Saheb, you can't bind a person with lock and key 
otherwise man would escape from the jaws of death." 


It is said that Parmahansa Swami Vishuddhanand was explaining the 


function of various parts of the body by taking off each part from hus 
body one by one. 


Goswami Tulsidas is said to have revived many dead persons with his 
yogic power. Shankaracharya could get into the body of a dead king 
with his yogic power. Raja Yayati could bring back his youth in his old 
age with his yogic power. Sprinkling Ganga water on a dead body and 
bringing it back to life is a common event in Indian history. This is possible 
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only through yogic power. 


Man has infinite possibilities that are lying dormant. We have no idea 
what they are. That is why we feel surprised at these events. If we 
activate our hidden potentialities through sadhana all the secrets will be 
revealed to us. We often dismiss these events as myths not because 
they are unscientific or untrue but because we are unaware and ignorant. 


Superstition has distorted our thinking and made us weak. We have lost 
self confidence and our life has become artificial. European culture has 
provided many facilities for physical comfort but has robbed us of our 
spiritual strength. 


Therefore, it is possible that you may read or hear of these powers and 
scoff at them but there is nothing unscientific or unnatural about them. 
And a day will soon come when science will be surprised to know that 
what they are discovering now has been discovered long before. 


22600 
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Chapter Fighty Eight > 


The Singer 


Land to water and water to land; this goes on happening 
Then what makes you proud; Remember Him in joy and sorrow. 


t poured heavily in Uttrakhand the year 1927. They say it rained as 
uch as it had perhaps rained when Krishna had lifted the mountain 
and Indra was angry, five thousand years ago. Nonetheless, it rained 
cats and dogs this year too. Yatiji's hut was on the bank of the river. The 
sun was about to set and the clouds reigned over the skies. 


After spending its fury the clouds relaxed and took a break. The dark 
clouds wandered leisurely hovering over the tall mountains. A soft drizzle 
on Ganga water threw up tiny luminous sparks brightened by the orange 
glow of the setting sun. Within minutes the last traces of light also 
disappeared. In the dark night Indra made its presence felt through loud 
thunder and blinding lightning. Other than that all that could be heard 
was the pitter-patter of rain falling on various things. 


It rained the whole night. Bhagirathi swelled up and soon reached close 
to Yatiji’s hut. The feeble hut could not take the onslaught of the river for 
long. But, Yatiji was practical enough to have made his hut under a tree 
and the rain did not directly fall on it and damage it. However, the water 
rising from the river overburdened with water coming from Narayana, 
Gangotri and Kedarnath came in its new form into Hardwar. 


The next day it rained for twelve hours at a stretch. The sun had to run 
away and hide its face. The battlefield had been taken over by Indra 
who showered with a vengeance. At last by evening the sun appeare 
May be this was also planned by Indra to take stock of the damage of 
perhaps too see how far he had been victorious. 


Yaliji sat on his wooden bed in meditation singing devotional songs: He 
saw that his hut had water all around; it had become a tiny island. He 
saw only water as far as his could see. The water level was rising 8? 
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soon it came up to the bed. Yatiji’s property consisted of a few books, an 
iktara, (a single-stringed musical instrument), some grams and gur. He 
took all this and went on top of the roof of the hut. As he glanced at the 
Ganga he saw homes, animals, and cattle floating in it. It seemed as 
though it had swept away the whole villages and was carrying them. 


Yatiji started playing on his iktara and singing: 


All is destructible; don't feel proud 
Chant His name in joy and sorrow. 


Very soon the hammock also floated in water. Yatiji thought the tree was 
also not safe in this violent flood. He tied his possessions in a piece of 
cloth and began to climb down singing: 


The day laughs, the night weeps 
Life slips moment by moment 
It can break any moment 
Chant His name in joy and sorrow. 


The hut went with the water and so did Yatiji. All around people were 
being swept away with their animals and children and all their possessions. 
There was a bedlam of screams and shouts, desperate people calling 
out to their relatives. It was a deluge in Panchpuri, Jagjitpur and Kankhal. 
The kind that had never been heard of before. Indra Devta was not to 
blame; that is his job; but that the life saving Ganga was taking lives was 
hard to believe. 


His hut was being taken by the waves and Yatiji was standing on it. He 
could hear everything; he saw the storm in its fury, but it did not create 
another storm inside him. He kept singing: 


This world is no more than fiction 
It is like the flowing river. 
Only His name ts eternal 

Chant His name in joy and sorrow. 
The illusion of life and death 
Is like sun and shade. 
Collect all hues in one 
Chant His name in joy and sorrow. 


In the same position, he passed by Kankhal. People saw this unique 
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scene from their rooftops. Each one was trying to save his own life; 
who had the gumpgutetion to come down to help someone? However, 
they did not miss the spectacle of a tall handsome saint floating on his 
hut in the Ganga. While the others were screaming in panic from a 
distance, he was singing merrily right in the middle of the storm. And 
how beautifully he sang! 


Land to water and water to land; 
This goes on happening 
Then what makes you proud? 
Chant His name in joy and sorrow. 
People remember Him in pain 
And forget Him in pleasure 
Remember Him everyday 
Chant His name in joy and sorrow. 


On his hut he went past Kankhal on the ever growing bosom of Ganga. 
He sang: 


When youth blossoms 
You swell in pride 
It will fall one day; think of that day 
Chant His name in joy and sorrow. 
Many brave have gone before you 
Many kings have left before you 
Who is immortal? Have you seen any? 

Chant His name in joy and sorrow. 


Now he was going towards the mango orchards of Jagjitpur. His hut 
floated under a huge mango tree that was bent with fruit. In a flash Yatiji 
got hold of the branch and climbed onto the tree. From there he saw his 
hut strike against a tree and tear into pieces. He prayed in gratitude, 
“Bhagwan! You are so compassionate; you have come to my rescue 
Before I was torn to bits like the hut, you saved me just in time.” He 
sang: 


It is a matter of a moment 
It flashes like lightning 
See the truth in it and 
Chant His name in joy and sorrow. 
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There is no substance in illusion 
Beware of its crafty delusion 
KC says cross the ocean in one leap 
Chant His name in joy and sorrow. 


RRA 
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«C Chapter Bight Nine > 


The Wheel of Purity 


KC says hold the flag of ‘krinwanto jagdaryam’ 
And march forward for the sake of your motherland. 


ati Kishore Chandra was not a hollow spiritualist. He was a 

karmayogi through and through. Although he was absorbed in his 
spiritual progress camping on the bank of the Ganga he had not once lost 
sight of his duty to his nation. But freedom was still far away. The 
goddess of freedom got scared of the atrocities that followed the untimely 
and unpractical Khilafat Movement. The storm of Gandhi came and 
passed off leaving the noise of caution behind. 


In the political field the Muslims became important. They were no more 
than pebbles on the roadside but now they were picked up and put into 
pockets. The very touch of the Mahatma made them significant. They 
were the down trodden dalits who didn't attract attention suddenly became 
important; Gandhi placed them on his forehead. Like a balloon they 
inflated and soared high. 


In the political field the Muslims were auctioned; the British offered a 
higher price. These wayside pebbles jumped out of Gandhi's pockets 
and fell at the feet of the British rulers. The country was caught in the 
fire of communalism. Mass murders took place in Amritsar, Saharanpur, 
Rawalpindi and Kohat. Hopes dashed to the ground. 


The Muslim leaders broke away from Gandhi one by one. The foundations 
of the Muslim League became strong in Amritsar, Saharanpur, Konak 
Rawalpindi and Malabar. 


Swami Shraddhanand followed by. Lala Lajpat Rai and Madan Mohan 
Malviya went ahead with their agitation. And far away from the jungle 
of Bhaupat, Yati Kishore Chandra also walked with them step by step. 
This great yogi who had dared to make his home in the dense jungle with 
wild animals as his companions was not at all scared of consequences. 
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He had spoken forcefully about freedom in Amritsar when even a mention 
of it was considered a crime; he had hoisted the tricolour flag at the 
Lohgarh Gate of the holy city; he had faced the British soldiers in the 
streets of Chandni Chowk in Delhi. This brave soldier of Mother India 
now marched forward empowered by his wheel of purity and there was 
no doubt that he would succeed. 


And, he won. Millions of the neglected sons of India who have been 
tortured by the custodians of religion came with him under his banner. 
The whirlwind of purity spread across the length and breadth of the 
country. Thousands of Muslims from Aligarh, Hathrus, Agra, Kasgunj 
and other areas returned to Hindu religion. 


He had many followers spread across these regions who were inspired 
to return to their original religion by his presence and they came back. 
But, the custodians of religion did not accept them. The same people 
who had no qualms about drinking milk supplied by the Muslims refused 
to have anything to do these converts who had returned home. All 
because their religion would be polluted! There is a limit to stupidity and 
hypocrisy! 


TOON 
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The Bugle for Organization 


Trétaayaam mantra Sakti scha, jgyaana Saktih krite yuge ! 
Dwaapare yuddha Sakti scha, sanghe Sakti kalauyuge !! 


en a fast moving train stops suddenly the passengers get a jolt. 
That’s what happened to the fast-moving Non-cooperation 
Movement that came to a standstill suddenly. The Muslims deceived, 
they strengthened the League from the shelter of thé Congress; they 
took undue advantage of the Mahatma’s greatness, they became so 
bold that in Koknara session of the Congress, Mohammed Ali said publicly, 
“Let us divide the Harijans between us, Hindus and Muslims.” He wanted 
to do what Aurangzeb’s sword could not do. 


The Hindus mother is in prison; they are struggling for her freedom; 
their hearts are burning to get her free; and in this state they are willing 
to listen to anyone who mentions the word freedom. This is human nature; 
a hopeless person follows the slightest ray of hope. Thus, the country 
trusted the Muslims and they betrayed that trust. 


In the churning of the ocean after the wave of caution was put aside it 
brought up many gems but it also brought the poison of communalism 
with it. At such times, the Muslims flaunted the agreements made on 
paper ruthlessly. Gandhiji pleaded for caution and managed to get round 
some of them though they turned out to be hypocrites and soon left him 
high and dry by joining the traitors. 

The League was growing in full force, and Swami Shraddhanand had 
also started wielding his wheel of purity. Due to the reaction of the 
League the bugle of organization sounded in the whole country. Yati 
Kishore Chandra made valuable contributions to the task of organization. 
He had an intense desire to organize Hindus. This is evident from what 
he said in one of his speeches: 


“This is our country. Its name is Hindustan. Actually, this country has 
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three names: Aryavat is its cultural name; Bharatvarsh is its historica] 
name and Hindustan is its geographical name. 


We have been living here since the world was created. Bharat is our 
home. The Muslims can dream of Arab; he can go to Medina if there is 
trouble in India, but Hindus can't even dream of going anywhere else. 
This country that lies between Amarnath, Rameshwaram, Jagannath 
and Badrinath is the pious land of the Hindus. Today, all communities 
are trying to weaken us, but as long as we have the blood of our ancient 
sages, our brave soldiers coursing in our veins we will not let any harm 
come to our motherland. We know that we do not have weapons, we do 
not have armies, we do not have arms and ammunitions but we are 
fearless because we believe that if we go on the right path, there is no 
power that can üefeat us. 


We will organize ourselves, promise not to break anyone's head but to 
protect our own. We don't wish to progress at the cost of others’ progress; 
in fact our motto is that the entire world can benefit from the Hindu 
organization. We should learn one lesson from our satyagraha of the last 
five years that we must protect our self rule. It is not so difficult to attain 
self rule but it is more difficult to protect it. 


We want to assure the Congress that we have great respect for it. The 
Hindu Sangathan will not harm the Congress in any way. On the contrary, 
we believe that if the Hindus organize and the 28 crore Hindus join with 
the mainstream Hindus we can achieve freedom even without the support 
of the Muslims. We are not opposed to caution; we only want to awaken 
the spirit of Indians, which should be to follow the universal religion not 
only for attaining independence. Independence has to be gained with 
force. The lion rules in the jungle; who bothers about foxes? Guru Gobind 
Singh and Chhatrapati Shivaji achieved freedom not with the help of 
Muslims but in spite of them. We must win freedom if possible with 
them and if impossible without them. If the Muslims want to join the 
freedom struggle, they are welcome, if not we will still win freedom 
without them. What we need to do is organize the Hindus.” 


These words ring of self respect, patriotism and purity. 


Taking the example of the moving train, there comes a time when the 
line has to be changed otherwise there can be an accident. The yet 
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1925-26 was the year when the line was changed in the Hindu community. 
Yati Kishore Chandra sounded the bugle for that change and began to 
organize the Hindus. 


262 2620€ 
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Yatiji and Sanyas 


Kaamyaanaam karmanaam nyaasam sanyáasa kavayo viduh ! 


atiji and sannyas may have meaning for others but not for Yatiji, 
MN auc he had become a sannyasi from the moment he had entered 
this world. He was the same on the first day of his life as he was after 
crossing sixty-five rungs of the ladder of his life. He was barely four 
days old when his father, Chaturbhuj had offered him at the feet of god; 
at sixty five also he had surrendered himself to the same god. The 
definition of sannyas given in the Gita can be applied to every moment 
of his life. 


However, it is important to follow the tradition in order to keep it alive. 
And if the great men go against the tradition then we can't blame the 
common man. Traditionally, sannyas can be taken after successfully 
completing the first three phases of life: brahmacharya, grahastha and 
vaanprastha ashrams. Yatiji completed these three phases in his own 
unique way. In the first phase he was Phool Kunwar; in the second, 
Nand Kishore and in the third Kishore Chandra Yati. And now it was 
time to go into the final phase. 


Only a true guru can initiate you into sannyas. Yatiji’s guru was Omkara. 
Omkara was his friend, his parent and his guru. 


This godlike guru had been regulating all his actions and had bestowed 
on him everything. He was born and his father offered had him as flowet 
at the feet of the deity. God appeared in the form of a sadhu in a black 
blanket and gave him the name Phool Kunwar. 


Then he was transformed from Phool Kunwar to Brahmachari Nand 
Kishore by Vedya Shastri after he reached Hardwar braving the arduous 
journey from Kashi following his friend Ikling’s instructions given to him 
in a dream. The Brahmachari Nand Kishore changed into Yati Kishor’ 
Chandra chasing his friend Bhagya Chandra. Now he believed that God 
will come in one form or the other to initiate him into the last phase of his 
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life, sanyas. 


He was sitting in his hut doing his daily prayers. He spent most of his 
time singing devotional songs or helping people in need. Five six orphans 
stayed with him at any point of time and whoever else came there, was 
sure to receive a fistful of grams and some gur from Yatiji. 


Much before the formal initiation, Yatiji had lived the life of a sannyasin. 
All that the guru had to do was to find a new name for him and adorn the 
saffron robe on him with his own hands. So, Yatiji took all his worldly 
possessions, a few books, an earthen pitcher and an earthen cooking pot 
and went in search of his guru. The only cooked food he ate was khichri, 
a mixture of daal and rice. He took only one meal a day and if a hungry 
man came at his door before that, he would feed him first and eat 
whatever was left. 


An old mahatma started visiting Yatiji regularly these days. He was a 
scholarly karmayogi and Yatiji showed him the utmost respect. His 
feelings towards the karmayogi were reciprocal. He started coming to 
Yatiji regularly and what was really surprising was that he would come 
exactly at the time when it was time for Yatiji to eat his meager meal. It 
happened for five days in succession. The khichri was enough for one 
person only and the karmayogi would eat to his heart’s content not leaving 
a even grain of rice behind. 


When God tests his devotees he becomes very harsh; lets the devotee 
starve to death but he must scrape the pot clean. This is how Dhruva, 
Prahlad and others had to suffer at the testing times. Yatiji had infinite 
patience; he would willingly and happily serve the karmayogi day after 
day. 

Yatiji did not eat for five days at a stretch. Yogi ji would eat all the khichri 
and Yatiji would eat some grams with gur and drink water. Finally, Yogi 
ji gave him full marks. He said on the fifth day, “Oh, you haven't eaten 
anything! You are very Kripalu, very generous. You take pity on all beings. 
You have been feeding me khichri and not eating it don five days. I am 
pleased with you; I give you the name Kripalu Dev. 


Yatiji stood before him with folded hands and said, “Bhagwan, name isa 
Small matter; you are capable of changing everything. 


OOO 
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«C. Chapter Nine Two D> 


Swami Kripalu Dev 


Blessed is your patience and your earnestness 
You have the making of a god in human form. 


atiji was delighted to hear the words of Yogiji. He felt this was the 

time he had been waiting for. After all, God always appears through 
ordinary creatures to awaken extraordinary powers. Yatiji developed 
the respect due to a guru for yogiji. 
“Kripalu Dev, you have been a pure brahmachari and have never entered 
family life. So, why don’t you enter sannyas? I do believe that your life 
is that of a sanyassin, but I would like to see you take sannyas formally. 
The ideal of sannyas ashram is the loftiest. True patriots are always 
sanyyasins, yet sannyas stands for the complete annihilation of lust, anger, 
greed, attachment and pride. Although you have already renounced all 
these yet it is my wish that you take sannyas formally.” 


Yatiji became a sannyasin. He surrendered himself to his guru. Gurudev 
said, “My name is Chiddhan Dev and your name is Kripalu Dev.” 


Yatiji bent down and touched his feet and the karmayogi mahatma blessed 
him with his right hand. Yati Kishore Chandra thus became Sant Kripalu 
Dev. 


XC 
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Sant Kripalu Dev 


The All-India Pilgrim 
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To Kashmir with the Guru 


Atra vi snu sahasraak sah sahasra charane5vyayaa ! 
Sahasra Sirasah srimaanékaa pa syati maayayaa !! 


wami Chidhan Dev was an enlightened sage; he had knowledge of 

scriptures and was a karma-yogi sadhu. He was the disciple of 
Nirankari Baba Haridasji who is remembered in Punjab till date. Good 
conduct and scholarship are important but having a guru has its own 
special significance. Swami Chidghan Dev had acquired all that, plus he 
had the good fortune of having a great man as his guru. 


In this world one never knows how and when two people meet suddenly 
and become spiritually united. Not that Yatiji was waiting for someone 
like Swami Chidghan Dey, it was he who wanted to meet someone who 
could hold the torch of his glory after him. God bestows the divine power 
on yogis by which they can immediately get into the soul of a person and 
study him inside out. This divine power was bestowed on Vishwamitra 
who discovered Dashrath’s son Rama; this divine power was bestowed 
on Krishna who discovered the most deserving son of Kunti; the same 
power was given to Shakyamuni who chose the prince from among his 
other disciples; this power was given to Guru Ram Das to select Shivaji. 


Yogi Chidghan Dev saw devotion, compassion, love, trust, faith and 
determination in each grain of the khichri he ate from the royal beggar 
of Belwala forest. He found in him a deserving candidate who would 
take his mission forward. Yogiji belonged to Layalpur in Punjab. He had 
stayed in Hardwar for some time and wanted to return to his native 
place. 


The month of Vaisakh was almost over. One day, Yogiji said, “Kripalu 
Dev, I have been wanting to go to Kashmir for some time. Why don’t 
come along with me; the weather is good and there are many of my 
People are there?” 
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Yogiji said this and waited for a response. Sant ji said, “Gurudev, I am 
deeply grateful for your kind and loving invitation. I have been to Kashmir 
and I know it is as beautiful as you say, but the banks of the Ganga are no 
less peaceful." 


“Yes, it is peaceful, but now you are a sannyasin. You have love and 
devotion for the Ganga but you are also attached to it. You are an ascetic, 
` g religious wanderer; so what's the harm in going to Kashmir with me?" 


Sant Kripalu Dev ji kept quiet and silence is half assent. After some 
time, Yogiji said, “My followers have asked me to come and the climate 
of Kashmir will do me good. I plan to stay there for four to five months. 
After that if you want to return to the Ganga, you may do so.” 


They decided to go the next day. Both guru and disciple started from 
Hardwar. They changed train at Lahore and reached Jhandewala. Yogi 
Chidghan Dev had his seat in Chak 235 at Kot Daya Kishan near 
Jhandewala. He also had some private property there where he used to 
stay sometimes. Sant Kripalu Dev had no idea about it. They stayed 
there for three days before going to Rawalpindi. 


Sant Kripalu Dev was not unfamiliar with Kashmir. He had seen all the 
routes and had traveled by bus and on foot in these areas. Now he had 
come only to obey his guru’s command. 


They took a bus from Rawalpindi. Srinagar is 205 miles from Rawalpindi 
and the route is so hazardous that the driver can’t afford to take his eyes 
off the road even for a split second. On one side is the Jhelum River 
between sky-reaching mountains and the road is like a meandering blue 
line going through them. At times the climb is very steep. The entire 
stretch of 205 miles is a labyrinth of mountains and valleys. Considering 
such an arduous route it is amazing that the bus fare is as low as just 
four rupees, and the downhill journey can be made in eight annas only. 
In the beginning the fare was 75 rupees which was reduced to 35 and 
has now come down to just one or two rupees. 


Both the mahatmas reached Marree by ten o'clock where the bus 
stopped for half an hour. They reached Domail by evening; this is ihe 
confluence of Jhelum and Krishan Ganga. Night journey on this route t 
not allowed. There is a very nice inn for the travelers on the anks of 
Krishan-Ganga from where they get a beautiful view. The gur" an 
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disciple rested in the inn and bathed in the ice cold water of Krishan 
Ganga early in the morning. 


Gurudev said, “Kripalu Dev, don’t blame me for bring you away from 
Ganga; Ganga has come with you. The only difference is that was 
Bhagirathi Ganga and this is Krishan Ganga. “ 


“Gurudev, why is this called Krishan Ganga?” 


“The word Ganga means that which flows from the top to the bottom, 
and Krishan means black. The water of this river is slightly dark in color, 
hence it is called Krishan Ganga. In India we have always named things, 
places and people according to their qualities. All ancient names have 
meanings though now the trends have changed.” 


The bus started from Domail in the morning and reached Srinagar in the 
evening via Baramula. Though both the mahatmas had seen Srinagar 
earlier they drank deep the natural beauty of the place which is stunningly 
beautiful. The Kashmir valley was like a vast lake at one time. It is said 
that Kashyap Muni had dried the water at Baramula with his curse. 
That is why this region is called Kashmir. It has been the place of intense 
prayers and austerities of many ancient saints and ascetics. According 
to the Jaimani Purana, the Pandavas spent their fourteen years of exile 
in Kashmir. Various gods and goddesses made different temples and 
shrines in the beautiful valley. It is written in Neelmath Purana: 


Prithivyaam yaani terthaavi taavi ka sweera mamdale ! 

Kalhan has also written in his Rajtarangini: 
Cjakra bhriddhijayesaadi ke$avesaana bhoosite ! 

Tilan$o5pi na yatraasti prithivyaasteerthair bahikritah !! 
No part of Kashmir is without pilgrimages. This is where Patanjali wrote 
his Yog Shastra. Maharishi Panini, the author of Ashta-Adhyayi also 
lived in Kashmir. 
Now you see only Muslims in Kashmir. In the wheel of time none is 
spared. Muslim kings invaded Kashmir in the fourteenth century and 
violence subdued non-violence, tyranny suppressed good conduct. The 
Muslim kings ordered everyone to adopt Islam and only those who 


converted were saved others either perished or fled. Nehrus, Kichlus 
and others you find in Punjab and UP are descendants of Kashmiris 
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who fled from their native land long ago. 


Thanks to the Khalsa of Guru Gobind Singh you still see some Hindus in 
Kashmir though it is a pity that Hindu rulers do nothing to preserve 
Hindu culture. 


Kashmir is still known for its natural beauty. There is no other place in 
the world which is as rich as Kashmir in lush green forests, mysterious 
caves, magnificent peaks, floating gardens, ancient temples, and nature 
studies. It has been aptly captured by a poet: 


Vibhaavyate saandrahimaardra moortibhih ! 
Pravartitaattaalaka mudrarmidrabhih !! 
Manibjai swaryajitendrasoojitah ! 
Pradak suna k séera saraswatevayat !! 


Kalhan has also written in his Rajtarangini: 


Trilokyaam ratnasuh slaaghyaatasmaam dhanapaté narita ! 
Tatra gaurigurusailo yatrasminindra mandalam !! 


Earth is the best of three worlds. And Kashmir is the most beautiful in 
the north. 


Sant Kripalu Dev spent many months in Kashmir with his guru. His 
followers were pleased to welcome Santji as their future guru and enjoyed 
his presence. Swami Chadghan Dev gave discourses. Finally they 
returned via Jammu. Swamiji tried to persuade Sant Kripaluji to stay 0? 
with him but he declined and returned to his beloved Hardwar. On his 
return he heard of Mahatma Jaidev who was in Samadhi for one month 
in his cave. He went to him to learn Khechri Mudra and then went back 
to Belwala to practice it. 


RAK 
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Chapter Ninety Four D> 


All India Pilgrimage 


PunyoSyam bhaaratavargo hindu sthaana prakeertitah ! 
Vari sthah sarva de$aanaam dhana dharma sukhapradah !! 
Yasyaastu mukhamapreksya jéevatisma sarva jagat ! 
Syaamalaa suphalaa bhoomih swargaadapi gareeyasee !! 


ant Kripalu ji started on his All-India pilgrimage soon after returning 

from Kashmir. He had been to all the pilgrimages not once but many 
times, but this time he wanted to go in a particular sequence. With this 
idea he started from Hardwar after bathing in the Ganga and reached 
Neemsar. This historic place is actually Naimisharanya, where Sauti 
had read the Mahabharata to the rishis. Mahabharata was originally 
known as ‘Jai’, when Vaishmpayana had first read it in the Sarpa-Yajna 
at Taxila and it came to be known as Bharata, finally it became 
Mahabharata when it was read to the rishis at Naimisharanya. 


From there he went to Lucknow and bathed in the Gomati River. Then 
he reached the ashram of Valmiki in Kanpur where Luv and Kush had 
grownup. He stayed a few days in Bithool Ashram where sixty thousand 
students used to study in a university during the Ramayana days. pom 
Vithor to Chitrakut and then the ashram of Bhardwaj in Prayag, and 
from there to Ayodhya and then to Benaras. 


The ancient universities of Nalanda and Taxila do not exist any more 
due to the passage of time and the vagaries of nature. But there was a 
time when more than seventy thousand students used to study in Nalanda 
University alone. Huen Tsang has described them in detail in his book. 
He had studied in it himself. 


From Nalanda Swamiji went to Gaya. He saw. the footprints of Bhagwan 
Vishnu in the Vishnupad Mandir and took a bath in Phalgu River. HS 
next destination was Calcutta where he went to the Kali Temple | u 
was surprised how such a bloody sight was tolerated in the twentie 
century by the most intellectual race. He felt disgusted at the sight an 
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turned away quickly. 


The Gangasagar Fair was to be held when Swamiji was there; he was 
very keen to see it. It is believed that Shree Nahadev surfaces from the 
bottom of the ocean at a particular time. Actually there is a particularly 
large wave that rises in accordance with the laws of nature and the 
devotees have given religious connotations to it. They say: 


Go to other pilgrimages many times 
But go to Ganga Sagar only once. 


Swamiji saw this and then went to Jagannath Puri, which is considered 
one of the four lieutenants in charge of the divine administration on 
earth. This sun temple was constructed one thousand years ago by 
some king. It seems that when the temple was made Cupid was 
worshipped in India; there are obscene images of men and women that 
one cannot write about them. It is the eastern front head quarters of 
whatever is happening in the name of religion. 


. The fees to see the so-called Jagannathji Maharaj installed in a dark 
corner is donation of villages, jagirs, horses and elephants for Special 
Class devotees. For First Class devotees the fee is thousands of rupees. 
For Second Class devotees the fee is five hundred rupees, and for Third 
Class devotees eight rupees and four annas. But many go in without 
tickets and Swamiji was one of them. 


In South India 


From Jagannath Puri he went to Sri Aurobindo Ashram in Pondicherry 
and then to Madras. The Balaji Mandir in the China Bazar in Madras is 
famous. It is a fairly big temple and the deity is very impressive. Itis 
often said that even when religion disappears from the earth it will remain 
in Madras. There is a pond in the temple complex called Shiv-Ganga. Te 


deity of Chidambram Mahadev seems to be dancing. 
- There is a big bridge between Chidambram and Shreerangam. There is 
a big temple in Shree Rangam where the deity of Vishnu Bhagwan 1s 


seen with the light of lamps even at day time. There isa curtain covering 
the deity; when you put a coin in the box, the priest lifts the curtain. 


Then Swamiji reached Rameshwaram, which is considered a pilgrimage 
because Rama built a bridge during his war with Ravana. From there he 
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proceeded to Dhanush Koti, Shree Rangji, Chingalpet, Shree 
Packshiteertha, Shiva Kanchi, Vishnu Kanchi, Shree Balaji, Shree Kaal 
Hasti, Tungbhadra, Pundarpur and finally to Poona. From there he went 
to Aurangabad and saw the Ajanta Caves. He saw strange statues in 
temples carved out of stones. His next stop was Nasik where he bathed 
in Godavari. Then he went to Bombay and enjoyed the view of the 
ocean. At Sabarmati he went to Gandhiji's Satyagraha Ashram and stayed 
there for three days. Then to Dakorji, Jamnagar Kathiawar, Gujarat and 
then to Dwarika. 


Swamiji was very keen to see the temple of Bhagwan Krishna, but he 
was deeply perturbed by the malpractices of the priests who looted the 
devotees with both hands. A poor man has no access to these temples 
because he cannot pay the hefty fees to enter. It is a pity that one has to 
pay to have a glimpse of one's deity. 


He went to Rajasthan from Dwarika. He was happy to revisit the place 
of his birth and remembered his childhood days. Ujjain has been described 
by Kalidasa in his immortal epic ‘Meghadoota’ 


Haaraanstaaraanataralagutikaankoti$ah $ankhasukti ! 
Sasya syaamaanmarkatamaneenunamayookha prarohaaana !! 
Dri stwaa yasyaam vipani rachitaa navidramaanaam cha 
bhangaam ! 

Sanlak sayante salila nidhayastoyamaatraa visasah !! 


He visited the famous pilgrimage of Sidhapur and then went to Chittorgarh 
on Abu Road. He saw the fort and the palace of Chittor, and then 
proceeded to Udaipur, Iklingnath, Kakdoli, Kesarianath, and Nathdwara. 
The temples look the same only the deities differ. There is very little of 
religion there, but lot of malpractices. 


He who has money gets a good share 
. He who has less gets kicked 
He who has nothing, is thrown out of the town. 


From Nathdwara he went to his birthplace Brahmapuri and then to Ajmer 
Pushkar where Brahma is said to have prayed. Kattas and Pushkar are 
Brahma’s two eyes. Then he went to see the fort of Gwalior and the 
fort of Jhansi ki Rani. Agra he had seen already; there was nothing new 
to see. In Mathura he saw the newly built Shah Behari Mandir. It is 
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made of marble and has fountains in it. The Basanti room is opened only 
once a year. The marble pillars are not straight. In Ranganath he saw 
the temple which has a deity made with 125 mounds of gold. Vrindaban 
is a town of temples but in the centre of it there is a mosque. Swamiji felt 
sad to see it. He wondered if a mosque had been demolished to build a 
temple how long would it have survived? 


Towards North West 


Then he went to Delhi and Amritsar; he went to the golden temple and 
Jallianwala Bagh. Then to Lahore, Karachi, Quetta, Baluchistan, 
Rawalpindi, and then to Taxila. This is where Mahabharata was first 
read in the Sarpa-Yajna at Taxila and it came to be known as Bharata, 
finally it became Mahabharata when it was read to rishis at Taxila. Then 
the Arabs invaded India and assassinated Raja Parikshat near Panipat. 
For many years India lay helpless but when his son came to power he 
chased them out and they reached Taxila. Martial Law was imposed for 
twelve years and shoot-at-sight orders were given. This is what has 
been mentioned as sarp-yajna in metaphoric language by the author of 
Mahabharata. This city was at its prime during the rule of Emperor 
Ashok. 


Amarnath Yatra 


Swamiji went via Abbotabad to Kashmir. This way he enjoyed the scenic 
beauty though there is not much to see in Amarnath. He went to Pahalgam 
and then to Amarnath cave where Parvati had told her tale to Shivji 
Maharaj. Millions of devotees go to Amarnath every year and the 
offerings come to lakhs of rupees. Readers will be surprised to know 
that one-third of it is distributed among the Muslims. It's a pity that no 
Hindu has raised his voice against this so far. 


When Swamiji reached Srinagar there was still one week for the group 
yatra called Chhari Yatra. The Mahant of Durganath is the head priest 
of this journey. The pilgrims go on horse, in palanquins and on foot. 
Swamiji went in a bus up to Manddeshwar, a famous pilgrimage; it has 
large reservoirs of water and a pond. It was made 1500 years ago by 
Raja Ramdev. There are ruins of many temples around this area. 


One mile from Mandeshwar there is a cave, which is said to be the 
longest natural tunnel. It is written in Rahnumat on page 34 that the 
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other end of this tunnel comes out in China. These days the passage jg 
blocked beyond 200 yards. It is said that one man had done tapasya for 
twelve years and when he died his ashes had been taken to Hardwar. 
When Swamiji went there the place was ice cold, dark and full of bats. 
Devotees worship Shivling, and the cave has been converted into a temple 
of 28x27x13 feet dimensions. It has a six thousand year old shivling in it. 


A little distance from here is the Janak Palace made by Raja Janak of 
Kishatwar. It has now been made into a mosque. It has a wooden sandal 
of the king in it. It also has a clear water spring in it. 


Next to Janak Mahal is Pahalgaon at 7300 feet height from sea level. 
This summer capital was developed by Saint Bhrigu. It is 59 miles from 
Srinagar and the bus route ends here. Henceforth the Chhari Yatra 
becomes more interesting as the pilgrims walk in groups. It is a beautiful 
journey all the way. After walking for three and a half miles, Swamiji 
reached Chandan Wari at 12000 feet where only a few families of Gujjars 
live. The climb to Pissu Ghati is very steep and slippery. There is a lake 
where snakes live and not many people dare to take a dip in it. 


The climb from Sheshnag becomes steeper right up to Panchtarani at 
16000 feet. It is so called because of the confluence of five small rivers. 
Pilgrims leave their bags here to cover the rest of the distance to Amarnath, 
which is about four miles but very steep. This huge rock is located on 
the peak of Bharav Mountain. Known as Dambheshwar Chattan, the 
devotees are supposed to go round it. While it is easy to do that on three 
sides, the fourth is very arduous and many have died by slipping from 
there. The downhill climb is as precarious as the uphill climb. It is only 
when you finish the downhill climb that you can see the Amarnath Cave. 


Amarnath Cave 


Amarnath cave is at the height of 13000 feet; it is made of gypsum 
stone. It measures 150x150x150 and is surrounded by mountains of 17000: 
and 18000 feet. It has some perennial streams and in winters the wate! 
is frozen. This frozen water takes the form of Shiv, Parvati, Ganesh aD 
Shivling because the water freezes at the very door of the cave- iu 
devotees believe they are made by God. 


Swamiji looked down at his motherland from that height. He wondered 
why his foolish country men longed for any other heaven when they had 
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this paradise. This is the playground of the great rishis; it is the divine 
abode of the gods! Our father Himalaya gives us the message of our 
glorious past and our rich heritage. He stood there and sang: 


Bharat Stawan 


O man! India is beautiful 
Its land is dark and wet 
And soft breezes blow 


Himalaya stands guard over its beauty 
The heart rejoices at its marvel 


You have thirty lakh sons to protect you 
Who says you are weak and helpless? 
You are our religion; you are our fate 

You are our mother who loves us always. 


After Amarnath Swamiji went to Vaishno Devi. Then he returned to 
Hardwar via Jammu stopping to take the blessings of his guru on the 
way. 


Atra védaan jaagau poorvam bhagawaan lokapaawanah ! 
Atraivoktaa savitraaseet saavitree brahmavaadisu !! 
Atra dattaani sooryena yajoonsi dwijasattam ! 

Atra labdha varah somah suraih kratusupeeyate !! 


To the north of Hardwar at a distance of 200 miles is Badrinath, the 
famous pilgrimage. It is one of the four supreme pilgrimages of India. In 
the beginning the Himalaya was not so cofty nor so cold. At that time 
rishis used to do their prayers here. Gradually, when it became very cold 
the rishis came down to Dev Lok. Modern Badrinath is a memorial of 
Dev Lok. And Aryans will come to it no matter where they are. 


Modern means of transport have ruined the significance of this place. 
Now you can pay a flying visit to it in airplanes. But the real joy of a 
pilgrimage is in walking on foot. Today science has ruined the natural 
beauty of the Himalayas and the joys of pilgrimages. Swamiji reached 
Dev Prayag from Rishikesh Lakshman Jhoola. Dev Prayag 1s a beautiful 
small town on either side of Alakananda. It is a vast plain ground 
surrounded by tall mountains from all sides. Here Ganga is not as grave 
as it is in Hardwar; in fact it is quite frivolous; it strikes against the 
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mighty rocks and goes rapidly jumping and dancing all the way. It falls 
from heights creating beautiful waterfalls. It seems to be in a hurry to go 
and wash the sins of humanity. The place is so enchanting in the evening 
when the sun colours it in different shades before making an exit. And at 
nightthe moon and stars shine on this exquisite panorama of sheer beauty 
mystifying it with its light and shade tricks. 
Swamiji admired the beauty by singing to it: 
Purified by Ganga and Yamuna 
Beautified by Krishna and Sindhu 
That is my motherland | 
The gods have made it their abode 


The Vedas resound in its atmosphere 
That is my motherland 


Finally, Swamiji reached Badri Narayana admiring nature's infinite beauty 
all the way. Wherever he found the scene exceptionally captivating he 
would stop for weeks sometimes. 


This is the land where God has appeared in many forms 
This is the land full of pilgrimages, temples and shrines 
This is the land of rishis, saints and sages 
Himalaya offers myriads of herbs and medicines 
Malachal in the south provides sandalwood 
Vindhyachal offers the unique Nilgiris 

This is my motherland! 


Badrinath is a small hamlet of 300 houses situated on the left bank of 
Alakananda River. The dome of the temple is gold plated. The main 
gate 1s to the west and has to be approached after climbing some steps. 
The idol of Badrinath is in meditation posture; a diamond shines on his 
forehead and a golden canopy covers it. Other gods are around the 
central idol of Badrinath. Alakananda flows beneath; there is a hot water 
spring nearby which is said to have been created by the fire god. 


The annual income of the temple is one lakh rupees. The owner of p 
temple property is Rawal, a South Indian Nambudri Brahmin appointed 
A Tehri Darbar because Shankar Swami had established it first of al 

oshimath is 23 miles from Badrinath where the idol of Badrinath is 
brought and kept for six months in a year. 
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Swamiji stayed in Badrinath for a week and went to Kedarnath, which 
is only two and a half miles away but the mountains are so steep that 
they virtually form a wall between them. The only route is 108 miles 
long and is covered in nine days. In Kedarnath there is no idol but a big 
mound. The story goes that Shivji had taken the form of a he buffalo 
when Bhimsen hit him with his club. With the impact his rear portion 
became the mound and the front portion went into the mountain, which 
appeared in Nepal as Pashupati Nath. Much later the Pandava built a 
temple at Kedarnath; it is always dark inside and an earthen lamp is lit 
day and night. A silver canopy covers the idol of the five-headed Kedar. 
Outside there are statues of the five Pandavas and Kunti. 


Swamiji walked to Gangotri from Kedarnath. Here water flows from a 
cow's mouth into two ponds side by side; one of them has cold water 
and the other has hot water. The natural beauty is beyond compare; one 
has to see it to believe it. The holy Ganga worshipped by every Indian 
originates at this place. 


On his way from Kedarnath to Gangotri, a sadhu started walking with 
Swamiji. After visiting Gangotri, the sadhu got busy cooking khichri while 
Swamiji climbed the tallest peak and looked down at his motherland and 
sang: 

Bharat Vandana 


Ayi tribhuvana mana mohinee, 
Nirmala soorya karojjwala dhaarinee ! 
Néela sindhu jala dhauta charana tala ! 

Anila vikampati syaamala anchala ! 
Ambara chunbita bhaala himaa schala !! 
Subhra tusaara kireetinee ! 

Ayi tribhuvana mana mohinée !! y 
Prathama prabhaata udaya tava gagane ! 
Prathawa saamarava tava tapovane a 
Prathama prachaarita tana vana bhavane JI 
Jgyaana dharma mata küavya kaahinee ! 
Ayi tribhuvana mana mohinee !! 
Aye! kalyaanamayee tuni dhanya ! 
Deáa videa vitaratee anna ! 
Jaahnavee yamuhaa vigalitaakarana u 


CC-0.Panini Kanya Maha Vidyalaya Collection. 


[498 Digitized by Arya Samaj Foundation Chennai and eGan 


Punya péeyoosa stana vaahinée ! 
Ayi tribhuvana mana mohinee !! 


He kept admiring the beauty and singing for hours. After that he went to 
Yamunotri and then returned to Hardwar where he got busy practicing 
Yoga in his hut on the banks of the Bhagirathi. 


20009€ 
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«C Chapter Ninety-Five > 


Kailash Darshan 


Hemaambhoja prasavi salilam maanasasyaa dadaanah ! 
Kailaasasya tridasavanitaa darpanasyaatithihsyaah !! 


A fter travelling across the length and breadth of India, Swami Kripalu 

ev was sitting in his hut when he thought that although he had 
gone everywhere in the country he had not yet been to Kailash to pay 
respects to his deity Shivji Maharaj. As he thought about it, the picture of 
Kailash appeared before his mind’s eye. “There is a hut of Shivji Maharaj 
and the unique Mansarovar Lake in a radius of ninety miles around it. 
Swans live in this lake that feed on genuine pearls. It would be great to 
stand there and watch them feed on pearls.’ Swamiji started his journey 
to Kailash on the night of Shivratri in the month of Falgun. 


There are many routes from Hardwar to Kailash, but Swami ji went by 
train to Kathgodam. He took a bus from Kathgodam to Almora which is 
actually the starting point of the journey to Kailash. He went to Takula, 
13 miles from Almora. This is a small hamlet in the valley where Ganamath 
River flows. The next day, Swamiji started very early and kept climbing 
the steep mountains. The heights are daunting and only the very 
courageous and determined climbers dare to scale these mountains. 
Swamiji went on and on till he came to a small stream of clean pure 
water. He took a few sips and then bathed in it. He felt rejuvenated. He 
sang: 

Long live my dear India 

Long live the Himalayan ranges 

Long live the dancing river, Ganga 

May the sun always shine on you! 

May you always remain free! 


Swamiji resumed his uphill climb admiring the beauty of nature and singing 
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his motherland’s glory. Now he had to take rest more often because of 
the steep climb. He enquired about the path and was told that he should 
be prepared for the arduous journey ahead and he should have sufficient 
woolen clothes to brave the extreme cold conditions. Swamiji bought a 
waist coat, an overcoat and a cap at Wageshwar. He went to Kupkot, 
Samadhara and reached Tejam. He had climbed 51 miles so far. Here 
he bathed in the wide bosom of Rama-Ganga and reached Jasum village. 


After spending the night here, he went on climbing till he saw some 
paper buntings. He was told that it was a sort of signal to tell the tired 
travelers that soon there will be plain land. Swamiji reached Mansari 
and saw the mountain range of Nanda Devi. He remembered Parshuram 
who had been meditating here when Rama had broken the bow. He 
came to a bridge over a ferocious river, which he crossed chanting the 
mantra. Beyond that is Tibet, which is extremely cold. He was at a 
height of 18,300 feet. The view from this height defies description. He 
thought of all the rishis who have been singing of the beauty of the 
Himalayas. They must have loved it dearly. That is why they made so 
many temples in this region. They inspired the coming generations to 
come here and feel uplifted from the mire of trivial desires. This is, 
perhaps, what they meant that pilgrimages lead the way to heaven. Of 
course, it takes guts to come to these places, but if you do, you are 
blessed. We are grateful to our ancestors who have paved the way for 
us. Swamiji was in this mood when he sang a melodious song in Sanskrit. 
He bent down and touched his forehead on the ground. 


Now he was in Tibet. The first village he saw was Tukup on the banks 
of Damyanti River. He took some rest and then reached a beautiful lake 
surrounded by mountains. He climbed and reached Teerthpuri, where 
there is a huge temple of Buddha where the Buddhists come, and here 
too the priests loot the people as they do in Hindu temples. He saw hot 
water springs near Teerthpuri and was amazed at nature's mysterious 
way— hot water in such a cold region! The water is boiling hot and you 
can cook your rice in it. The story goes that there was a demon 

Bhasmasur who did intense tapasya to please Shivji Maharaj who 
acknowledged his efforts and asked him what he wanted. The demon 
mig Se me the boon that whatever I touch should be burnt to ashes.” 
Shivji said, "So be it!” and went away. The demon realized his poWet 
and ran after Shivji to burn him. Shivji went and hid in Patal, the world 
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below earth. Now Bhasmasur went after Parvati and made overtures to 
her. She understood his game and thought of a remedy. She said, “I will 
fulfill your desire on the condition that you perform Shivji's dance for 
me." The demon started dancing excitedly and in one of his movements 
touched his own head. He died on the spot. This is why this place is 
called Bhasmasur ki Dheri. A little distance from here you can see Kailash. 
Swamiji bowed in reverence and sang: 


Jai Har Har Mahadey! 
Millions bow before thee 
And ask for your blessings 
The world thrives because of you! 
All the great kings and saints 
Are beggars in your court. 
Jai Har Har Mahadev! 


Kripalu asks but one boon 
Give me the strength to offer 
My services to you 
Jai Har Har Mahadev! 


Kailash Mountain is by far the most divine place on earth. Though the 
entire land of India is full of holy places, pilgrimages, shrines and temples 
but there is nothing to match this natural shrine. So far he had seen the 
man made shrines; now for the first time he witnessed a natural shrine 
* and felt deeply grateful. It was more perfect in shape, in colour, in size 
and in workmanship. 


And it is impossible to describe the beauty of Kailash at the height of 
21,850 feet. He felt blessed by the very sight of such breathtaking beauty. 
He forgot his fatigue and the hardships faced on the way. He sat down 
to meditate and was lost in devotion. 


From Kailash to Mansarovar 


Just behind Kailash is Gaurikund, which remains frozen throughout T 
year. Itis not just a pond; it’s a lake. He made haste since It was Ta 
to snow. He climbed down to Dharchin, Jagra, Shirlong, Gh , 


Warchi, Gumfa and Titfu. Then he could see the sarovar, the holy pond. 


To the south is the famous Rakshasa Talab and near it is ees 
From a distance you feel it is right there but it took him four hours 
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reach. It is very cold and one feels giddy because of high altitude. An 
Australian tourist Max joined Swamiji. He was a nice man and Swamiji 
walked with him though he felt like going ahead at his own pace. 


After some’more uphill climb they finally saw Mansarovar of which he 
had been hearing all his life. It is the desire of millions to come here but 
very few can actually make it. Foreign tourists have admired it 
wholeheartedly and scholars come from far and wide to study this naturai 
phenomenon. Swamiji felt his life’s mission had been accomplished. 


Mansarovar is spread over an area of 70 miles. There are mountains on 
all sides. Their reflection in the clear water is extremely beautiful. The 
swans fly over it adding to the beauty of the place and the reflection in 
the water. At night when the moon throws its light in the water it appears 


as though the goddess of nature has come for a stroll in this heavenly 
place. 


RAR 
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«C Chapter Ninety-Six Ð 


From Mansarovar to Nepal 


Aitaddhaaavam trilokasya swargasya cha sukhasya cha ! 
Pibanti munayo yatra havirdhoomasya dhoomapaah !! 
Altra devarsayo nityam pitrilokarsa sya tathaa ! 
Tathaa raajarsayah sarve nivasanti gatavyathaa !! 


wamiji decided to go to Nepal from Mansarovar. There is no direct 

route from Mansarovar to Nepal and the one that partly exists is 
very dangerous and arduous. Going on that is as good as inviting your 
own death. The direct route to Nepal is on BNW Railway which takes 
you to Raksol via Benaras, Muzaffarpur and Saran. From there Nepal 
has its narrow gauge train. No one can cross the border without a passport 
and visa, except during the week when the Pashupati festival is 
celebrated. Swamiji was not deterred by all this and decided to take the 
arduous path from Mansarovar to Nepal. 


The first stop was Masugu village and he stayed in a Buddhist temple 
where he met an old Buddhist monk who was a great scholar of Sanskrit 
and Prakrit. He had been to most of the pilgrimages. Swami ji enjoyed 
his company and stayed with him for ten days. Then he was told not to 
take the long and arduous path but he was determined and continued 
walking. 

Many days passed yet he saw no trace of habitation. But he carried on, 
spending nights in caves or under trees. At times he had to walk for 
hours on snow or in rain, but he did not lose courage. He went on and 
on. Then it snowed heavily. He wore all his warm clothes but they could 
Not protect him from the severe cold. He went on walking and was 
covered with snow. There was snow above him and beneath him and all 
around. 


Swamiji sat down for a while but when he tried getting up he couldn't. 
His body was frozen. He thought of the Pandavas who had d 
in the Himalayas. He collected his wits and focused on God’s name an 
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surrendered completely. Immediately, the clouds dispersed and the sun 
shone brightly. He thanked God and got up. He had already lost his way 
and now he could not see anything with the snow all around. With his 
yogic power he decided to take a path and soon reached a place where 
he found some hill people. They said, “You have lost your way. You will 
have to walk for ten days to reach your destination." 


Swamiji dried his clothes and ate the food these people offered. He 
stayed with them for three days. Then he followed the route they showed 
him. After many days he passed by a garden between Ledi and Gajaria. 
Swamiji entered the garden fearlessly and sat on a platform. He saw a 
wasp taking honey from the flowers and flying away. Suddenly it fell on 
the snow upside down with its legs dangling in the air. Swami ji took a 
twig and straightened it and it flew away. Just then he heard someone 
say, "Stop! Don't let the thief get away." Swami ji saw two rishi princes 
and said, ^I am also your guest, and I have done no wrong in being 
compassionate towards a being in trouble. But, tell me, who are you and 
whose garden is this?" 


“Tf you want to know all this, come with us,” said those two princes. 
Swamiji gotup at once and followed them. They took him to a cave with 
a blue door. They led him through a beautiful path into the cave. Swamiji 
saw a life-size idol of Ganesha; he saluted it. Then he saw a large idol of 
Narada. The princes led him into a sparkling white room. Then a young 
man entered and the princes greeted him with folded hands. He asked 
Swamiji, “Who are you? Where have you come from?" 


Swamiji said, “I am your guest; I am going from Mansarovar to Nepal. 
but I have lost my way and have come here. I stopped in the garden to 
take rest when these boys came along." 


“Yes, I sent them to fetch you here; you are our guest and it our duty to 


extend our hospitality to you. Please feel at home; you will have no 
problem here." 


“Mahatman, I am curious to know who you are and what is all this.” 


“We are Gardhabhas; this place is called Tung-bhadhra Kailash. You 
good fortune has brought you here. No ordinary man can come hert- 
Eyen the local people don't dare to come. Anyway, food will be ic 
soon. Meanwhile you may have a bath and pray." 
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Swamiji had food and kept marveling at the mysterious place. He saw a 
beautiful woman enter the adjoining room with the young man followed 
by twenty small boys. After some time a man said to Swamiji, “Please 
come with me. The senior acharya is waiting for you." ; 


Swamiji followed him. He was amazed to see the luxurious setting that 
has been described in the puranas as Inderpuri. All the boys ushered him 
in and on receiving a signal they started playing on their musical 
instruments. It was an absolutely out-of-this-world experience. The 
musical program continued till midnight. When it was over, Acharyaji 
asked, “Swamiji, hope you are comfortable?” 


“How can there be discomfort in heaven? I will never forget your 
hospitality, but I must proceed on my journey.” 


“Your courage is praiseworthy. The road to Nepal is 35 miles from here 
and Nepal is 55 miles from there. The path is arduous, but you don’t 
have to worry. You have come here; we will take you safely. Now you 
rest.” 


Swamiji slept well after nights of discomfort. When he woke up in the 
morning he found himself on a platform in a temple on Jhamuti Post of 
Nepal. He was surprised but he was not new to such miracles. He got 
up and went towards the capital. He asked a policeman how far was 
Kathmandu from there. He said, fifteen miles. He reached Kathmandu 
by the evening. i 


This city is situated on a vast plain on the banks of Baghmati River. It is 
a beautiful city in the lap of nature. Its population is about four lakhs. 
The Nepal Government has its own currency and postage stamps. They 
speak the Nepalese language which has the Devnagri script and many 
words are common with Hindi words. Their religion is pure puranic, 
they have no Aryan influence. All the gods and goddesses of the ancient 
times are worshipped here and the city is full of temples. 


Swamiji traveled through independent Nepal and returned to gn via 
Raksol, Gorakhpur, Saran and Champaran. He stayed in Kashi for a 
few days and then went to Hardwar. 


3000€X 
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«C Chapter Ninety-Seven > 


The Liberating Gita 


He who conquers lust and anger 
He is called liberated who controls his mind. 


he literature of saints is their life story. The history of kings shows 

how to conquer empires and kingdoms, whereas the stories of saints 
tell you how to conquer your mind. They believe that if you can conquer 
your mind, you can conquer the whole world. Those who do that are 
called the living free. Swami Kripalu Devji's literature is very inspiring. 
Therefore, it is being presented here although it has already been given 
in Chapter Eighty-five. It gives a glimpse into how an enlightened saint 
looks ate nature. 


Kundali 


I am writing the story of the living free 
So that the readers may shun all fear 
The fear of coming and going 
The fear of doubt and uncertainty 
Kripalu says remain detached 
Nothing will accompany you there. 


Mangla Charan 
I am the giver; I am the taker 
I am the guru and the disciple 
I bow before myself 
That is the living free. 
Mahatmy? 


He who studies the gift of life 
Moves from bondage to freedom. 
He lives happily here and hereafter. 
The moral of the story is: — 
Why get attached to that which is not yours? 
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This is the essence of Vedas and scriptures 
Look for the divine light in all 
He resides in all forms 
Focus on Him and go across. 
Methods of Freedom 


Pure karma, pure birth leads to freedom 
Follow yama-niyama in earnestness 
See Him in everything 
And deserve to be free 
Restrain the sense pleasures 
Chase not transient desires 


And become living free. 
Form of Knowledge 


I am not my name and form 
I am not the body or mind 
I am the one that lives in all. 

He who knows the wave and water to be one 
He is the living free who sees no difference. 
God and nature are one 
The Creator and creation are the same 
You are caught in the web of your own creation 
Understand it and drop it at once. 
There is no difference in cotton and cloth 
Other than that one is cause; the other effect. 
The wise man sees no distinctions at all. 

The essence of all philosophy is 
Remain detached and do your deeds. 
Like juice is fruit and oil in sesame 
“He lives in every being, know this 
And be the living free. 

Give up fears and vanities 
Do yoga and be living free. 
Stop looking out; look within 
Treat joys and sorrows alike 
Waver not; remain calm 
Follow truth and be living free. 
He who is content with what he has 
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And rises above the dual throng 
He is living free who meditates. 
He is Krishna, he is Gopi 
See him and be living free. 


He who shuns dichotomy and chants His name 
The deity of the temple will come to him voluntarily 
He is the immortal and the truly living free. 
Iron and magnet are basically the same 
There is no difference in God and devotee 
Purify your self inside out 
And welcome God within. 
Realise the divine in self 
And be living free. 
The wise men give knowledge freely 
One wise man is richer than many wealthy men. 
Mind your actions all the time 
And close your account of karma 
That’s the way to be living free. 
Kripalu Dev gives all to you 
Surrender to him O Living Free! 
Jeevan-Mukta Chhand 


Those who offer their hearts and minds to Vishnu 
They are the living free who have no fear of life and death 
They are not happy or sad but remain always. calm 
They stay grounded in themselves- the living free. 


They who know the truth about worldly matters 
They follow the principles of restraint and rule 
They find solace in spiritual knowledge 
They are farsighted yogis- the living free. 


They live like a lotus in a dirty pond 
They do everything but remain detached 
They follow the path of a karma-yogi 
They are the true disciples— the living free. 
By helping others they wash away their sins 
They don’t discriminate between human beings 
They conquer lust, anger, pride and greed 
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They are Brahma-gyanis- the living free. 


Desires are the cause of lust and anger 
Anger leads to attachment and pride 
They who keep a tight control on desires 
They are the truly wise- the living free. 


Desires make a man go round in circles 
They make act to gain more in return 
They who renounce worldly pleasures 
They are close to god- the living free. 


You can't get wisdom without yoga 
You can’t get peace without meditation 
They who remain content with themselves 
They have truly attained- the living free. 


They have no greed for gold or women 
They have no fear of death when it is at the door 
They are like a placid lake without a ripple 
They are truly free- the living free. 


They shun not action but attachment 
They shun not the sinner but sin 
They want neither wealth nor family 
They see god in everyone- the living free. 


They have Brahma in them 
They want nothing short of that 
They treat praise and calumny alike 


are detached- the living free. | 
€ Jeevan Mukta Anubhav Lehri 


He who reads this poem with love 
He will have no pain and will please god. 


I am speaking from my experience 
Do not forget His name even in good times. 


He is merciful and will no doubt forgive 
He discriminates not between rich and poor. 


He who has the treasure of devotion and trust 


God is with him; that is the gospel truth. 
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The soul is ageless and immortal 
It is only the skin that withers and dies. 


Me and my God are one 
He is my music and I his song 


There is only He everywhere 
Forget the illusion and drown in Him. 


Without devotion and trust all else is futile 
Charities and austerities go in vain. 


There is only one God supreme 
He is endless, immortal and eternal. 


Lust, anger and greed lead you into hell 
If you want peace, remember Him. 


Look not at the many forms 
Look for the light that shines within. 


He is one who manifests in all 
Look for Him in one and all. 
This body will perish in no time 
Then what is the pride about? 


Look at the God within your heart 
All illusions of ‘I’ will disappear at once. 


In this field sow the seed of love 
Plough it with good thought, action and speech. 


Moksha is the state where there is no pain or pleasure 
There is no birth or death; it is returning to the source. 


He is the help of the helpless 
Hold onto Him and give up despair. 


He who remembers Him has no fear of hell 
He allays all your fears and makes you free. 


Hari makes everyone dance 
But He dances to the tunes of His devotees. 
Whenever they are in trouble 
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He comes running by their side. 


He is the friend of the friendless 
He is kind to the poor and downtrodden. 


All sorrows and worries are dispelled 
He makes the weak strong and fills the empty. 


With His grace the dumb can speak 
And the lame climb mountains. 
The blind can see with His grace. 


The treasures of the world are dust of His feet 
Why go after such pleasures and forget the Giver? 


O unfortunate fool! Go for the eternal 
Why waste your life chasing shadows? 
He permeates in His creation 
The sun, moon and stars sing His song. 


Whenever the storm of sin blows 
He comes to rescue His devotees. 


The formless takes on a form 
To protect the troubled land. 


Given in love poison is nectar 
Otherwise even nectar turns poisonous. 


He resides in all, big or small 
In you and me and everyone alike. 
This is a dynamic path 
Many come and go everyday. 


Sleeping you lose; waking you receive 
Chanting you progress or life goes waste. 


In this meaningless world the essence is in 
Right thought, right speech and right action. 
The Jist of all religions is this: 
Remember God with every breath. 


Five thieves roam the streets day and night 
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They attack the unwary wanderers every now and then. 


A loving home is the definition of heaven 
It has all the powers natural and spiritual. 


Feed the hungry and the thirsty 
Speak politely to heal their pain. 


Kings and beggars are sad 


He who remembers God is happy. 
Form of God 


He is in every form; each form is His 
He is the sinner and He is the saint. 
He is the darkness; He is the light 
He is past present and future 
He is your innermost treasure. 
He is the sun, the moon and stars 
He is the steady and the mobile 
He is manifest in all 
Know Him through your inner eye. 
He is the deity in the body's temple 
That has nine doors. 
The wise find Him near, the fools far away 


He is here there and everywhere. 
Form of Soul 


It is eternal; it is without beginning or end 
It is truth, consciousness and bliss. 


It is ageless and immortal 
It is sinless and without sorrow. 
It is subtle and formless 
It is steady and luminous 
It cannot be killed by weapons 
It cannot be burnt or chopped 
Water cannot wet it 
Air cannot dry it 
The living being never dies 


What perishes is the body. ; 
2 4 Kundali 
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The body is the carriage; the senses its horses 
The soul is the driver who controls the carriage. 
He who holds the bridle neither tight nor loose 
He overcomes the difficulties with ease. 
Chhappaya 


Blessed are those that chant His name 
What use is the human form otherwise? 
Blessed are ihose who restrain the senses 
They find God in meditation 
Kripalu Dev says He is immortal 
Take shelter in His embrace. 
Nishkam Karma-Yoga 


You have right on your action not on the reward 
Give up the desire to get returns and do your duty. 


Treat friend and foe alike 
Treat gold and dust as one 
With knowledge dispel superstition 
With compassion ‘shun discrimination 
Look within and find God Almighty 
Do yoga and fine tune your body 
Do pranayama and discover secret power. 


With virtue, mercy and contentment 
Conquer the five senses 
This is the easiest path of salvation 
The thought of God at the last moment 
Helps you meet God and frees you 


From the cycle of birth and death. 
de ud) Jagdish vandana Chhand 


I salute thee O Divine Father! 
You are the creator and sustainer 
You are manifest in your creation 
You shower your mercy on all ; 
He who comes to you is not disappointed 
You have always blessed them generously. 


You are the protector of religion 
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You are the eternal without beginning or end. 
You are the light that illumines the universe 
You are the healer of pain, the giver of peace 
You come in many forms to save your beings 
I salute to you again and again! 


2K 
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«C. Chapter Ninety Eight > 


Vedanta Sudha 


False is this world, this body and this wealth 
False the mother, father, joys and sorrows 
False the friends and foes, village and town 
False the kings, armies and forts 
Because none stands by you in the end 
Says Kripalu Dev, all this is illusion 
Only God is truth; take His shelter. 


1 
Invisible Formless Unfathomable Unattainable! 


You alone know the extent of your glory 
You are the Creator, the Sustainer and the Destroyer 
You are man, you the god and the formless too 
You are in the beginning the end and in between 
You are on land in water and in-the sky 
Kripalu says remember Him who is your life and breath. 


2 
It hasn't dawned even in the face of death! 


You have wasted this invaluable human form 
You have gained nothing in a hundred years 
You spent some in childhood and some in sleep 
You wasted some in playing games of sensual pleasures 
The rest you spent on feeding the body 
Now why repent when death stands at the door? 
Why cry over spilt milk? Wake up! 
Remember God now; it's never too late. 
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3 
O man! Chant His name! 


This world is a burning volcano; tread cautiously 
You want to walk on this fire of desire 
You will cry hopelessly when you are burnt to ashes 
There is still time; think of your good, O fool! 
You have forgotten your real home in illusion 
You have to return to your eternal home 
You have forgotten your pledge 
He alone can ferry you across 
Remember this and stop dilly-dallying. 


4 
Sadho! No one goes with you! 


Going with you is far-fetched; 
They won't keep you for two hours 
They won't touch you 
They will make haste to get rid of you 
They don't want the stench in their home 
They are fair-weather friends 
They shun you when you need them 
They tell you tall tales but stay away 
You will go alone sans clothes as you came 
Kripalu says make Him your friend who goes with you. 


5 
Naked goes the great trader! 


On the road to death you go naked and empty handed 
The family watches you depart leaving all behind 
The children on whom you spent your life don't go with you 
They don't go with you who had promised to stick to you 
They take away all you possessed and let you go alone 
Know this for sure and remain detached. 
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6 
Remember Him while there’s still time! 


Why lose your consciousness in the lure of illusion 

It is a passing cloud that will desert you ultimately 

The great Ravana could not take anything with him 

Are you stronger than him that you hold on to it tightly? 

Don't waste your life on a mirage 

Seek the true, the eternal and who abides with you 

Maya is a river; it flows away 
Don't drown your boat midstream 
Chant! Chant! Chant and cross the ocean. 


7 
Beware of the five thieves! 


They are very strong and powerful 
They have captured you from all sides 
They make you go round in circles reaching nowhere 
Lust, anger, greed, attachment and pride 
These five thieves have robbed you of your treasure 
They attack through the senses 
They are foes pretending to be friends 
Beware of them, O man! 


8 
Know the truth! 


In chasing illusions you have forgotten the truth 
Brahma is the only truth; all else is illusion 
Love Him because you will return to Him 
The world is made of stuff that dreams are made of 
It disappears as soon as you open your eyes 
Death stands at the door waiting to hang you 
Brahma alone can save you 
Know this and surrender to Him 
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9 
O man! Sing of Him 


He makes the world move 
He makes life possible 
The sun moon reflect His light 
The air water fire obey His command 
No one can fully describe His glory 
Kripalu Dev says sing of Him 
And fulfill your life's mission. 


10 
The wonder of wonder! 


You carried your friend on your shoulders 
Still you say you are stronger than death 
You have seen the mighty go away 
Yet you think you will never die 
Ravana, Kansa, Hrinyakashyap have gone 
It's a matter of time and so will you 
Why do you go on multiplying your desires? 
You will have to go tomorrow or day after. 


11 


The story of life 


On the hearth made of five elements 
Day and night provide the sun's heat 
Months and years stir the dish of desires 
You are being cooked in the oil of lust and anger 
Death sits waiting to eat it when it's done. 


12 


Death is the cook 


He cooks various dishes for his own consumption 
He has an insatiable appetite 
He has devoured so much but always wants more 
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O man! Don't think you can hide yourself 
He has taken everyone; wait for your turn. 


13 
Fear not! Falter not! 


God resides within you; don't look elsewhere 
Don’t waste your energy churning water 
Cleanse your mind and heart before your body 
Close the outer doors and open the inner windows 
You will find your deity in the temple of your heart. 


14 
You have not learnt the art of love 


You deceive by projecting what is not 
You chant Ram Ram and think of other things 
You want to hide the truth from God who knows all? 
You fool! You search the whole world 
Looking for that which is inside you! 


Sawayya 


I have no other desire but to attain thee 
May I see none other than thee everywhere! 
May I chant thy name and speak nothing else! 
May I tread the path that leads to thee! 


Kundaliyan 


Satguru is the only giver in this world 
The entire creation receives His benediction 
He is God, he is guru 
He gives joys and allays pain 
He gives silently, imperceptibly 
Satguru is the only giver in this world 
He gives the opportunity of human form 
After sending you through 84 lakh lives 
Make sure you don't waste it frivolously 


CC-0.Panini Kanya Maha Vidyalaya Collection. 


EN eee 
ennai and eGangotri -— 


Or else you will slip back to that hell 
Tread carefully the ladder to heaven. 


The world is transient; the soul eternal 
Search the soul and find Him within 
Don't look for Him in the transient world 
Give up your wild goose chase 
Rest inside and find Him inside. 


Q man! Pause to think! 


You have wasted your childhood in frivolous games 
Your youth you have exhausted chasing desires 
Then you carried burdens like the donkey 
Pause to think! 


Where is the end of this life? 
What is this world, this illusion? 
Where is it leading to? 
Pause to think! 


What did you bring with you into this world? 
What will you take with you from this world? 


Pause to think! 


You have to present yourself in His Court 
Have you kept your account in order? 
You will be judged according to your deeds 
Stop deceiving yourself; pause to think! 


Pause to think! 


This human life is dearly earned 
Why waste it on trivialities? 
Don't bargain the eternal for the transient. 
Pause to think! 


The good that happens is your doing 
The bad is all His fault, so you think. 
You haye lost your equilibrium 
You crave for pebbles discarding gems. 
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You work day and night for your family 
Will they accompany you on your last journey? 


Why not concentrate on your true friend 
Who will stand by you in thick and thin? 


This world is a mystery created by illusion 
Transcend it and find the real treasure. 


Neither wealth nor family will go with you 
In the house of death you will carry your sins and virtues. 


Chant His Name! 


His name is miraculous 
Valmiki attained chanting it upside down 
You too will achieve; chant His name. 


Iron can turn gold with His mere touch 
You will become good; chant His name. 


Ahalya came alive by the touch of his feet 
You too will live for ever; chant His name. 


Rama’s name is the wish-fulfilling tree 
Take what you want; chant His name. 


No wealth no persons will go with you 
He alone will stay: chant His name. 
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«C Chapter Ninety-Nine > 
Vishwa-Gyan Mandir 


Vidyaa nàama narasya roopamadhikam 
prachchhannaguptam dhanam ! 
Vidyaa bhogakaree ya$ah sukhakaree vidyáa gurunaam guruh !! 


fter his All-India pilgrimage, Swamiji returned to Hardwar fired by 

new enthusiasm. He wanted to give a definite shape to all his 

knowledge and experience. If others cannot benefit by it or if it is of no 

use to the country, then it is as good as not there at all. Thus, all his 

renunciation, his austerities, his wisdom and his experience took the form 
of Vishwa-Gyan Mandir. 


Swamiji established the International Research Home or the Vishwa- 
Gyan Mandir in Kankhal on the instance of his friend, Lala Kishan 
Chandra. The objective of this institution was, as the name suggests, 
literary research. At the same time, the journal of the Research Home, 
‘Vishwa Gyan’ was published that reflected the religious, political and 
literary aspects of it. It was widely acclaimed and continued to be in 
circulation for a long time, but Swamiji had to close it because he did not 
find competent people to support his venture. 


Vishwa Gyan Mandir was an evolved version of the Sant Labrary. Like 
its predecessor, it also became the centre for political activities. In the 
new Independent India, whenever Pundit Jawahar Lal Nehru visited 
Panchpuri, he was warmly welcomed by Vishwa Gyan Mandir. Swamiji 
started research work in right earnestness. He personally translated the 
Indian Science of Ethics and Politics from Sanskrit to simple Hindi. Here 
we give a few samples of his Hindi version of the political couplets from 
the book 
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Swayya Bhushan 


The ornament of the family is the child 
The ornament of wisdom is poetry 
The ornament of speech is honesty 
The ornament of the body is elegance 
The ornament of consciousness is saint’s company 
The ornament of the body is good health 
The ornament of bravery is mercy. 


Kali Mahima 
(Shardul-Vikriditum) 


The nectar has become ineffective; the medicine tasteless 
The sons fight with parents; the Brahmins are unwise 
The king exploits the subjects, yogis indulge in pleasures 
Friends, brothers, gurus, have become selfish 


eee eee eee 


The motherland India has been robbed 
She has become a beggar who was once supreme 
They who came begging have become rulers 
Foreigners from alien lands have become our masters. 


Swayya Kali ke Mitra 


They talk big but run away from battlefield 
They flatter you but stab in the back 
They are your friends at the dinner table 
They disappear when you need them most 
Shame on such friends and their friendship! 


Doha (Couplet) 


He who eats another’s share 
He who steals another’s wealth 
He who loves another’s woman 

He is the worst sinner. 
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Prohibition 


A non-vegetarian has no compassion; truth does not touch liquor 
A lustful person is ignorant; the poor are unhappy. 


Swayya 


A drunkard walks unsteadily and falls 
He utters nonsense and eats garbage 
He has no respect for father mother or wife 
He destroys himself and goes to prison. 


Niti-Chhand 


Be good to the good; be tough with the evil 
Mercy is the highest virtue next to contentment 
Greed is a disease; it is incurable 
The more you get the more you want 
Life is short and invaluable 
Don’t waste it chasing desires 
Know that death waits for you at every step 
Make use of moments; the years will be fine 
A rope of feeble straw can the elephant bind. 


Kundaliyan 


You are known by the company you keep 

In the hands of a sinner nectar is poison 
Who bothers to look within you to find the truth? 
Says Kripalu Dev, be with like-minded people. 


Niti ke Dohe 


Your friend in an alien land is knowledge 
Your friend at home is your wife 
Your friend in sickness is medicine 
In death your friend is religion 
Hard work is the key to success 
The lazy die many deaths 
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The ornament of man is bravery 
The ornament of bravery is determination 
The wise foresee and act in advance. 
The foolish wait till it's all over. 


Worry is the funeral pyre; it burns you alive 
Why do you succumb to such weakness day and night? 


Raj Lakshan 


The king who alleviates his people's misery 
He is happy who treats his subjects as his sons 
He who is benevolent and just like God 
He who is active and prudent and takes care of all 
He is the true king almost like God to his men. 


Senapati varnan 


The commander must know politics and economics 
He must obey his master's command 
He must be master of martial arts 
The god commander remains prepared for war. 


The Brave 


The brave fights for his country 
He does not escape even if he is chopped into pieces 
He fights till the end courageously 
He advances without fear 
He is an expert in his field 
He completes his mission come what may 
He loses not his nerve in the face of death 
Such a brave soldier is the pride of a nation. 


The World 


How beautiful it appears 
But there is no substance in it 
Karma-yoga is truth, not an illusion 
If you awaken you will find it. 


CC-0.Panini Kanya Maha Vidyalaya Collection. 


Part- Seven _ 


527) 


J Foundation Chennai and eGangotri 


Nobody wants your pride 
You only invite sorrows with it. 


Doha 


He who talks well and is pure 
He blossoms like a lotus and is respected 
He is like a god among men. 


Soratha 


He is the best among equals who has restraint 
He gives up desires and remains content. 


Vidya 


Knowledge is wealth par excellence 
It cannot be stolen or robbed 
Kripalu Dev says knowledge is strange 
The more you give of it the more remains. 


Kundali 


Knowledge is the light that dispels darkness 
It brings truth, consciousness and bliss 
It allays all fears and sorrows 
It protects like father and loves like mother 
Kripalu Dev says knowledge is strange 
The more you give of it the more remains. 


Niti ke Chhand 


eat who is praised by the king, 


That man is truly gr à 
He is respected by the Brahmin and the saints. 
They who blow their own trumpets are fools 


Brave is the man who doesn't turn his back 


Contemplate on who I am and what my purpose 
Learn to distinguish between friend and foe 


Keep company of the saints and ride on the wave 
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Like the string that with the flowers touch His feet. 


Make preparations for the coming event 
Don't start digging a well after all is burnt. 


Two types of men live above the heaven 
They are the merciful and the generous. 


Two types of men will be always supreme 
He who gives when asked, and who never asks. 


In Praise of good qualities 


Goodness can never remain concealed 
Just as fragrance will spread notwithstanding 
Try to adopt good qualities 
They help you cross the ocean of life. 
Your qualities are respected, not you 
They are your wealth, honour and glory. 


Pundit Lakshman 


Fortunate is he who does good deeds 
He shuns evil actions and is full of devotion. 
He treats praise and calumny alike 
He acts with deliberation not irrationally 
He does his duty and leaves the rest to God 
He shuns anger, lust, pride and greed. 
He is the true Pundit Lakshman 
Who eyes not the other's wealth or woman. 


Asha Trishna Ninda 
A slave of desire is a slave of all and sundry 
A master of desire can rule the world. 


Swayya 


Love of life leaves you not 
Even when teeth have fallen 
Eyes can’t see and skin has withered. 
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They see you and throw coins at you 
You have lost all sense of propriety 
But the love of life still clings to you. 


Vasant Talika 


Salvation is not in indulging in pleasures 
It is also not in the severest of austerities 
It is time to go even though death has not come 
This desire is still in tact. 


Think of others as yourself 
Show mercy on the miserable 
Do your duty without expectations 
Associate with saints and get across. 
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Hindu Rejuvenation Conference 


Hinduism is another name for nationalism. In order to : 
become a true nationalist, 
you must first embrace Hinduism i.e., love for Indian language, 
Indian tradition, Indian history, Indian culture etc. 


fter 1927, the next Kumbha Mela was to be held in 1939, but those 

who waited for eleven years were finding it difficult to wait for 
another whole year. The authorities at the Vishwanath Head Cottage 
sent an urgent telegram to hold the fair one year in advance on the 13" 
of April at 10 o'clock at Har-ki-pauri, Hardwar. Even the gods could not 
refuse to obey such an order, so it happened as planned. There was a 
magic in the call so that without any advertisement in the newspapers or 
propaganda millions of men and women fell at his feet. 


“We need to educate the people about our religion, our community so 
that the blind faith of the Hindu community is appropriately focused. It's 
true that the festivals have lost their significance but there is no point in 
condemning them. Instead it is prudent to make use of the opportunity 
and bring the derailed train back on track. Just as the Congress and the 
Hindu Mahasabha hold their annual sessions, let us take the Kumbha 
Mela as a session of the Hindu community.” 


With this idea in mind, Swami Kripalu Dev organized the Kumbha Mela 
to propagate Hindu religion. He took the responsibility to finance the 
entire program. This grand conference was held in the vast ground of 
Mayapur Vatika. 

The Hindu Rejuvenation conference, Sadhu Conference and Women’s 
conference were its three parts. The Chairman of the Sadhu Sammelan 
was Shankaracharya; the Chairman of Hindu Rejuvenation Sammelan 
was the famous journalist of Punjab Shree Khushal Chand Khursand 
which Was in itself indicative of the success of the program. Swami 
Kripalu Dey spoke from the dais in his welcome speech: 
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«Millions of men and women have come to take a dip in the holy water 
of the Ganga on this auspicious occasion of Kumbha Mela. These 
occasions were designed to inspire good feelings and instill fresh life into 
the community by our ancient sages. The world is dynamic; things change 
with time. Human body changes when it becomes old. The entire nature 
keeps changing; you see the old leaves falling and new ones coming in 
their place. Our ancient sages learnt from the changing nature and 
organized festivals to allow new ideas to flow. 


The early history of these festivals is profound. That is why, in spite of 
so many invasions and calamities, the Aryan culture is still vibrant. But, 
unfortunately, we have lost sight of the real meaning and importance of 
these festivals. 


The one and only objective of organizing this conference on All-India 
Hindu Rejuvenation is to give the life inspiring message to re-awaken 
your spirit so that once again Hindu culture, Hindu civilization, and the 
glory of Hinduism spreads across the country through the millions of 
pilgrims. India is passing through arevolutionary era. The bugle of national 
awakening has sounded and Indians are not going to tolerate foreign 
rule for long. It's a pity that even today there is a party that does not 
want to see India progressing. It screams of religion in every matter. 
Whenever there is a movement for freedom or progress it creates 
obstructions. Such people exist in Hindu and Muslim communities, but 
we are here to discuss the problem with the Hindus only. 


Brothers and sisters! We are facing huge problems; the whole country 
is desperate to get freedom be it political, social or religious. It is the duty 
of the leaders to take advantage of this preparedness of the nation to 
create national awareness and national freedom. For this purpose they 
need to create strong and comprehensive organizations and make a 
network of these organizations in the whole country. 


Hindu religion has very good points if they are used intelligently. At this 
point of time there are thirty lakh Hindus in Hardwar. If our leaders 
make an effort to organize these festivals properly we can make our 
organizations. It is estimated that the Hindus spend one billion rupees on 
these festivals. This money serves no purpose, and that is one of the 
problems of Hindus; their festivals have to be organized properly. The 
problem of sadhus, temples and pilgrimages also falls in the same 
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category. These temples and pilgrimages should not be considered as 
private property of any person and as the property of the Hindu 
community, it should be converted to Hindu militia. Then we can solve 
the problems once and for all. 
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Q7 "ZH. 
Rashtra Dharma Mahamandal 


I have offered all I had, leaving not a trace behind 
Now it is for Him to take stock and decide. 


his delicate flower born in the desert land of Rajasthan as Phool 

Kunwar sprouted as a wish-fulfilling tree on the banks of the River 
Ganga at Hardwar. The Rashtra Dharma Mahamandal ot the National 
Religion Society is the sweet fruit of that tree. The mission of this society 
is to spread the wave of true nationalism fighting the destructive forces 
of self styled communalists. 


The great souls that take birth for the good of the country understand 
the real problem and lead the nation to find the solution. Problems keep 
changing; the problems we have today were not there twenty years ago 
and may not be there twenty years later. National Religion Society is 
born to tackle the current problems. Though Hindu-Muslim problem is 
projected as the main problem, it is not the case. Every individual has the 
tight to worship his own deity. There is nothing to be gained from 
squabbling over theoretical issues. Whether a man returns after death 
or what becomes of him are not issues on which communities should 
fight. The need of the hour is to eliminate the thought of Hindu-Muslim 
problem from the minds of people. Anyone and everyone can join in the 
struggle for freedom. 


Freedom of India is our motto; the Congress thinks it can be achieved by 
Hindu-Muslim unity; Hindu Mahasabha thinks it can be achieved by 
getting out of the clutches of the Congress; Arya Samaj thinks it is possible 
through propaganda of God’s name; Sanatan Dharma does not even 
think of freedom of the country because the world is a bubble of water 
for them. The founder of National Religion Society believes that Hinduism 
is real nationalism, and a Hindu is he who worships his deity and considers 
India as his fatherland and religious land. 


Itis futile to criticize and condemn others by passing resolutions against 
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them and by celebrating festivals; it does no good to the country. We 
need to do constructive work for the freedom of the country. Some 
people say freedom first, constructive work afterwards. However, though 
these are the right priorities, we have not achieved freedom after fi ghting 
for it for fifty years. It’s time to evaluate our strategies. If we had organized 
ourselves and created a strong army we may not have been disappointed 


Contemporary Problems of the Country 


The main problems include spread of Kshatra Dharma among Hindus, 
research of ancient literature, freedom, education, revival of Hindi, 
eradication of caste system, control on temple income, arrangements of 
fairs and festivals, reform of pilgrimages and sadhus, removal of social 
evils in the Hindu society, expenditure on marriages, widow’s problems 
etc. National Religion Society is formed to: solve these problems. It’s 
true that we can solve these problems in a day if we have the power to 
punish, but till such time as we get it, we have to influence the minds of 
the public. For that we need a strong ideology. First step is to prepare 
youth to spread this ideology in the entire country. We need to pick up at 
Jeast one young man from each of the five hundred districts and train 
them properly and send them back to their districts to work for the 
cause. 


The training period will be one year and only ten boys will be taken from 
each province at a time. They need not be degree holders in western 
education but they should be capable of understanding the curriculum. 
They should enough knowledge of English, History, Hindi and Sanskrit. 
They should have the raw material so that it is easy to give it a shape. 
The students will be required to stay in the society for a whole year. 
After the training is complete he has the freedom to stay wherever he 
likes and make his own schedule. But the society will take a promise 


from him that wherever he stays he will follow the following curriculum 
to educate the public: 


1. _ Upliftment of the nations 

2. The pure form of nationalism 
3. — Revival of the Hindu Nation 
4. Method of organization 

5. Secret of Hindu lifeline 

6. 


Right way of celebrating festivals 
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7. True history of India 

8. Era before Ramayana 

9. Historical form of Ramayana 

10. From Rama to Krishna 

11. The Director of Mahavharata 

12. Essence of Gita 

13. Our bright past 

14. Divine form of Indian civilization 

15. Causes of our downfall 

16. From Mahabharata to Mahatma Buddha 
17. Sacrifice of Rajputs 

18. Advent of Marathas 

19. Bravery of Khalsa soldiers 

20. British ruleinIndia: 

21. Congress policy and freedom of India 
22. International policy 

23. Our religious texts 

24. Real form of God, religion and life 

25. Russian communism and Vedic communism 
26. Spread of communalism and nationalism 
27. Characteristics of Hindu religion 

28. Methods of social reform 

29. How to make our future bright 


For training the youth the National Religion Society proposed to establish 
an educational institution by the name of Rashtra Dharma Vidyapeeth in 


Kankhal. Its curriculum would be as follows: 


1. World History, with emphasis on pre-Buddha period 
(i) Outline of Indian history (J aichandra) 


(ii) History of India (Bhai Parmanand, Lajpat rai, Ramdev) 


(iii) Glimpse of World History J awahar Lal) 
(iv) History of Europe (Bhai Parmanand) 
(v) Islamic History 


2. Comparative study of religions 


(i) Gita Rahasya 
(ii) Path of religion 
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(iii) Hindutva 
(iv) Literature of Indian Saints 
(v) Hindu philosophy (S Radhakrishnan) 


3. Study of Indian Literature 
(i) Valmiki Ramayana (Original Sanskrit) 
(ii) | Mahabharata (Original Sanskrit) 
(iii) Raghuvansha, Harsha Charitra, Raj Tarangini, Uttra 
Ramcharitam 
(iv) Tulsi Bhushan 
(v) Ancient Literature 


4. Study of Political Science 
Miserable India, Young India, State Socialism 


5. Immortal story of Independent India (Parashar) 


The problems are many, but one can only work within one’s limits. The 
Mandal took responsibility to do two things: First to prepare 250 young 
men to spread the national religion; and second to protect our culture. 
India’s independence means freedom of Indian culture. Today, our culture 
is being crushed under the pretext of caution and the layer of Indianness 
is being painted on the literature of Rama and Krishna. We cannot let 
this happen; it has kept us alive in the thousand years of slavery. We 
must protect our culture at any cost. Our history has become fictitious; 
we must present its true form to the world. We must present the 
Ramayana, Mahabharata, Gita, Puranas in such a way that we don’t 
feel ashamed of them. We have to filter the dirty water of the Hoogly in 
such a way that even an atheist feels he is blessed by drinking it. Rashtra 
Dharma Mandal has started its work in right earnestness and soon the 
following four books will be published: 


1. Historical form of Ramayana 
2. Director of Mahabharata 

3. Our Bright Past 

4. Bharat Sarvaswa 


ae mandal is trying to present the parables and tales like Katayani 
hanti and Vyasa Purnima in a form that is historically authentic and 
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informative. The country is awakening and something or the other is 


happening but this aspect has been ignored. So Rashtra Dharma 
. Mahamandal is taking up the task. 


Itis a pity that we have no authentic history and the English are working 
on it, the Germans are doing research on our ancient culture. The great 
scriptures of India are not available here but are in the British Museum, 
in the libraries of Paris and Germany. Our scriptures are printed in foreign 
countries whereas our country men are content reading sensational stories 
and novels. 


Rashtra Dharma Mahamandal will do research and spread the 
knowledge. We do not want to make it the monopoly of a few scholars 
but to be freely available to the common man. The pilgrims to Hardwar 
come for sight seeing rather than enriching themselves through knowledge. 
The mandal will invite scholars to deliver speeches to benefit the people. 
The writers who wish to write history but do not have research material 
should come to the mandal and do their work. 


The location of the mandal in Kankhal is appropriate from the point of 
view of its climate, natural surroundings and healthy atmosphere. Ganga 
is our liquid history. The environment of this place is just right for the 
worship of Goddess Saraswati as well as from the cultural, natural and 
geographical perspectives. 


Determination is the nature of man. Day and night we think of doing 
many things. When the objective of these intentions rises above petty 
selfish interests and is directed towards the good of humanity, then these 
very resolutions take on the form of crusades. 


Will power in itself is a great power to reckon with, but when pure 
positivism gets added to it, it becomes invincible. The God Almighty 1s 
the protector of this and will see it to its culmination. Rashtra Dharma 
Mahamandal is the outcome of the lifelong determination of great souls 
to overcome human weaknesses and succeed in the tests that come our 
way. May his mission succeed! 
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. Towards Life's Evening 


Jhe founder of Kripalu Bagh Ashram, Shree 108 Yati Samrat 
Brahmanishtha Swami Kripalu Dev was known as Kishore Chandra. 
He was born in 1858 in Semtal village in the brave land of Mewar, 
Rajasthan. The king of Chittor, Chhatar Singh had married a girl from 
this region and had gifted 52 bighas of land to the ancestors of Kishore 
Chandra, the famous devotee, Pundit Gangadev, in 1365 (1308 AD). He 
had given this land by crossing (taal) the boundary (seema). That is how 
it got the name Semtal; it is the prominent village in a county of 12 
villages. This village is on Bedla Road, a mile and a half away from 
Udaipur. 


His parents offered the infant Kishore of three days to the deity of 
Bhagwan Chaturbhuj in Gogunda to avert an epidemic, which was averted 
and people came from far and near to see the child. 


The story of Chaturbhuj has an interesting anecdote attached to it.-It is 
said that Kishore’s ancestors, two Brahmin brothers, Govind Das and 
Gangadev were taking a small idol of Chaturbhuj with them in 1319 
(1262 AD) from Pali to Mewar when they stopped here for the night. In 
the morning when they were ready to resume their journey they found 
the statue had become so heavy that many people together could not lift 
It. So, they had to leave it there taking it to be the divine order. This place 
was earlier called Govindpura which became popular as Gogunda. 
Maharana Pratap was coronated in this village. 


MESS happened often in his life, which have been noted in his book 
Vedsar Gita" written by him: 


Ll. My God! I remember how you saved me from the mouth of a 
crocodile. 


2. You saved me from lightning. 
You helped me escape from the naked sword of the robbers. 
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4. You saved me from drowning in the Ganga and broght me ashore 
on Daksha Ghat. 

5. You saved me from death and gave me the darshan of Bhagwan 
Shankar and took me to Dev Lok and then 


dead body. 


You gave me the divine power once. 


8. So many times you saved me from lions and snakes. 


9. Many times you protected me in my fight against the British 
Administration. I tried to see you with my eyes, but I couldn't yet 
I felt your power helping me. 


10. I went in search of you like a madman and fell down unconscious 
when your invisible power told me to get up and you took me to a 
higher level of consciousness. 


All this shows that Swami Kripalu Devji was a great ascetic, a great 
saint and a great yogi. He tread the path of spirituality and learnt from 
saints and sages of the past and present. He had no feeling of fear, 
doubt, anxiety, hatred, or jealousy in him. He believed in and worked for 
the good of others. 


The Mahant of Lyallpur Math Baba Hiralal’s disciple Sant Chidghan 
Dev wanted to make an ashram in Hardwar. He had 10 kms / 50 bighas 
land for it. When he met Kripalu Dev ji he was convinced that he was 
capable of handling the responsibility. He initiated him into sannyas and 
gave him the name Kripalu Dev. In 1930, land was bought for the ashram 
in Kankhal, in 1925, land was bought for its branch on the banks of the 
canal. The ashram was ready in 1932 and was registered in 1940. It 
was called Vishwa Gyan Mandir, but was popularly known as Kripalu 
Ashram. This is the place where Swami Ramdev’s Divya Yog Mandir 
- Trust has its head office. 
Swami Kripalu Dev ji spent his old age in this ashram. He published a 
magazine ‘Vishwa Gyan Patrika’ from this ashram. He set up a printing 
press for this in Paliwal Dharmashala. Shyamji Parashar helped him in 
this work. In the last days of Kripaluji, Prashar ji took the magazine and 
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the press to Jalandhar. It was sold before Kripalu Devji breathed his last’ 
and the publication was stopped, which gave him a shock. But he was 
bedridden by then and could not do anything about it. 


Sant Kripalu Devji took an active part in the freedom struggle, especially 
in the Quit India Movement of 1942. First he worked with the 
revolutionaries and then joined the Congress. He came in close contact 
with Bal Gangadhar Tilak, Madan Mohan Malviya, Motilal Nehru, 
Mahtma Gandhi, Chittaranjan Das, Ganesh Shankar Vidyarthi, BJ Patel, 
Hakim Ajmal Khan and others. He was under surveillance for years 
and he went to remote places in Uttrakhand during that period. 


Swami Kripalu Devji had completed hundred years and he was looking 
for a person-who would carry forward his mission. He found Swami 
Shankar Dev suitable for it. Swami Shankar Dev was born in 1930 in a 
Suryavanshi Rajput family of Lakharkot village in Almora. He used to 
go to the sadhus who lived in a math close to his school. At the age of 15 
he left his home and went with the sadhus on a pilgrimage. In 1957 he 
met Sant Kripalu Dev for the first time. He stayed with him in the ashram 
and served him. In 1958 he was initiated by Swami Indra Dev ji who 
passed away in 2005. In 1968, Swami Shankar Dev came to stay in 
Vishwa Gyan Mandir. Before his death, Kripalu Devji transferred the 
property of the Ashram in Swami Shankar Dev's name. 


In 1955, Kripalu Dev slipped on the temple's staircase and fell down. 
He fractured his foot and was hospitalized for six months. Due to injury 
and ill health he went to meetings only on special occasions otherwise 
he spent his time in praying and meditating. He was interested in 
Ayurvedic medicine and gave treatment to those in need. Later because 
of hernia problem he was in hospital for a long time. It was at this time 
he heard of the sale of the printing press and the discontinuation of the 
Patrika. He had planted these seeds with great hope; he felt deeply hurt. 
Sant Kripalu Dev passed away in 1968. As per his wish, Swami Shankar 
Dev cremated his mortal remains in the crematory in Kankhal although 
saints are buried or consigned to water. Sant Kripalu Dev's last wish 
was, "Shankar Dev, your shadow is your death; think and meditate.’ 


It is not certain at what age Swami Kripalu Devji died. He was born in 
l 858 and he died in 1968 which makes him 110 at the time of his death. 
ut in his book ‘Jeevan Mukta Gita’ Parasharji has written on the back 
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cover that he is 82 in the year 1954 when the book was published. By 


that assumption he would have been 96 at the time of the death. At 


another place Parasharji writes that in his hundred years, Swamiji had 
given an awakening call to mankind. This shows that Swami Kripalu 


. Devji lived for at least a hundred years. 


Acharya Bal Krishna 
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LIST OF LITERATURE & AUDIO- 
VIDEO CASSETTES PUBLISHED BY 
‘DIVYA YOG MANDIR TRUST 


Name of Book 


Yog Sadhana & Yog Cikitsa Rahasya 
(Special edition along with coloured pictures) 
_ by Honourable Swami Ramdevji Maharaj 


Se Pranayama Rahasya | (in Hindi, Gujarati & English) 
(Special Edition along with Coloured Pictures) 
By Honourable Swami Ramdevji Maharaj 
Divya Stavana (Bhajanas) - Audio Cassette 
(Both First & Second Volumes) 
(Bhajanas sung by Honourable Swami Ramdevji 
in the Yog Camps) 


Yog Nidrā (Audio Cassatte) 


Chanting of Gayatri Mantra & Mahā-mrtuñjaya Mantra 
(in the voice of Honourable swami Ramdevji Maharaj) 


Divya Yog-Sadhana (Asanas & Pranayamas- V.C.D.) 
1-2 parts 


Ausadha-darsana English (Revised edition) 
& All other languages 


Chart of Yogasanas - Part-I 
(for abdominal diseases, obesity, diabetes, etc.) 


Chart of Yogasanas - Part-2 (for Pains of 

Lumbar region, Spondylitis etc. & Siirya namaskara) 
. Yog-sandesa (monthly magazine) 
. Vaidika Nitya-karma Vidhi (Comprising with 

Sermons & Bhajanas of Honourable Swami Ramdevji) 
. Jivant-Sakti Vardhaka Astavarga Padapa 


- Divya Ausadhiya Sugandhita & Saundarya-karana paudha 
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The head office of the world famous Divya Yog Mandir Trust: is 
located in Kripalu Bagh Ashram in Kankhal. Kripalu Bagh Ash: 
was founded by Kripalu Dev Maharaj in 1932, who originally t->- 
longed to the brave land of Mewar (Rajasthan). His name prior o 
his initiation to Sannyas was Yati Kishore Chandra. During i : 
Freedom Movement, Yati Kishore Chandra played a success 

role of a constructive revolutionary. He had intimate and affectic: :- 
ate relations with Swami Shraddhanandaji, founder of the Guru: : 
Kangri University. Later, he came in close contact with E= 
Gangadhar Tilak, Madan Mohan Malviya, Motilal Nehru, Mahatma 
Gandhi, Chittaranjan Das, Ganesh Shankar Vidyarthi, V J Patel, Hakim 
Azmal Khan among others. 


Yati Kishore Chandra associated himself with the. Bengal Revolu- 
tionaries and undertook the hazardous task of publishing their 
newspapers "Yugantar' and ‘Lokantar’ in North India. The Bengal 
Revolutionary Party was responsible for the Delhi Bomb blasts, 
master-minded by Ras Behari Bose. The British Government had 
announced a reward of three lakh rupees for any clues about Ras 
Behari Bose. Yati Kishore Chandra sheltered him in his ashram in 
the jungle. Having led the life of a freedom fi ghter and a revolution- 
ary, Yati Kishore Chandra developed an intense interest in spiritu- 
my oe an accomplished Yogi. In 1968, he bid farewell to 
e world. 


His disciples have undertaken the management of Kripalu Dev 
Ashram Bagh the holy place of revolution, Yog and spirituality 
with devotion and dedication. Shri Swami Shankar Dev is one link 
in the same chain whose disciple is Swami Ramdevji M2haraj who 
has illuminated the ashram with the divine light of Yo: Ayurved 
and Vedic culture and spread its glory in the whole wor*:s 


The life sketch of such an austere saint will definitely pive to bea 
great help in inspiring the common Indians towards spirituality and 
awakening a new consciousness in them. : 
Price : Rs. 200/- 
1SBN NO. 81-89235-60-5 


Divya Yog Mandir Trust 
Kripalu Bagh Ashram, Kankha 
Hardwar — 249408 (Uttaranchal) 


